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P   R  E  F  A  C  E, 


By    r.  SEWARD. 


'  H  E  Public  at  length  receives  a  new 
Edition  of  the  two  great  Poets^  who, 
with  a  Fate  in  each  cafe  alike  unjuft, 
were  extolPd  for  near  a  Century  after 
their  Deaths,  as  Equals^  Rivals^  nay. 
Superiors  to  the  immortal  Shake/pear  % 
but  in  the  prefent  Age  have  been  deprefs'd  beneath 
the  fmooth-polifhed  enervate  Ifliie  of  the  Modern 
Drama,  And  as  their  Fame  has  been  fq  different 
with  refpeil  to  other  Poets,  fo  has  it  varied  alfo  be- 
tween Themfelves.  Fletcher  was  a  while  fuppofed 
unable  to  rife  to  any  Height  of  Eminence,  had  not 
Beaumonfs  ftronger  Arm  bore  him  upwards.  Yet 
no  fooner  had  he  loft  that  Aid,  and  demonftrated 
that  it  was  Delight  and  Love,  not  Neceflity,  which 
made  him  foar  abreafi  with  his  amiable  Friend  ; 
but  the  ftill  injurious  World  began  to  ftrip  the  Plumes 
from  Beaicmont^  and  to  drefs  Fletcher  in  the  whole 
Fame,  leaving  to  the  former  nothing  but  the  mere 
Pruning  of  Fletcher'^  luxuriant  Wit,  the  Limce  Labor, 
V  OL,  I.  a  3  the 
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the  Plummet  and  the  Rule^  but  neither  the  Plan^ 
Materials^  Compofition^  or  Ornaments,  This  \%  di- 
reftly  afferted  in  Mr.  Cartwrighfs  Commendatory 
Poem  on  Fletcher. 

Who  therefore  wifely  did  fubmit  each  Birth 
jT 0  knowing  Beaumont  e'er  it  did  come  for  thy 
Working  again  until  he  faid^  'twas  fit. 
And  made  him  the  Sobriety  of  his  Wit. 
^ho'  thus  he  caWd  his  Judge  into  his  Fame, 
And  for  that  Aid  allowed  him  half  the  Name,  (Sc. 

See  Cartniright\  Poem  below. 

Mr.  Harris y  in  his  Commendatory  Poem,  makes 
Beaumont  a  mere  deadweight  hanging  on  the  Boughs 
of  Fletcher's  Palm. 

  When  thou  didjl  fit 

But  as  a  joint  Commijjtoner  in  Wit ; 
When  it  had  Plummets  hung  on  to  fupprefs 
Jts  too  luxuriant  growi?2g  Mightinefs, 
Till  as  that  Tree  which  f corns  to  be  kept  downy 
Thou  grew' ft  to  govern  the  whole  Stage  alone. 

I  believe  this  extremely  injurious  to  Beaumont ;  but 
as  the  Opinion,  or  fomething  like  it,  has  lived  for 
Ages,  and  is  frequent  at  this  Day,  it  is  time  at 
length  to  reftore  Beaumont  to  the  full  Rank  of  Pel- 
lowlhip  which  he  pofTefs'd  when  living,  and  to  fix 
the  Standard  of  their  refpedive  Merits,  before  we 
fhew  the  Degree  in  which  their  united  Fame  ought 
to  be  placed  on  the  Britifi  Theatre. 

Mr.  Cartwright  and  Mr.  Harris  wrote  thirty  Years 
after  Beaumont's  Death,  and  twenty  after  Fletcher's ; 

and 


PREFACE.  vii 

and  none  of  the  numerous  contemporary  Poems, 
publiOied  with  theirs  before  the  firft  Folio  Edition 
of  our  Authors,  degrade  Beaumont  fo  very  low  as 
thefe.  Sir  John  Berkenhead  allows  him  a  full  Moiety 
of  the  Fame,  but  feems  to  think  his  Genius  more 
turned  to  grave  Sublimity  than  to  Sprightlinefs  of 
Imagination. 

Fletcher'i  keen  Treble,  and  deep  BcaumontV  Bafe. 

Thus  has  this  Line  of  Sir  Johji's  been  hitherto  read 
and  underftood,  but  its  Authenticity  in  this  Light  will 
be  difputeAwhen  we  come  to  that  Poem,  and  the 
Juftnefs  of  the  Charadter  at  prefent.    We  have 
among  the  Commendatory  Poems,   One^  of  Mr. 
Earless  wrote  immediately  after  Beaumont^  Death, 
and  ten  Years  before  Fletcher'^  :  He  feems  to  have 
been  an  Acquaintance  as  well  as  Contemporary,  and 
his  Teftimony  ought  to  have  much  more  Weight 
than  all  the  Traditional  Opinions  of  thofe  who  wrote 
thirty  Years  after.    He  afcribes  to  Beaumont  three 
firft-rate  Plays;  The  Maid's  Tragedy,  Philapr,  ^nd 
The  King  and  No-King.    The  firft  of  thefe  has  a 
grave  Sublimity  mingled  with  more  Horror  and  Fury 
than  are  frequently  feen  among  thQ  gay-fpiri ted  Scenes 
of  Fletcher,  and  probably  gave  rife  to  the  report  of 
Beaumont's  deep  Bafe.    But  there  is  fcarce  a  more 
lively-fpirited  CharacSer  in  all  their  Plays  than  Phi- 
lajler,  and  I  believe  Beaumont  aimed  at  drawing  a 
Hamlet  racked  with  OtheWs.  Love  and  Jealoufy. 
The  King  and  No  King  too  is  extremely  fpirited  in 
all  its  Charafters;  Jrbaces  holds  up  a  Mirrour  to  all 
Men  of  virtuous  Principles  but  viole?2t  Paffions : 
Hence  he  is  as  it  were  at  once  Magnanimity  and 
Pride,  Patience  and  Fury,  Gentlenefs  and  Rigour, 

a  4  Chajltty 
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Chaftify  and  Inceji,  and  is  one  of  the  fineft  Mixture 
of  Virtues  and  Vices  that  any  Poet  has  drawn,  except 
the  Hot-fpur  of  Shakefpear^  and  the  impiger^  ira-^ 
cundus^  inexorahilis^  acer^  of  Homer,  (For  a  De- 
fence of  this  Charader  againft  Mr.  Rhymer'^  Cavils^ 
fee  Note  the  2d  in  T'he  King  and  No  King,)  Befus 
and  his  two  Swordfmen  in  this  Play  are  infinitely  the 
livelieft  Cornic  Charadlers  of  mere  bragging  Cowards 
which  we  have  in  our  Language ;  and  if  they  do  not 
upon  the  whole  equal  the  extenfive  and  inimitable 
Humours  of  Faljlaffznd  his  Companions^  they  leave 
all  other  Charadlers  of  the  fame  Species,  ev'n  Shake- 
fpear'^  own  Parolles  far  behind  them. 

Our  excellent  Congreve  has  confolidated  the  two 
Swordfmen  to  form  his  Captain  Bhif.    And  be  it 
his  Honour  to  have  imitated  fo  well,  tho'  he  is  far 
from  reaching  the  Originals.    Beaumont  lived  in  the 
Age  of  Duelling  upon  every  flight  Pundlilio.  Cofi- 
greve  wrote  his  Bluff  in  the  Flanders  War  :  Times 
when  a  Braggart  was  the  moft  ridiculous  of  all  Cha- 
radlers ;  and  fo  far  was  Beaumont  from  the  fuppofed 
grave  folemn  Tragic  Poet  only,  that  Comic  Humour y 
particularly  in  drawing  Cowardife^  fecms  his  peculiar 
Talent.    For  the  Spirit  of  Bejfus  paulum  mutatuSy 
changed  only  fo  as  to  give  a  proper  Novelty  of 
Character,  appears  again  m  The  Nice  Valour,  or  Pa f* 
Jionate  Madman,    The  Traces  of  the  fame  Hand, 
fo  ftrongly  marked  in  this  Play,  fl:rike  a  new  Light 
upon  Beaumonf^  Charadler,    For  in  a  Letter  to  ^on- 
Jon,  printed  at  the  end  of  The  Nice  Valour ,  Vol.  X. 
pag.  365.  he  fpeaks  of  himfelf  not  as  a  mere  Cor- 
redior  of  others  Works,  but  as  a  Poet  of  acknow- 
ledg'd  Eminence,  and  of  The  Nice  Valour y  and 
fome  other  Comedy,  (which  the  Publifher  of  the 

fecond 
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I  -  iecond  Folio  *  took  for  the  Jf^oman-Hater)  as  his 
Plays  (which  muft  be  underftood  indeed  as  chiefly 
his,  not  excluding  Fto^r^^r's  Afliftance.)  Nowthefe 
two  Plays  totally  differ  in  their  Manner  from  all  that 
Fletcher  wrote  alone :  They  confift  not  of  Characters 
from  real  Life,  as  Fletcher  and  Shake/pear  draw 
theirs,  but  of  PaJJions  and  Humours  perfoniz'd^  as 
Cowardife  in  L^pet^  Nice  Honour  in  Shamont^  the 
Madnefs  of  different  Paflions  in  The  Madman,  the 
Love  of  nice  Eating  in  LazarillOy  the  Hate  of  Wo^ 
men  in  Gonderino,  This  hjonfon' s Manner ^to^hom 
in  the  Letter  quoted  above,  Beaumont  indeed  ac- 
knowledges that  he  owed  It. 

-   —Fate  once  again 

Bring  me  to  thee^  who  canjl  make  fmooth  and  plain 

T^he  way  of  Knowledge  for  me^  and  then  I 

Who  have  no  good  but  in  thy  Company^ 

Proteji  it  will  my  great  eft  Comfort  be 

T' acknowledge  all  I  have  to  flow  from  Thee. 

Ben,  when  the/e  Scenes  are perfeB  we'll  tafteWine: 

Til  drink  thy  Mufes  Healthy  thou  Jhalt  quaff  mine, 

*  The  Publifhers  of  the  fecond  Folio  added  feveral  genuine  Songs, 
Prologues,  Epilogues,  and  fome  Lines  in  particular  Plays  not  contained 
in  any  former  Edition,  which,  by  the  Account  given,  they  perhaps  got 
from  either  an  old  Aftor,  or  a  Playhoufe-Prompter ;  they  fay,  from  a 
Gentleman  who  had  been  intimate  with  both  the  Authors,  they  probably 
were  directed  by  Lights  received  from  him  to  place  ^he  Woman-Hattr 
direftly  before  T^e  Nice  Valour,  and  to  make  this  the  other  Play  which 
Beaumont  claims.  The  Little  French  La<wyer^  and  ^e  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pefile,  are  moft  certainly  two  Plays  which  Beaumont  had  a  large 
Share  in,  for  his  Hand  is  very  vifible  in  the  extreme  droll  Chara6ler  of 
The  French  Lanjoyer  who  runs  Duello — mad ;  the  Prologue  talks  of  the 
Authors  in  the  Plural  Number,  and  the  Strain  of  high  Burlefque  appears 
very  fimilar  in  the  two  Charaders  of  Lazarillo  in  The  Woman-Hater,  and 
Ralpho  in  The  Burning  Pejile,  Beaumont'*^  Name  too  is  put  firft  in  the 
Title-page  of  the  firft  ^arto  of  this  laft  Play,  publlfhcd  a  few  Years 
AhcT  Fletcher* 5  Death. 

Does 
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Does  Jonfon  (who  is  faid  conftantly  to  have  con- 
fulted  Beaumont,  and  to  have  paid  the  greateft  De- 
ference to  his  Judgment)  does  he,  I  fay,  treat  him 
in  his  Anfwer  as  a  meer  Critic^  and  Judge  of  others 
Works  only  ?  No,  but  as  an  eminent  Poet,  whom 
he  lov'd  with  a  Zeal  enough  to  kindle  a  Love  to 
his  Memory,"  as  long  as  Poetry  delights  the  Under- 
ftanding,  or  Friendfhip  warms  the  Heart. 

How  I  do  love  thee,  Beaumont,  and  thy  Mufe^ 
That  unto  me  dojl  fiich  Religion  ufe  I 
How  I  do  fear  myfelf,  that  am  not  worth 
The  leajl  indulgent  Thought  thy  Pen  drops  forth  ! 

See  the  Remainder  of  this  Poem  III.  of  the  Com^ 
tnendatory  Verfes  5  fee  alfo  the  frjl  of  thefe  Poems 
by  Beaumont  himfelf,  the  Clofe  of  which  will  fuffi* 
ciently  confirm  both  his  Vigour  of  Imagination  and 
Sprightlinefs  of  Humour,  Having  thus,  we  hope, 
difpers'd  the  Cloud  that  for  Ages  has  darkened  Beau- 
mont's Fame,  let  it  again  fhine  in  full  Luftre  Bri- 
tannics  Sidus  alterum  et  Decus  gemellum.  And  let  us 
now  examine  the  Order  and  Magnitude  of  this  Poetic 
Conjlellation,  and  view  the  joint  Charafters  of  BeaU" 
mont  and  Fletcher, 

Th-tk  Authors  are  in  a  diredlAT^^w  between  Shake f- 
pear  and  fo7ifon,  they  do  not  reach  the  amazing  Rapi- 
dity and  immortal  Flights  of  the  former,  but  they  foar 
with  moreFafe  and  to  nobler  Heights  than  the  latter ; 
They  have  lefs  of  theO^  inagna  fonans,  the  Vivida  Vis 
Animi,  xhtnobleEnthufiafm^thcMufe  of  Fire,  xh^  ter- 
rible Graces  of  Shake fpear,  but  they  have  much  more 
of  all  thefe  \ks2S\fQnfon.  On  the  other  hand,  in  Litera- 
ture they  much  excel  the  former,  and  are  excelled  by 
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the  latter  ;  and  therefore  they  are  more  regular  in 
their  Flots  and  more  correB  in  their  Sentiments  and 
DiBion  than  Shake/pear^  but  lefs  fo  than  Jonjon. 
Thus  far  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  are  O;^^',  but  as 
hinted  above  in  this  they  differ  ;  Beaumont  ftudied 
and  followed  ^onfon'%  Manner,  perfoniz'd  the  Paf- 
Jions  and  drew  Nature  in  her  Extremes ;  Fletcher 
followed  Sbakefpear  and  Nature  in  her  ufual  Drefs 
(this  DiftinBion  only  holds  with  regard  to  their 
Comic  Works,  for  in  Tragedies  they  all  chiefly  paint 
from  real  Life,)  Which  of  thcit  Manners  is  moft 
excellent  may  be  difficult  to  fay  ;  the  former  feems 
moft  ftriking,  the  latter  more  pleajing^  the  former 
{hews  Vice  and  Folly  in  the  moft  ridiculous  Lights, 
the  latter  more  fully  fhews  each  Man  himfelf,  and 
unlocks  the  inmoft  Receffes  of  the  Heart. 

Great  are  the  Names- of  the  various  Majiers  who 
foUow'd  the  one  and  the  other  Manner.  Jonfon^ 
Beaumont  and  Moliere  lift  on  one  Side;  T'erence^ 
Shake/pear  and  Fletcher  on  the  other. 

But  to  return  to  our  Duumvirate ,  between  whom 
two  other  fmall  Differences  are  obfervable.  Beau- 
mo?ity  as  appear,s  by  various  Tefiimonies  and  chiefly 
by  his  own  Letter  prefixed  to  the  old  Folio  Edition 
of  Chaucer y  was  a  hard  Student;  and  for  one  whom 
the  World  loft  before  he  was  thirty ,  had  a  furprifing 
Compafs  of  Literature  :  Fletcher  was  2i polite  rather 
than  a  deep  Scholar ,  and  converfed  with  Men  at  leaft 
as  much  as  with  Books,  Hence  ihtgay  Sprightlinefs 
and  natural  Eafe  of  his  young  Gentleman  are  al- 
lowed to  be  inimitable  ;  in  thefe  he  has  been  pre- 
ferred by  Judges  of  Candour  even  to  Shakejpear 
himfelf  If  Beaumont  does  not  equal  him  in  this, 
yet  being  by  his  Fortune  converfant  alfo  in  high 
Life  (the  Son  of  a  Judge,  as  the  other  of  a  Bifhop) 

He 
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He  is  in  this  too  alter  ctb  illo^  a  good fecond^  and  al- 
moft  a  fecond  felj\  as  Fhilafier^  Amintor^  Bacurius 
in  the  three  firft  Plays,  Count  Valore^  Oriana^  Cleric 
tnont^  Valentine^  and  others  evidently  fliew. 

This  fmall  Difference  obferv'd,  another  appears  by 
no  means  fimilar  to  it  :  Beaumont^  we  faid,  chiefly 
ftudied  Books  and  Jonfon  ,  Fletcher^  Nature  and 
Shake/pear^  yet  fo  far  was  the  Jirji  from  follow- 
ing his  Friend  and  Mafter  in  his  frequent  clofe  and 
almoft  fervile  Imitations  of  the  ancient  ClaJJics^  that 
he  feems  to  have  had  a  much  greater  Confidence  in 
the  Fertility  and  Richnefs  of  his  own  Imagination 
than  even  Fletcher  himfelf :  The  latter  in  his 
Majterpiece^  The  Faithful  Shepherdefs^  frequently 
imitates  Theocritus  and  Firgil ;  in  Rollo  has  taken 
whole  Scenes  from  Seneca^  and  almoft  whole  Adts 
from  Luc  an  in  The  Falfe  0?ie.  I  do  not  blame 
him  for  this,  his  Imitations  have  not  the  Stifnefsy 
which  fometimes  appears  (tho'  not  often)  in  Jonfon y 
but  breathe  the  free  and  full  Air  of  Originals  ^  and 
accordingly  Rollo  and  The  Falfe  One  are  two  of 
Fletcher's  Firjl-rate  Plays.  But  Beaumont^  I  be- 
lieve, never  condcfcended  to  tranflaje  and  rarely  to 
imitate ;  However  largely  he  was  fupplied  with 
Claffic  Streams,  from  his  own  Urn  all  flows  pure 
and  untinBured,  Here  the  two  Friends  change 
Places :  Beaumont  rijes  in  Merit  towards  Shakefpear^ 
and  Fletcher  defcends  towards  Jonfon. 


*  Rollo  is  in  the  firft  Edition  in  Quarto  afcribed  to  Fletcher  alone, 
^e  Falfe  One  is  one  of  thofe  Plays  that  is  more  dubious  as  to  its  Authors. 
The  Prologue  fpeaks  of  them  in  the  Plural  Number  and  'tis  probable 
that  Beaumont  aflifted  in  the  latter  Part  of  it,  but  I  believe  not  much 
in  the  two  firft  A£ls,  as  thefe  arc  fo  very  much  taken  from  Lucan, 
and  the  Obfervation  of  Beaumont" %  not  indulging  himfelf  in  fuch  Li- 
berties holds  good  in  all  the  Plays  in  which  he  is  known  to  have  had 
the  iargeft  Share. 

Having 
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Having  thus  feen  the  Features  of  thefe  Twins  of 
Poetry  greatly  refemblmg  yet  ftill  diftindt  from  each 
other,  let  us  conclude  that  all  Reports  which  fepa- 
rate  and  leilen  the  Fame  of  either  of  them  are  ill- 
grounded  and  falfe,  that  they  were  as  Sir  ^ohn 
Berkejihead  calls  them,  two  full  congenial  Soids^  or, 
as  either  Fletcher  himfelf,  or  his  ftill  greater  Col- 
legue  Shakefpear  expreffes  it  in  their  Two  Noble 
Kinfmen,  Vol.  X.  p.  33. 

They  were  an  endlefs  Mine  to  me  another  % 
They  were  each  others  Wife,  ever  begetting 
New  Births  of  Wit, 

They  were  both  extremely  remarkable  for  their 
ready  Flow  of  Wit  in  Converfation  as  well  as  Com^ 
pofition^  and  Gentlemen  that  remembred  them,  fays 
Shirlyy  declare  that  on  every  Occafion  they  talk'd  a 
Comedy.  As  therefore  they  were  fo  twinn'd  in  Genius^ 
Worth  and  Wit^fo  lovely  and pleafmt  in  their  Lives ^ 
after  Death,  let  not  their  Fame  be  ever  again  divided. 

And  now,  Reader,  when  thou  art  fired  into  Rage 
or  melted  into  Pity  by  their  Tragic  Scenes,  charmed 
with  the  genteel  Elegance  or  buriiing  into  Laughter 
at  their  Comic  Humour,  canft  thou  not  drop  the  in- 
tervening Ages,  fteal  into  Jonfon^  Beaumo?it  and 
Fletcher  s  Club-Room  at  the  Mer-Maid,  on  a  Night 
w^hen  Shakefpear,  Donn  and  others  vifited  them,  and 
there  join  in  Society  with  as  great  Wits  as  ever  this 
Nation,  or  perhaps  ever  Greece  or  Rome  could  at  one 
time  boaft?  where  animated  each  by  the  other's 
Prefence,  they  even  exccird  themfelves ; 

 ■  For  Wit  is  like  a  Reft, 

Held  up  at  Tennis,  which  Men  do  the  befi 

With 
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With  the  bejl  Gamejlers,  What  things  have  we  feen 

Done  at  the  Mer-maid !  heard  Words  that  have  been 

So  nimble  and  Jo  full  of  fubtle  Flame ^ 

As  if  that  every  one  from  whence  they  came 

Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  Wit  in  a  Jeft, 

And  had  refolv'd  to  live  a  Fool  the  reft 

Of  his  dull  Life-,  then  when  there  hath  been  thrown 

Wit  able'  enough  to  juftify  the  Town 

For  three  Days paji ;  Wit  that  might  Warrant  be 

For  the  whole  City  to  talk  foolijloly 

T^ill  that  were  canceWd-y  and  when  that  was  gone 

We  left  an  Air  behind  us^  which  alone 

Was  able  to  m^ke  the  two  next  Companies 

Right  witty 'y  tho'but  downright  Fools,  meer  Wife. 

Beaumonfz  Letter  to  Jonjoriy  Vol.  x.  p.  366. 


Hitherto  the  Reader  has  received  only  the  Por- 
traits of  our  Authors  without  any  Proof  of  the  Si- 
militude and  Juflice  of  the  Draught ;  nor  can  we 
^  hope  that  it  will  appear  juft  from  a  mere  curfory 
View  of  the  Originals.  Many  People  read  Plays 
chiefly  for  the  fake  of  the  P/c?/,  hurrying  ftill  on  for 
that  Difcovery.  The  happy  Contrivance  of  furprifing 
but  natural  Incidents  is  certainly  a  very  great  Beauty 
in  the  Drama^  and  little  Writers  have  often  made 
their  Advantages  of  it  *,  they  could  contrive  Inci- 
dents to  embarrafs  and  perplex  the  Flot^  and  by 
that  alone  have  fucceeded  and  pleafed,  without 
perhaps  a  lingle  Line  of  nervous  Poetry^  a  fingle 
Sentiment  worthy  of  Memory,  without  a  Fajfion 
worked    up    with  natural  Vigour,    or  a  Cha- 

radler 
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fader  of  any  diftinguifhed  Marks.    The  beft  Poets 
have  rarely  made  this  Dramatic  Mechanifm  their 
Point.     Neither    Sophocles,    Euripides^  Terence^ 
Shakefpear^  Beaumont^  Fletcher  or  Jonfon^  are  at 
all  remarkable  for  forming  a  Labyrinth  of  Incidents 
and  entangling  their  Readers  in  2ipleajing  Perplexity  : 
Our  late  Dramatic  Poets  learnt  this  from  the  French^ 
and  they  from  Romance  Writers  and  Novelifts.  We 
could  almoft  wifli  the  Readers  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher  to  drop  the  Expeitation  of  the  Event  of 
each  Story,  to  attend  with  more  Care  to  the  Beauty 
and  Energy  of  the  Sentiments^  DiSlion^  Pajfions 
and  CharaBers,    Every  good  Author  pleafes  more, 
the  more  he  is  examined;  (hence  perhaps  that 
Partiality  of  Editors  to  their  own  Authors  \  by  a 
more  intimate  Acquaintance,  they  difcover  more  of 
their  Beauties  than  they  do  of  others)  efpecially 
when  the  Stile  and  Manner  arc  quite  old-fajhionedy 
and  the  Beauties  hid  under  the  Uncouthnefs  of  the 
Drefs.    The  Tajle  and  Fajlmn  of  Poetry  varies  in 
every  Age,  and  tho'  our  old  Dramatic  Writers  are  as 
preferable  to  the  Modern  as  Vandike  and  Rubens  to 
our  Modern  Painters,  yet  moft  Eyes  muft  be  ac- 
cuftomcd  to  their  Majiner  before  they  can  difcern 
their  Excellencies.     Thus  the  very  beft  Plays  of 
Shakefpear  were  forced  to  be  dreffed  fajhionably  by 
the  Poetic  "Taylors  of  the  late  Ages  before  they  could 
be  admitted  upon  the  Stage,  and  a  very  few  Years 
fince  his  Comedies  in  general  were  under  the  higheft 
Contempt.     Few  very  few  durft  fpeak  of  them 
with  any  fort  of  Regard,  till  the  many  excellent 
Criticifms  upon   that  Author  made  People  ftudy 
him,    and   fome  excellent  ABors   revived  thefe 
Comedies,  which  compleatly  open'd  Mens  Eyes, 
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and  it  Is  now  become  as  fajhionable  to  admire  as  it 
had  been  to  decry  them. 

Shake/pear  therefore  even  in  his  fecond-befl  Man- 
ner being  now  generally  admired,  we  lhall  endea- 
vour to  prove  that  his  fecond-rate  and  our  Author's 
firfi-rate  Beauties  are  fo  near  upon  a  Par  that  they 
are  fcarce  diftinguifhable.  A  Preface  allows  not 
Room  for  fufficient  Proofs  of  this,  but  we  will  pro- 
duce at  leaft  fome  Parallels  of  Poetic  DiSiion  and 
Sentiments^  and  refer  to  fome  of  the  Characters  and 
PaJJions. 

The  Inftances  fhall  be  divided  into  three  Claffes : 
The  firft  of  Paflages  where  our  Authors  fall  fhort  in 
comparifon  of  Shakefpear ;  the  fecond  of  fuch  as 
are  not  eafily  difcerned  from  him  ;  the  third  ojf 
thofe  where  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  have  the  Ad- 
vantage. 

In  "Jhe  Maid's  T ^agedy  there  is  a  fimilar  Paflage  to 
one  of  Shakefpear^  the  Comparifon  of  which  alone 
will  be  no  bad  Scale  to  judge  of  their  different  Ex- 
cellencies. Melantius  the  General  thus  fpcaks  of  his 
Friend  Amintor. 

His  Worth  is  great  ^  valiant  he  is  and  temper  at  ey 
And  one  that  never  thinks  his  Life  his  own 
If  his  Friend  need  it:  When  he  was  a  Boy 
As  oft  as  I  returned  (as,  without  boafl 
I  brought  home  Conqueji)  he  would  gaze  upon  me^ 
And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  Limb 
7he  Virtue  lay  to  do  thofe  things  he  heard: 
Then  would  He  wijh  to  fee  my  Sword,  and  fed 
The  ^icknefs  of  the  Edge,  and  in  his  Hajid 
Weigh  it. — He  oft  would  make  me  fmile  at  this ; 

His 
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His  Touth  did  promife  much^  and  his  ripe  Age 
Will  fee  it  all  performed. 

Vol.  I.  pag.  5. 

A  Youth  gazing  on  every  Limb  of  the  vidorious 
Chief,  then  begging  his  Sword,  feeling  its  Edge,  and 
poifing  it  in  his  Arm,  are  Attitudes  nobly  expreffive 
of  the  inward  Ardor  and  Ecftacy  of  Soul :  But  what 
is  moft  obfervable  is, 

■  '-^And  in  his  Hand 

Weigh  it  He  oft^  &c. 

By  this  beautiful  Paufe  or  Break,  the  ASlion  and 
Pidture  continue  in  View,  and  the  Pott,  like  Homer y 
is  eloquent  in  Silence,  It  is  a  Species  of  Beauty  that 
fliews  an  Intimacy  with  that  Father  of  Poetry^  in 
whom  it  occurs  extremely  often*.  Milton  has  an  ex- 
ceeding fine  one  in  the  Defcription  of  his  Lazar-^ 
Houfe, 

— "  . i-n^,r.„  ,  ^Defpair 

^Tended  the  Sick^  bufiefl  from  Couch  to  Couch 

And  over  them  triumphant  Death  his  Dart 

Shook, — but  delafd  to  Jlrike,  &c. 

Paradife  loji^  Book  II.  lin.492. 

As  Shakefpear  did  not  ftudy  Verjif  cation  fo  much  as 
thofe  Poets  who  were  converfant  in  Homer  and  Vir^ 
gily  I  don't  remember  in  him  any  ftriking  Inftance 
of  this  Species  of  Beauty.  But  he  even  v/anted  it 
not,  his  Sentiments  are  fo  amazingly  .ftriking,  that 
they  pierce  the  Heart  at  once;  and  Diclion  and 
Numbers,  which  are  the  Beauty  and  Nerves  adorn- 
ing and  invigorating  the  'Thoughts  of  other  Poets, 

*  See  two  noble  Inftances  at  /.  141.  of  the  i  T,\.hBookoi  the  Iliads  and 
in  the  Application  of  the  fame  Simile  a  few  Lines  below. 

Vol.  I.  b  him 
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him  are  but  like  the  Bodies  of  Angels,  azure  Vehicles^ 
tW  which  the  whole  Boid  fnines  tranfparent  Of 
th  s  take  the  following  Inftance     The  old 
TcfMine  is  defcribing  the  in-bom  Royalty  of  the 
Ivo  Princes  whom  he  had  bred  up  as  Peafants  in  his 
Cave. 


-'^hh  Paladour,  ('whom 


III  III   J.    f  \ 

'The King  his  Father  caWd  Guiderius)  Jove! 
When  on  my  three-foot  Stool  I  fit,  and  tell 
^he  'warlike  Feats  I've  done,  his  Spmts  fly  out 
Into  my  Story:  fay  thus  mine  Enemy  fell, 
^r,A  fhu^  7  fet  wy  Foot  on's  Neck— even  then 

Strains  his  young  Nerve,,  ani  puis  bsmfdf  m 

Pojlure 

^hataasmyWords,-^^     c..../;„,  Aa III.  Scenes: 

Much  the  fame  Difference  as  between  thefe  two 
Paffage  occurs  likewife  in  the  following  Pidures  of 
^Sl Melancholy,  <}aM  oi  Innocence  forlorn,  the 
fecond  of  PhilofiphicTenderncfs. 

^  ,  .  /  have  a  Boy 

Sent  by  the  Gods  I  hope  to  this  Intent, 

Not  yetfeen  in  the  Court.    Hunting  the  Buck 

I  found  him  fitting  by  a  Fountatn-fide 

Of 'Which  he  borrm'dfome  to  quench  hs^hirft. 

And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  much  m  tears  j 

A  Garland  lay  by  him,  made  by  htmfelf 

Of  many  fever alFlr^^rs,  bred  in  the  Bay. 
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Stuck  in  that  my  flic  Order  that  theRarenefs 
Delighted  me :  but  ever  when  he  turned 
His  tender  Eyes  upon  them,  he  woidd  weep^ 
As  if  he  meant  to  make  them  grow  again. 
Seeing  fiich  pretty  helplefs  Innocence 
Dwell  in  his  Face,  I  ask'd  him  all  his  Story  ; 
He  told  me,  that  his  Parents  gentle  died. 
Leaving  him  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Fields, 
Which  gave  him  Roots,  and  of  the  Cryflal  Springs 
Which  did  not  flop  their  Courfes ;  and  the  Sun 
Which  fill  he  thank' d  him,  yielded  him  his  Light. 
Then  took  he  up  his  Garland,  and  did Jhew, 
What  every  Flower,  as  Country  People  hold^ 
Didfgnify-,  and  how  all,  ordered  thus, 
Expref  his  Grief  and  to  my  Thoughts  did  read 
The  prettiefl  LeSiure  of  his  Country  Art 
That  could  be  wifio'd,  fo  that  met  bought  I  could 
Have  ftudied  it.—>        Philafer,  Vol.1,  p.  io8, 

faques  in  As  you  like  it  is  Moralizing  upon  the 
Fate  of  the  Deer  goared  by  the  Hunters  in  their 
native  Confines. 

The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that. 

To  Day  my  Lord  of  Amiens  and  myfelf 
Did Jieal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  Oak,  whofe  antique  Root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  Brook  that  brawls  along  this  Wood  j 
To  the  which  Place  a  poor  fequejlered  Stag, 
That  from  the  Hunter's  Aim  had  ta\n  a  Hurt, 

b  %  Did 
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Did  come  to  langinjh  ;  and  indeed^  My  Lord^ 
7he  ivretched  Animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  Groans, 
lhat  their  D  if  charge  did  fir  etch  his  leathern  Coat 
Almofi  to  biirfiing ;  and  the  big  round  Tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  Nofe 
In  piteous  Chafe ;  and  thus  the  hairy  Fool 
Much  jnarked  o  f  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  tJf  extremefi  Verge  oj  the  fwift  Brook, 
Augmenti?2g  it  with  Tears. 

Duke.  But  what  faid  Jaques  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  SpeBacle  ? 

I  Lord.  O yes  into  a  thoufa?2d Similies. 
Tirfi,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  Stream; 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  makfi  a  Tefiament 
As  Worldijtgs  do,  giving  thy  Sum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much  ;  then  being  alone 
Left  and  abandon  d  by  his  Velvet  Friends : 
'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  Mifery  doth  part 
■   The  Flux  of  Company:  anon  a  carelefs  Herd^ 
Full  of  the  Pajiure,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  Jlays  to  greet  him  :  ay,  quoth  Jaques, 
Sweep  on  ye  fat  and  greafie  Citizens ^ 
'Tisjufi  the  Fafmon,  &c. 

As  you  like  it,  Aa  II.  Scene  I. 

Shakefpear  is  certainly  much  preferable,  but  'tis 
only  as  a  Raphael  is  preferable  to  a  Guido—Philafier 
alone  would  afford  Numbers  of  Paffages  fimilar  to 
lome  of  Shake/pear*s,  upon  which  the  fame  Ob- 
fervation  will  hold  true,  they  are  not  equal  to  his 
very  be/l  Manner,  but  they  approach  near  it.  As  I 
have  mentioned  Jonfon  being  in  Poetic  Energy 

about 
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about  tlie  fame  Diftance  below  our  Authors,  as 
Shakefpear  is  above  them.  I  fiiall  quote  three  Paffages 
which  feem  to  me  in  this  vtxy  Scale,  Jonfoit  tranflates 
verbatim  from  Saluji  great  part  of  Catiline's  Speech 
to  his  Soldiers,  but  adds  in  the  Ciofe :, 

Methinh^  I  fee  Death  and  the  Furies  watfin7 
What  we  will  do  ;  a77d  all  the  Heaven  at  leafure 
For  the  great  SpeBacle.  Drai<}  then  your  Swords : 
And  if  our  Deftiny  envy  our  Virtue] 
The'  Honour  of  the  Day^  yet  let  us  care 
To  fell  ourfelves  at  fuch  a  Price ^  as  may 
Undo  the  World  to  buy  us  ;  and  make  Fate 
While  Jhe  tempts  ours  to  fear  her  own  EJiate. 

Catiline,  Aft  V. 

Jonfon  has  here  added  greatly  to  the  Ferocity^  Ter^ 
ror  and  Defpair  of  Catiline'^  Speech,  but  it  is  con- 
fonant  to  his  Charadler  both  in  his  Life  and  Death. 
The  Image  in  the  three  firfl:  Lines  is  extremely 
noble,  and  may  be  faid  to  emulate  tho'  not  quite 
to  reach  the  poetic  Exftacy  of  the  following  Paflage 
in  Bonduca,  Suetonius  the  Roman  General  having 
his  fmall  Army  hem'd  round  by  Multitudes,  tells 
his  Soldiers  that  the  Number  of  the  Foes, 

Is  but  to  Jiick  more  Honour  on  your  ABionSy 
Load  you  with  'virtuous  Names^  and  to  your 
Memories 

Tie  nc'oer-dying  Time  and  For.tune  confiant. 
Go  on  in  full  AJfurance^  draw  your  Swords 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  Juftice. 
The  Go^^  ^Rome  fight  for  ye loudY^mQ  calls  ye 

b  3  Pitched 
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Pitched  on  the  toplefs  Apennine,  and  blows 
To  all  the  under  Worlds  all  Nations^  SeaSy 
And  unfrequented  Defarts  where  the  Snow  dwells ; 
Wakens  the  ruin'd  Monuments ^  and  there 
Informs  again  ^  the  dead  Bones  with  your  Virtues. 

The  four  firft  Lines  are  extremely  nervous,  but  the 
Image  which  appears  to  excel  the  noble  one  of 
yonfon  above,  is  Fame  pitched  on  Mount  Apennine 
(v^hofeTop  is  fuppofed  vievt^lefs  from  its  ftupendous 
Height)  and  from  thence  founding  their  Virtues  fo 
loud  that  the  dead  awake  and  are  re-animated  to 
hear  them.  The  clofe  of  the  Sentiment  is  ex- 
tremely in  the  Spirit  of  Shake/pear  and  Milton,  the 
former  fays  of  a  Storm — 

That  with  the  Hurly  Death  itfelf  awakes , 

(See  the  Paffage  from  whence  this  Line  is  taken 
compared  to  another  of  our  Authors  in  Vol.  IX.  p.  i  o  i 
of  this  Edition.)  Milton  in  Comus,  defer  ibing  a  Lady's 
finging,  fays;   

*  ne  dead  Bonus  -ucith  your  Virtues. ]  As  I  was  much  engaged  when 
the  Play  of  Bonduca  was  publiftied  under  Mr.  Sympfins  Care,  tho*  I 
had  pointed  this  Paffage  in  the  manner  I  here  give  it,  I  forgot  to  ac- 
quaint him  with  it,  and  he  followM  the  old  Pointing,  which  I  believe 
wrong  both  here  and  in  the  Lines  which  follow  it,  they  Hand  thus. 

-  II   —  Jnd there 

Informs  again  the  dead  Bones.     With  your  Virtues 
Go  on^  I  fay :  Valiant  and  ivife,  rule  Hea<v'n, 
And  all  the  great  Jfpe^s  attend  \m. 
Here  their  Virtues,  which  fhou'd  raife  the  dead  to  Life,  are  left  to  the 
next  Sentence  ;  and  then  they  are  callM  valiant  and  wife,  and  bid  to 
rule  Heav'n,  with  which  Senfe  the  remaining  Part  of  the  Sentence  will 
fcarce  make  Grammar.    The  Comma  after  w^ife  (hou'd  be  ftruck  out, 
for  it  is  a  Tranflation  of  the  Latin  Axiom  Sapiens  dominabitur  Aftris ; 
Wife  Men  rule  Hea-ven,  5cc.    If  the  Reader  affents,  he  is  dcfired  to 
corred  the  Pointing. 
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He  took  in  Sounds  that  might  create  a  Soul 
Under  the  Ribs  of  Death. 

To  return  to  Shake/pear— With  him  we  muft  foar 
far  above  the  toplefs  Apennine^  and  there  behold  an 
Image  much  nobler  than  our  Author's  Fame. 

*  For  now  fits  Expedation  in  the  Air, 
And  hides  a  Sword  from  Hilt  unto  the  Point 
With  Crowns  Imperial.-  

Chorus  in  Henry  V.  Ad  II.  Scene  i . 

As  we  fliall  now  go  on  to  the  fecond  Clafs,  and 
quote  Paffages  where  the  Hand  of  Shakefpear  is  not 
fo  eafily  difcern'd  from  our  Author'^,  if  the  Reader 
happens  to  remember  neither,  it  may  be  entertain- 
ino;  to  be  left  to  g-uefs  at  the  di{Ferent  Hands.  Thus 
each  of  them  defcribing  a  beautiful  Boy. 

 Dear  Lad,  believe  it^ 

For  they  jhall  yet  belie  thy  happy  Tears 

That  fay  thou  art  a  Man  :  Diana  s  Lip 

Is  not  more  fmooth  and  rubious  j  thy  fmall  Pipe 


*  For  nonv  fits  Expeaation,  &c.]  See  Mr.  Warhurton  s  juft  Obferva- 
tion  on  the  Beauty  of  the  Imagery  here.  But,  as  fimilar  Beauties  do 
not  always  ftrike  the  fame  Tafte  alike,  anotlier  Paffage  in  this  Play 
that  feems  to  deferve  the  fame  Admiration  is  rejeaed  by  this  great 
Man  as  not  Shakefpear\.  The  French  King  fpeaking  of  the  Black 
Frmce  s  Viaory  at  Crefy^,  fays. 

While  that  his  Mountain  Sire,  on  Mountain  flanding, 

*^  Up  in  the  Air  cronjori  d  njoith  the  Golden  Sun, 

Sanju  his  Heroic  Seed,  and  fmiVd  to  fee  him 

Mangle  the  Work  of  Nature.       Henry  V.  Aa II.  Scene  4. 

I  have  mark'd  this  Line  rejeaed,"  and  which  feems  to  breathe  the  full 
Soul  of  Shakefpear.  The  Reader  will  find  aDefence  and  Expla>ution 
of  the  whole  Paffage  at  Vol.  X.  p.  172.  of  this  Edition. 

b4 
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Is  as  the  Maidens  Organ^Jhrill^  and  found y 
And  all  is  Jemblative  a  JVoman's  Fart. 
The  other  is 

Alas  I  what  kind  of  Grief  can  thy  Tears  know  ? 

"Thy  Brows  and  Cheeks  are  fmooth  as  Waters  be 
When' no  Breath  troubles  them:  Believe  me^  Boy^ 
C^XQ  feeks  out  wrinkled  Brows  and  hollow  Eyes^ 
And  builds  himfelf  Caves  to  abide  in  them. 

The  one  is  in  Philajler^  Page  1 18.  The  other  in 
Iwelfth-Night^  Adt  1.  Scene  5.' — In  the  fame  Page 
of  Philajiery  there  is  a  Defcription  of  Love^  which 
the  Reader,  if  he  pleafes,  may  compare  to  two  De- 
fcriptions  of  Love  in  As  you  like  it — both  hy  Silvia ^ 
but  neither  preferable  to  our  Author's.  I  cannot 
quote  half  of  thofe  which  occur  in  the  Play  of  Phi^ 
lajier  alone,  which  bear  the  fame  Degree  of  Like- 
nefs  as  the  laft  quoted  PalTages,  e,  where  the 
Hands  are  fcarce  to  be  diftinguifhed  ;  but  I  will  give 
one  Parallel  more  flom  thence,  becaufe  the  Paflages 
are  both  extremely  fine,  tho*  the  Hands  from  one 
fingle  Exprefiion  of  Shake/pears  are  more  vifible, 
a  Prince  deprived  of  his  Throne  and  betrayed  as  he 
thought  in  Love^  thus  mourns  his  melancholy  State, 

Oh  !  that  I  had  been  noiirijlo  d  in  thefe  Woods 
With  Milk  of  Goats  and  Acorjis^  and  not  known 
'The  Right  of  Crowns,  or  the  diffembling  T' ^ain 
Of  Womens  Looks ;  but  dig'd  myfelf  a  Cave^ 
*  Where  /,  my  Fire^  my  Cattle  and  my  Bed^ 
Might  have  been  fiut  together  in  one  Shed ; 


*  Juvenal  Sat.  VI. 


And 
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And  then  had  taken  me  fame  Mountain  Gu-l^ 
Beaten  'with  Windsy  chafi  as  the  hardened  Rocks 
Whereon  fie  d^Ji'ells',  that  might  have  Jire^v'd  my  Bed 
With  Leaves  and  Reeds ^  and  uoith  the  Skins  cf 
Beafts 

Our  Neighbours ;  and  have  horn  at  her  big  Breajls 
My  large  coarfe  I/fue  ! 

In  the  other,  a  King  thus  compares  the  State  of 
Royalty  to  that  of  a  private  Life. 

No  not  all  thefe  thrice  gorgeous  Ceremonies^ 

Not  all  thefe  laid  in  Bed  majejlical^ 

Can  Jleep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  Slave ; 

Who  with  a  Body  jUl'dy  and  vacajit  Mindy 

Gets  him  to  Rejl^  cramm'd  with  dijirefsful  Bread-, 

Never  fees  horrid  Night,  the  Child  of  Hell: 

*  But^  like  a  Lackey,  from  the  Rije  to  Set^ 

Sweats 


*  Buf,  /ike  a  Lackey.l  There  is  either  a  grofs  AbTurdity,  or  a 
great  Difficulty  of  Conftruflion  here.  The  King  is  defcribing  the  moft 
laborious  Country  Drudge,  that  has  no  Refpite  from  his  Toil,  but 
through  his  whole  Life  flaves  and  fweats  from  Morn  till  Night,  like 
what  ?  why,  like  the  idled  of  all  Servants  a  Lackey,  a  Pedijfequus-i  a. 
Fcstma/ty  one  whofe  chief  Bufmefs  is  to  follow  his  Matter's  Steps  for 
Pomp  only.  So  Shake/pear  confcantly  ufes  the  Word,  as  in  a  Meta- 
phor of  a  Flag  floating  to  and  fro  in  the  Water  in  Anthcny  avd  Cleopa- 
tra \-*-'lacking  the  Tide,  fay  the  old  Editions,  but  Mr.  Tfjeohald  correfted 
it  very  happily  lacqueying  the  Tide;  and  this  the  two  late  great  Editors 
confirm  by  their  Adoption.  The  Simile  therefore  in  this  general  Senfe 
of  the  Word  Lacquey  being  too  abfurd  to  be  admitted  here,  we  Qiould 
moft  probably  read. 

And  like  his  Lacquey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set, 
Siveats  in  the  Bye  of  Phoebus. 

His 
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Sweats  in  the  Eye  of  Phcebus,  and  all  Night 
Sleeps  in  Eiylium,  next  Day  after  Dawn, 

Doth 


His  Lacquey i  i.  e.  the  Lacquey  of  Phoebus,  one  who  follows  the  Mo- 
tions of  the  Sun  as  conilant  as  a  Lacquey  does  thofe  of  his  Matter : 
that  this  is  the  ATeaning,  the  Connexion  it  has  with  the  following  noble 
Metaphor  evidently  fhews,  he  is  no  fooner  become  the  Lacquey  of  ths 
Sun,  but  he  performs  to  him  the  Office  of  a  Lacquey, 

-------  And  next  Day  after  Da<wn 

Doth  rife  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  Horfe* 

We  fee  here  how  from  a  fmall  Stream  the  Poet's  Imagination  fwclls 
into  the  noblefl:  Flood,  the  Spring-head  of  which  without  this  Interpre- 
tation will  be  totally  loft.  It  is  therefore  not  a  fufficient  Objeftion, 
that  the  Antecedent  (in  Conftruftion  of  the  Sentence)  Phcebus  is  pkced 
fo  far  behind  the  Relative  HIS.  This  is  a  Latin  Arrangement  of  Sen- 
tences which  oar  antient  EngUJh  Poets  frequently,  and  all  our  Poets 
fometimes  ufe.  I  will  give  three  Inftances,  one  from  Milton,  one  from 
Shakefpear,  and  one  from  our  Authors. 

TiiasM//o»,  -  -  -  -  What  if  all 

Her  Stores  nvere  opendy  and  this  Firmament 
Of  Hell  Jhould  fpout  her  Catarads  of  Fire? 

Book  II.  lin.  176' 

As  for  more  Words,  "Johcfe  Greatnefs  anfnvers  Words, 
Let  this  my  Sivord  report  nvhat  Speech  forbears. 

Henry  Yl.  Part.  II.  Aft  4.  Sc.  9: 

Siuord  h  here  the  Antecedent,  and  nvhofe  relates  to  it ;  and  tho*  the 
late  Editions  tranrpofe  the  Words  to  make  this  more  evident,  it  fcems 
only  a  modern  Refinement, 

So  in  Thierry  and  Theodore t, 

—  -        You  may  imagine 
Which  cozens  all  the  World  hut  chiefly  Women, 
7he  N^me  of  Greatnefs  jujiifes  your  Adions. 

Vol.  X.  p.  122. 

7he  Name  of  Greatnefs  is  the  Antecedent  to  nxjhichi  and  though  a 
Tranfpofition  of  the  Lines  might  render  this  more  vifible  to  many 
Readers,  yet  I  am  perAiaded  the  genuine  Text  is  as  it  was  always 
printed.    The  inaccurate  Pofition  of  the  Relatives  He^  Which,  They^ 

&c. 
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Doth  rife  and  helps  Hyperion  to  his  Ho7jey 
Jlni  follows  fo  the  ever-rimniitg  Tear 
J^ith  profitable  Labour  to  his  Grave. 
And  {but  for  Ceremony)  fuch  a  Wretch 
tVinding  up  Days  with  T oil^and  Nights  with  Sleep , 
Hath  the  Forehand  and' Vantage  of  a  King, 

The 


&c.  have  mifled  the  greateft  Men.  See  a  remarkable  Inftance  at 
Note  I.  in  The  Little  Trench  Lanvyer,  Vol.  IV.  pag.  178.  Another 
Inftance  occurs  of  a  Latin  Arrangement  of  Words,  which  has  wrapt  a 
Paflage  of  Shake/pear's  in  Darknefs,  and  given  Rife  to  a  very  plaufible 
Conjefture  of  Mr.  Theobald's,  and  a  molt  exceeding  ingenious  one  of 
Mr.  Warlurton.  After  the  young  Prince  in  Richard  the  Third  had  ob- 
ferved  that  Truth  fhould  live  through  all  Ages. 

Richard  fays  half  a  Side. 

So  njcife^  fo  youngs  they  fay,  do  neer  live  long. 
Prince.      What  fay  you^  Uncle  ? 

Glo.         /  fay  ^without  Characters,  Tame  lives  long. 

Thus  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity,      7  r  /iri , 

/  moralize  tqjjo  Meanings  in  one  Word,  3  ^' 

Mr.  Theobald  thinks  that  in  the  old  Englifh  Moralities  or  Moral Tarces 
in  vogue  in  and  before  Shakefpears  Age,  the  Vice,  which  was  a  gene- 
ral Name  for  the  Buffoon  of  each  Play,  when  he  alTumed  a  graver 
Afped,  was  called  Iniquity^  and  therefore  reads. 

Thus,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity, 
I  moralize  tivo  Meanings  in  one  Word, 

Mr.  Warlurton  difallows  this,  and  reads, 

Thus  like  the  formal-woife  Antiquity, 
1  moralize ;  t^joo  Meanings  in  one  Word. 

This  Reading  he  makes  fuch  good  Senfe,  and  defends  with  fo 
much  Ingenuity,  that  even  his  Miftakes  convey  more  Learning 
than  the  trueft  Interpretations  of  many  Critics.  The  old  Reading 
owes  all  its  Obfcurity  to  the  Accufative  Cafe  being  placed  before  the 
Verb.  The  formal  Vice  is  Religious  Hypocrijy  (whether  confidered  in 
the  Abftraft,  or  as  perfonizd'm  the  old  Farces.)  Like  Religious  Hypo- 
crify,  fays  Richard,  I  moralize  Iniquity,  i.  e.  I  turn  my  iniquitous 
Meaning,  that  of  murdering  the  Prince,  into  a  mor^l  one. 

Thus 
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The  Inftances  of  thefe  two  ClafTes,  particularly 
the  former,  where  the  exquifite  Beauties  of  ^hake- 
y^^-^r  are  not  quite  reached,  are  moft  numerous; 
and  tho'  the  Defign  of  the  Notes  in  this  Edition  was 
in  general  only  to  fettle  the  Text,  yet  in  three  of 
the  Plays,  Voe  Faithful  Shepherdefs,  The  Falfe  One, 
and  The  Jwo  Noble  Kinfmen,  that  Defign  is  much 
enlarged,  for  Reafons  there  affigned.    And  if  the 
Reader  pleafes  to  turn  to  thefe,  he  will  find  feveral 
Parallels  between  Fletcher,  Shake/pear,  and  Milton 
that  are  moft  of  them  to  be  ranged  under  one  of 
thefe  Claffcs:  But  there  is  a  third  Clafs  of  thofe  In- 
ftances where  our  Authors  have  been  fo  happy  as  to 
foar  above  Shake/pear,  and  even  where  Sbakefpear 
is  not  greatly  beneath  himfelf. 
^  In  The  T'wo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  the  forlorn 
fuha,  difguis'd  as  a  Boy,  being  ask'd  of  aS/^/^  how 
tall  fulta  was,  anfwers : 

About  my  Stature:  F<?r  ^/ Pentecoft, 
When  all  our  Pageants  of  Delight  were  plafd, 
pur  Touthgot  me  to  play  the  Womayis  Part, ' 
And  I  was  trimmed  in  Madam  Julia'j  Gown, 
And  at  that  Time  I  made  her  weep  a-good. 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  Part. 


Thus,  like  the  formal  Vice,  Iniquity 
I  moralize  I  tr^o  Meanings  in  one  Word. 

So  in  Hamlet,  Often  woith 

Denjotions  V tfage  nve  do  fugar  o'er 
Ihe  De-cil  himfdf 

And  thus  In  the  Reverfe  of  this,  when  good  Men  extraft  Good  from. 
Evil, 

Ihey  make  a  Moral  of  the  Devil  himfdf.  Henry  V. 

•  Madam, 
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Madam,  'twas  Ariadne  paJJio?iing 
For  Thefeus'  Perjury  and  mijuji  Flight ; 
Which  I  fo  lively  a5led  with  my  T ?ars, 
^Ihat  my  poor  Mijirefs,  moved  therewithal^ 
Wept  bitterly,  and  woiCd  I  might  be  dead^ 
*  if  I  in  "thought  felt  not  her  very  Sorrow. 

Aa  IW    Scene  the  lafl. 

There  is  fomething  extremely  tender,  innocent, 
and  delicate,  in  thefe  Lines  of  Shakefpear,  but  our 
Authors  are  far  beyond  this  Praife  in  their  Allufion 
to  the  fame  Story.  In  The  Maid's  T ^agedy,  Afpatia 
in  like  manner  forfaken  by  her  Lover,  finds  her 
Maid  Antiphila  working  a  Pifture  of  Ariadne  3  and 
after  feveral  fine  Reflexions  upon  Thefeiu^  fays  ^ 

But  where' s  the  Lady  ? 
Ant.  There,  Madam. 


*  If  I  in  Thought  felt  not  her  njery  Sorronv.l  Whoever  fully  catches  ihs 
tender  Melancholy  of  thefe  Lines,  will  know  that  Julia  under  fuck 
Diftrcfs  could  not  feign  a  Cafe  fo  exactly  the  Parallel  of  her  own,  with- 
out fuch  Emotions  as  would  fpcak  themfelves  in  every  Feature,  and 
flow  in  Tears  from  her  Eyes.  She  adds  the  laft  Line  therefore  to  take 
off  the  Sufpicion  of  her  being  the  real  Ju/ia ;  But  would  flie  only  fay, 
that  flie  felt  Ju/ias  Sorrow  formerly,  when  fhe  faw  her  weep  ?  No  ! 
She  mult  excufe  the  prefent  Perturbation  of  her  Countenance,  and  the 
true  Reading  moft  probably  is : 

AfiJ  nvQu/d.  I  might  he  dead. 

If  I  in  Thought  feel  not  her  'very  Sorro^jj. 
This  better  agrees  with  the  double  Meaning  intended,  and  with  Sihia's 
Reply,  who  fays, 

She  is  Beholden  to  Thee,  gentle  Touth. 

I  weep  myfelf  to  think  upon  thy  Words, 


Afp. 
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Afp.  Fie,  you  have  m?fs*d  it  here,  Antiphila, 
"Theje  Colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  ejiough^ 
To  Jl:ew  a  Soul  fo  full  of  Mifery 
As  this  fad  Ladys  was ;  do  it  by  me ; 
Do  it  again  by  me  the  loji  Afpatia, 

A?id you  Jhall find  all  true.  Fut  me'  'on  th*  wild 

I/land"^.  I 


*  Put  me"  on  th'  iviU Ijland.']  I  have  given  thefe  Lines  as  I  think 
we  ought  to  read  them,  but  very  different  from  what  are  printed  in  this 
Edition.    Four  of  the  old  ^artos,  the  Folio,  and  the  late  Oifu'vo  read, 

'  Jnd  you  Jhall  find  all  true  but  the  nxiild  Ijland. 

I  Jland  upon  the  Sea  beach  no^,  and  thinky  &c. 

I  obferved  to  Mr.  Iheolald^  that  here  was  a  glaring  Poetical  Con- 
tradition.  He  fays,  you'll  find  all  true  except  ijoild  Jfiand,  and  in- 
llantly  Ihe  is  upon  the  Ifland. 

/  Jtand  upon  the  Sea-beach  nonv.  Sec, 
The  wild  Ifland  therefore  in  her  Imagination  is  as  true  as  the  reft. 
The  Enthufiafm  is  noble,  but  wants  a  proper  Introduftion,  w^hich  the 
Change  only  of  a  3  for  a/  will  tolerably  give. 

Jnd  you  Jhall  find  all  true,  ^— Put  the  ^wild  Ifiand; 
I  fiandj  &c. 

But  as  there  are  numberiefs  Inftances  of  many  Words,  and  particularly 
Monofyllables,  being  dropt  from  the  Text  (of  which  there  is  one  in  the 
fame  Page  with  thefe  Lines,  and  another  in  the  fame  Play,  Vol.  I.  p.59. 
very  remarkable)  I  fuppofe  this  to  have  happened  here ;  for  by  read- 
ing Put  me  on  the  cwild  Ifiandi—  I  fiand  upon,  &c.  How  nobly  does 
ftie  ftart  as  it  were  from  Fancy  to  Reality,  from  the  Piaure  into  the  Life? 
Me*  on  th^  by  Elifions  common  to  all  our  old  Poets,  may  become  one 
Syllable  in  the  Pronunciation ;  but  if  we  fpeak  them  full,  and  make  a 
twelve  Syllable  Verfe,  it  will  have  a  hundred  Fellows  in  our  Authors, 
and  Ihould  have  had  one  but  three  Lines  below  the  PalTage  here  quoted. 

Make  a  dull  Silence,  till  you  feel  a  fudden  Saditefs 
Gi've  us  ne<vj  Souls. 

As  Afpatia\  Grief  had  been  of  long  Continuance,  fudden  was  evidently 
corrupt,  and  I  therefore  proposed  to  Mr.  Theobald  to  read  fullen,  which 
is  an  Epithet  perfeftly  proper  and  extremely  nervous ;  but  as  he  could 
by  no  means  be  perfuaded  to  mention  the  former  Conjedure,  and  the 

only 


PREFACE.  xxxi 

J  Band  upon  the  Sea-beach  now  and  think 
Mine  Arms  thus,  and  mine  Hair  blown  by  the  mnd. 
Wild  as  that  Defart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Be  Teachers  of  my  Story ;  do  my  Face 
(If  thou  hadft  ever  Feeling  of  a  Sorrow) 
'Thus  thus,  Antiphila ;  ftrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow's  Monument ;  and  the  Trees  aoout  me 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leaflefs  ;  let  tbeRscks 
Groan  with  continual  Surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a  Defolation  fee,  fee,  Wenches, 
A  miferable  Life  of  this  poor  Picmre. 

•'  Vol.  I.  pag.  32. 

Whoever  has  fcen  either  the  Original  or  Print  of 
Guido'i  Bacchus  and  Ariadne  will  have  the  belt 
Comment  on  thefe  Lines.  In  bo*  the  Arms  ex- 
tended, the  Hair  blowil  by  the  Wind,  the  barren 
Rouehnefs  of  the  Rocks,  the  broken  Trunks  of 
leaflefs  Trees,  and  in  both  flie  looks  like  Sorrows 
Monument.  So  that  exaftly  ut  PiSlura  Poefis  ■  and 
hard  it  is  to  fay,  whether  our  Authors  or  Gmdo 
painted  bell.  I  fhall  refer  to  the  Note  below  for  a 
farther  Comment,  and  proceed  to  another  Inftance 
of  fuperior  Excellence  in  our  Autmrs,  and  where 
they  have  more  evidently  built  on  Shake/pear's  Foun- 
dation. At  the  latter-end  of  King  John  the  King 
has  receiv'd  a  burning  Poifon  ;  and  bemg  asked. 

only  Objeaionhe  urged  was,  that  it  made  a  T^elve-fyUable  Verfe^^^^^ 
would  not  let  one  of  twelve  Syllables  remain  fo  near  it;  and  therefore 
wiAout  Authority  of  any  prior  Edition,  difcarded  the  Epithet  mure^ 
ftom  theText,  and  adopted'the Reading  of  the  firll  Quarto m  thefbrmer 
Palfege. 

Sa^fok  J  Jlaxd  upon  tie  Sea-beach  now.  Sec. 
As  this  is  much  the  moft  unpoetical  of  all  the  Readings.and  the  firft  In  tro- 
ducers  of  the  Text  in  the  intermediate  Editions  claim  their  Corrections 
from  the  original  Manufcript,  I  can  by  no  means  approve  the  Choice  he 
has  made.  jj^^ 
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Hew  fares  your  Majejly  ? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd,  ill  Fare  I  deady  forfook,  cafi  of-^ 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  come^ 
^0  thruji  his  icy  Fingers  in  my  Maw 
Nor  let  my  Kingdoms  Rivers  take  their  Courfe 

_    "Thro"  my  burnt  Bofo?n ;  7ior  intreat  the  North 
To  make  his  bleak  Winds  kifs  my  parched  LipSy 

And  comfort  m.ewith  Cold  1  ask  not  much, 

I  beg  cold  Comfort, 

The  firft  and  lafl:  Lines  are  to  be  ranged  among 
the  Faults  that  fo  much  difgrace  Shakefpear,  which 
he  comniitted  to  pleafe  the  corrupt  Tafte  of  the  Age 
he  liv*d  in,  but  to  v/hich  Beaumont  and  Fletcher'^ 
Learning  and  Fortune  made  them  fuperior.  The 
intermediate  Lines  are  extremely  beautiful,  and 
niark'd  as  fuch  by  the  late  great  Editor,  but  yet  are 
much  improv'd  in  two  Plays  of  our  Authors,  the 
firft  mValentinian,  wIiqyq  the  Emperor  poifond  in 
the  fame  Manner,  dies  with  more  Violence,  Fury, 
and  Horror,  than  King>/^;^;  but  thePafl'age  which 
I  (hall  quote  is  from  A  Wife  for  a  Month,  a  Play 
which  does  not  upon  the  whole  equal  the  poetic 
Sublimity  of  Valentinian,  tho'  it  rather  excels  it  in 
the  poifoning  Scene.  The  Prince  Alphonfo,  who 
had  been  long  in  a  Phrenfy  of  Melancholy,  is  poi- 
fon'd  with  a  hot  fiery  Potion ;  under  the  Agonies 
of  which  he  thus  raves. 

Give  me  more  Air,  7noreAir,Air  •  blow, blow, blow. 
Open  thou  Eaftern  Gate,  arid  blow  upon.me ; 
Dijlil  thy  cold  Dews,  O  thou  icy  Moon, 
And  Rivers  run  thro'  my  affliSted  Spirit. 

lam 
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/  am  all  Fire,  Fire,  Fire  ^  the  raging  Dog-Jiar 
Reigns  in  my  Blood ;  Oh  !  which  Way  Jloall  I  turn 
me? 

IEtn2L  and  all  her  Flames  burn  in  my  Head. 
Fling  me  into  the  Ocean  or  I  perijh. 
Dig,  dig,  dig,  dig^  until  the  Springs  fly  upy 
^he  cold,  cold  Springs,  that  J  may  leap  into 
them. 

And  bathe  my  fcorch'd  himbs  in  their  purling 

Pleafures  j 
Or  fldoot  me  into  the  higher  'Region, 
Where  Treafures  of  delicious  Snow  are  nouriflo'd. 
And  Banquets  of  fweet  Hail. 

Rug.  Hold  him  faft,  Fryar, 
O  how  he  burns ! 

Alph.  What,  will  ye  facriflce  me  ? 
Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  Body, 
And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  Incenfe^, 
And,  as  I  turn  me,  you  Jhall  fee  all  flame, 
Confuming  Flame.    Stand  off  me,  or  you're  Afies* 

Mart.  To  Bed,  good  Sir. 

Alph.  My  Bed  will  burn  about  me*. 
Like  Phaeton,  in  all- confuming  Flajhes 
Am  I  inclosed',  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give  Room; 
Vol.  I.  c  'Tmxt 


xxxiv  PREFACE. 


*  'Twixt  the  cold  Bears,  far from  the  rag'mg  Lkn^ 
Lies  my  fafe  Way  y  O  for  a  Cake  of  Ice  now 
^0  clap  unto  my  Heart  to  comfort  me. 
Decrepit  Winter  hang  upon  my  Shoulders^ 
And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Ificles^ 
Like  Jewels  round  about  my  Head^  to  cool  me^ 
My  Eyes  burn  put  and  fmk  into  their  Socket Sy 
And  my  infeSied  Brain  like  Brimfione  boils  ^ 


*  ""Tnuixt  the  cold  Bears,  far  from  the  ragirig  Lion'^  I  have  inferted 
here  a  Reading  very  different  from  what  the  Reader  will  find  in  this  or 
any  of  the  Editions ;  for  it  occurred  to  me  only  now  in  tranfcribing  the 
PafTage. 

The  former  Reading  is. 

Betwixt  the  cold  Bear  and  the  raging  Lion. 

The  learned  Reader  need  not  be  told  that  the  Bear  and  Lion  here,  by  a 
beautiful  Synecdoche,  ftand  for  the  frigid  and  the  torrid  Zones,  and  be- 
twixt the  two  Means  the  temperate  Zone ;  But  does  Safety  dwell  here  to 
a  Man  wrapt  in  Flames?  No,  (hQ  frigid  Zone  only,  which  might 
quench  their  Violence,  can  bring  him  Safety,  and  all  his  other  Wiflies 
liurry  him. 

^0  Night  and  Cold,  to  nipping  Frofts  and  Winds, 
That  cut  the  fiuhhorn  Rocks  and  make  them pi<ver» 

The  Abfurdity  therefore  of  the  old  Reading  was  no  fooner  obferved 
than  a  Probability  occurr'd  of  the  manner  how  it  came  into  the  Text. 
1  believe  the  Author*s  Manurcripc  had  accidentally  omitted  the  s  in 
Beqrs,  and  run  thus : 

^^nvixt  the  cold  Bear,  far  from  the  raging  Lion^ 

Lies  7?iy  fafe  Way, 

A  Playhoufc  Prompter,  common  Corre^or  of  the  Prcfs,  thinking  this 
not  Englijh,  without  entering  into  the  Spirit  of  the  Author,  would  na- 
turally  correft  it  into  the  old  Text ; 

Betnjoixt  the  cold  Bear  and  the  raging  Lion. 
And  that  I  haye  therefore  only  reftored  the  Original  is  further  probabb 
from  hence :  The7\llufion  to  Phaeton  is  evidendy  carried  on  in  this  Line, 
and  Onjid  makes  Pkcehus  advife  him  particularly  to  avoid  the  Serpent, 
i.  e.  the  Conjiellatisn  that  lies  betwixt  the  two  Bears,  The  Reverie  of 
this  therefore  would  aaturajly  occur  on  this  Occafion. 

/ 
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I  live  in  Hell  and  fever  al  Furies  vex  me. 
O  carry  me  where  never  Sun  e'er  Jljew'd yet 
A  Face  of  Comfort^  where  the  Eaj^th  is  Cryjial^ 
Never  to  be  di^olv'd^  where  nought  inhabits 
But  Night  and  Cold^   and  nipping  Frofis  and 
JVindSy 

T'hat  cut  th^  fiubborn  RockSy  aiid  make  them 
pjiver  y 

Set  me  there  Friends. —  " 

Eyery  Reader  of  Tafte  will  fee  how  fuperior  tills 
is  to  the  Quotatioil  from  Shakefpear.  The  Images 
are  vaftly  more  numerous,  more  judicious,  more 
nervous,  and  the  Paffions  are  wrought  up  to  the 
higheft  Pitch  ;  fo  that  it  may  be  fairly  preferred  to 
every  thing  of  its  Kind  in  all  Shakefpear ^  except  one 
Scene  of  Learh  Madnefs,  which  it  would  emulate 
too,  could  we  fee  fuch  an  excellent  Cornment  on  it 
as  Lear  receives  from  his  Reprefeiitative  on  the 
Stage. 

As  thefe  laft  Quotations  are  not  only  Specimens 
of  DiBion  and  Sentiment ^  but  of  Pajjions  inflam'd 
into  Poetic  Enthufafni  ^  I  (hall  refer  the  Reader  to 
fome  other  Parallels  of  Pafjio?is  and  CharaBers  that 
greatly  refemble,  and  fometimes  rival  the  Spirit  and 
Sublimity  of  Shakefpear.  He  will  pleafe  therefore 
to  compare  the  Phrenfy  and  the  whole  fweet  Cha^ 
raster  of  the  Joaler's  Daughter  in  the  Two  noble 
Kinfmen  to  Ophelia  in  Ha?7ilety  where  the  Copy  is 
fo  extremely  like  the  Original  that  either  the  fame 
H^;?^  drew  both,  ov  Fletcher' not  to  be  diftin- 
guifh'd  from  Shakefpear\  \  —To  compare  the 
Deaths  of  Pontius  and  JEcius  in  Valentinian  with 
ihat  of  Caj/iuSy  Brutus  and  their  Friends  in  Julius 

c  2  Ccefa 
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Cafar ^  and  if  he  admires  a  little  lefs,  he  will  weep 
much  more  3  it  more  excells  in  the  Pathetic  than 
it  falls  fhort  in  Dignity : — To  compare  the  Cha- 
racter and  PaJJions  of  Cleopatra  in  the  Falfe  One^ 
to  thofe  of  Shake/pear's  Cleopatra  :  —-To  compare 
the  pious  Deprecations  and  Grief-mingled  Fury  of 
Edith  (upon  the  Murder  of  her  Father  by  Rolloy 
in  the  'Bloody  Brother)  to  the  Griif  and  Fury  of 
Macduff^  upon  his  Wife  and  Children's  Murder. 
Our  Authors  will  not,  we  hope,  be  found  light  in 
the  Scale  in  any  of  thefe  Inftances,  tho'  their  Beam 
in  general  fly  fome  little  upwards^  it  will  fometimes 
at  leait  tug  hard  for  a  Poife,  But  be  it  allowed, 
that  as  in  Didiion  and  Sentiment^  fo  in  CharaBers 
and  Pajjions^  Shake/pear  in  general  excells,  yet  here 
too  a  very  ftrong  Inftance  occurs  of  Preeminence 
in  our  Authors.  It  is  Juliana  in  the  Double  Mar-- 
riage,  who,  thro'  her  whole  CharaBer^  in  conjugal 
Fidelity,  unfhaken  Conftancy  and  amiable  Tender- 
nefs,  ev'n  more  than  rivals  the  Portia  of  Shakef 
pear,  and  hcv  Death  not  only  far  excells  the  others, 
but  e*cn  the  mofl:  pathetic  Deaths  that  Shake/pear 
has  any  where  dcfcrib'd  or  exhibited ;  KingL^^r's 
with  Cordelia  dead  in  his  Arms,  moft  refembles, 
but  by  no  Means  equals  it  The  Grief,  in  this  Cafe, 
only  pufhes  an  old  Man  into  the  Grave,  already  half 
buried  with  Age  and  Misfortunes ;  In  the  other,  it 
is  fuch  confummate  Horror^  as  in  a  few  Minutes 
freezes  Touth  and  Beauty  into  a  Monumental  Statue. 
The  laft  Parallel  I  fliall  mention,  fhall  give  Shakef 
pear  his  due  Preference,  where  our  Authors  very 
vifibly  emulate  but  cannot  reach  him.  It  is  the 
Quarrel  of  Amintor  and  Melantius  in  the  Maids 
Tragedy  compared  to  that  of  Brutus  and  Caffius. 
The  Beginning  of  the  Quarrel  is  upon  as  juft  Grounds, 

and 
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and  the  Paffions  are  wrought  up  to  as  great  Violence, 
but  there  is  not  fueh  extreme  Dignity  of  Charailer, 
nor  fuch  noble  Sentiments  bf  Morality  in  either 
Atnintor  or  Melantius  as  in  Brutus 

Having  thus  giv'n,  we  hope,  pretty  ftrong  Proofs 
of  our  Authors  Excellence  in  the  Sublime^  and  flaewn 
how  near  they  approach  in  Splendor  to  great  Sun 
of  the  Britijh  theatre  ;  Let  us  now  juft  touch  on 
their  Comedies  and  draw  one  Parallel  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent Kind.  Horace  makes  a  Doubt  whether  G?- 
medy  (hould  be  call'd  Poetry  or  not,  /,  e,  whether  the 
Comedies  oiT'erence^  Flautiis^Menander ^  &c.  fhoald 
be  efteem'd  fuch,  for  in  its  own  Nature  there  is  a 
Co77iic  Poetic  DiBion  as  well  as  a  Tragic  one  ;  a 
Diftion  which  Horace  himfelf  was  a  great  Mafter 
of,  tho*  it  had  not  then  been  ufed  in  the  Drama  5 
for  ev'n  the  fublimeft  Sentiments  of  Terence^  when 


*  One  Key  to  Amintors  Heroifm  and  Diftrefs,  will,  I  believe,  folve 
all  the  Objedions  that  have  been  rais'd  to  this  Scene  ;   which  will  va- 
nilh  at  once  by  only  an  occafional  Confonnity  to  our  Authors  ethical  and 
political  Principles.    They  held  Pajfj've  Obedience  and  Non-refiflance  to 
princes  an  indifpenfable  Duty  ;  a  Doctrine  which  Queen  Eli^beth'% 
Goodnefs  niade  her  Subjects  fond  of  imbibing,  and  which  hQYSucceJJbrs 
King'craft  with  far  different  Views,  carried  to  its  higheft  Pitch,  In 
this  Period,  our  Authors  wrote,  and  vi^e  may  as  well  quarrel  with  Tafo 
for  Popery,  or  with  Homer  and  Virgil  for  Heathenijm^  as  with  our  Au- 
thors for  this  Principle.  It  is  therefore  the  violent  Shocks  of  the  highelt 
Provocations  ftruggling  with  what  Amintor  thought  his  eternal  Duty  ; 
of  t^ature  rebelling  againft  Principle  (as  a  famous  Parti/an  for  this 
Dodrine  in  ^een  Ami's  Reign  exprefs*d  it,   when  he  happenM  not 
to  be  in  the  Miniftry)  which  drive  the  Heroic  Youth  into  that  Phrenfy, 
which  makes  him  challenge  his  deareft  Friend  for  efpoufing  too  re- 
vengefully his  own  Quarrel  againft  the  facred  Majefty  of  the  moft  aban- 
donedly  ^wicked  King.    The  fame  Key  is  neceffary  to  the  Heroifm  of 
JEcius^  Aubrey,  Archas,  and  many  others  of  our  Author's  Charadlers  ; 
in  all  which  the  Reader  will  perhaps  think,  there  is  fomething  un- 
naturally abfurd;  but  the  Abfurdity  is  wholly  chargeable  on  the  Doctrine 
not  on  the  Poets. 

c  3  his 
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his  Comedy  raifes  its  Voice  to  the  greateft  Dignity, 
are  ftill  not  cloath'd  in  Poetic  DiBion,  The  Britijh 
Drama  which  before  Jonfon  receiv'd  only  fomc 
little  Improvement  from  the  Models  of  Greece  and 
KomCy  but  fprung  chiefly  from  their  own  Moralities^ 
and  religious  Farces ;  and  had  a  Birth  extremely  fimi- 
lar  to  what  the  Grecian  Drama  originally  fprung 
from  ;  differed  in  its  Growth  from  the  Gw^i  chiefly 
in  two  Particulars.  The  latter  feparated  the  folemn 
Parts  of  their  religious  Shews  from  the  Satiric  Far~ 
cical  Parts  of  them,  and  fo  form'd  the  diftindl  Spe« 
cfes  of  'Tragedy  and  Comedy ;  the  Britons  were  not 
fo  happy,  but  fufferd  them  to  continue  united, 
ev'n  in  Hands  of  as  great  or  greater  Poets  than  Sor- 
Rhodes  and  Euripides,  But  they  had  far  better  Suc- 
cefs  in  the  fecond  Inftance.  The  Greeks  appro- 
priated the  Spirit  and  Nerves  of  Poetry  to  Tragedy 
only,  and  tho'  they  did  not  wholly  deprive  the  Co-, 
mcdy  of  Metre,  they  left  it  not  the  Shadow  of  Poetic 
Diiiion  and  Sentiment  ^ 

Idcirco  quidam,  Comoedia  necne  Poema 
EJfet^  qucefivere  :  quod  acer  Spiritus  ac  Vis 
Nec  Verbis  nec  rebus  inejl. 

The  Britons  not  only  retained  Metre  in  their  Come-^ 
dies,  but  alfo  all  the  acer  SpirituSy  all  the  Strength 
and  Nerves  of  Poetry,  which  was  in  a  good  Mea- 
fure  oAving  to  the  Happinefs  of  our  blank  Verfe, 
which  at  the  fame  time  that  it  is  capable  of  the 
h\^-\t{)i  Sublimity y  the  moft  exten five  and  nobleft 
Harmony  of  the  Tragic  and  Epic  ;  yet  when  •  ufed 
familiarly  is  fo  near  the  Sermo  Pedejiris^  lb  eafy 
and  natural  as  to  be  well  adapted  ev'n  to  the  drolleft 
fomic  Dialogue,    The  French  common  Metre  is  the 

very 
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very  Reverfe  of  this;  it  is  much  too  ftifF and  formal 
cither  for  Tr^^^^  or  Comedy,  unable  to  rife  with 
proper  Dignity  to  the  Sublimity  of  the  one,  or  to 
defcend  with  Eafe  to  the  jocofe  Familiarity  of  the 
other.  Befides  the  Cramp  of  Rhime  every  Line 
is  cut  afunder  by  fo  ftrong  a  Cafure,  that  in  Englijh 
we  fhould  divide  it  into  the  three-foot  Stanza^  as 

When  Fanny  blooming  Fair 

Firji  caught  my  ravijh'd  Sight, 
Struck  with  her  Shape  and  Air 

I felt  a  ftrange  Delight. 

Take  one  of  the  Rhimes  from  thefe,  and  write  them 
in  two  Lines,  they  are  exaftly  the  fame  with  the 
French  tragic  and  Epic  Metre. 

When  Fanny  blooming  Fair^  firfl  caught  my  ra- 
viffo'd  Sight, 

Struck  with  her  Air  and  Shape,  I  felt  a  Jirangg 
Delight. 

In  a  Language  where  this  is  their  fubllmeftMeafure, 
no  wonder  that  their  greateft  Poet  fhould  write  his 
Telemaque  an  Epic  Poem  in  Profe,  Every  one  muft 
know  that  the  genteel  Parts  of  Comedy,  Defcripti- 
ons  of  polite  Life,  moral  Sentences,  paternal  Fond- 
nefs,  filial  Duty,  generous  Friendfhip,  and  particu- 
larly the  Delicacy  and  Tendernefs  of  Lovers'  Senti- 
ments are  equally  proper  to  Poetry  in  Comedy  as 
Tragedy  ;  in  thefe  Things  there  is  no  fort  of  real 
Difference  between  the  two,  and  what  the  Greeks 
and  Latins  formed  had  no  Foundation  in  Nature  ; 
our  old  Poets  therefore  made  no  fuch  Difference, 

c  4  and 
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and  their  Comedies  in  this  Refpedl  vaftly  excel  the 
Latins  and  Greeks,  Jonfon  who  reform'd  many 
Faults  of  our  Drama^  and  foUow'd  the  Plans  of 
Greece  and  Rome  very  clofely  in  moft  Inftances,  yet 
prefer v'd  the  Poetic  Fire  andDidtion  of  Comedy  as  a 
great  Excellence,  Hov^  many  Inftances  of  inimitable 
Poetic  Beauties  might  one  produce  from  Shake/pear' & 
Comedies?  Not  fo  many  yet  extremely  numerous 
are  thofe  of  our  Authors,  and  fuch  as  in  an  ancient 
Clafiic  would  be  thought  Beauties  of  the  firft  Mag- 
nitude, Thefe  lie  before  me  in  fuch  Variety,  that 
I  fcarce  know  where  to  fix.  But  V\\  confine  myfelf 
chiefly  to  Moral  Sentiments,'  In  the  Elder  Brother ^ 
Charles  the  Scholar  thus  fpeaks  of  the  Joys  of  L/- 
tcrature\  being  ask'd  by  his  Father  

 ]\[or  will  you 

Take  care  of  my  Eft  at  e^  Char.  But  in  my  Wijhes ; 
Tor  know^  Sir^  that  the  Wings  on  which  my  Soul 
Js  mounted^  have  long  fmce  born  her  too  high 
"To ftoop  at  any  Prey  that  foars  not  upwards, 
Sordid  and  Dunghill  Minds^  composed  of  Earthy 
In  that  grofs  Element  fix  all  their  Happinefs ; 
But  purer  Spirits^  purg'd,  refin'd^  Jhake  off 
That  Clog  of  human  Frailty,    Give  me  leave 
T' enjoy  myfelf that  Place  that  does  contain 
My  Books,  my  heft  Companions,  is  to  me- 
.  A  glorious  Court y  where  hourly  I  converfe 
With  the  old  Sages  and  Philofophers  j 
And  fometimes,  for  Variety ,  I  confer 
With  Kings  and  Emperors,  and  weigh  their 
Counfels ; 

Calling 
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Cajling  their  Viftories,  if  tinjujlly  got. 
Unto  a  JlriB  Accomit^  and^  in  my  Fancy ^ 
Deface  their  il/-plac'd  Statues. 

Vol.  II.  Page  3. 

In  Monfieur  Thomas^  a  Youth  in  Love  with  his 
Frienis  intended  Wife,  after  refilling  the  greateft 
Temptations  of  PaJJion,  is  thus  encouraged  by 
the  young  Lady  to  perfevere  in  his  Integrity, 

Francis.  Whither  do  you  drive  me? 

Cellide.  Back  to  your  Honefty,  make  that  good  ever, 
'Tis  like  a  firong-built  Caftle  feated  high^ 
That  draws  on  all  Ambitions ;  Jiill  repair  it^ 
Still  fortify  it :  there  are  thoifand  Foes, 
Befide  the  T'yrant  Beauty  will  ajfail  it. 
Look  to  your  Centinels  thativatch  it  hourly y 

Tour  Eyes,  let  them  not  wander ^  ' — 

—  .  Keep  your  Ears, 

T^he  two  main  Ports  that  may  betray  ye^  Jlrongly 
From  light  Belief frji^  then  from  Flattery, 
Efpecialiy  where  Woman  beats  the  Parley ; 
The  Body  of  your  Strength,  your  noble  Heart 
Fro?n  ever  yielding  to  dijhoneji  Ends^ 
"Ridgd   round    about  with  Virtue,    that  m 

Breaches, 
No  fubtle  Mines  7nay  find  \m^^ 

As 


*  Our  Authors,  in  carrying  the  Metaphor  of  a  Citadel  compared  to 
the  MzWthro*  fo  many  Divilion?,feem  to  have  built  on  the  Foundation 
of  St.  Patdy  who  in  Hke  manner  carries  on  a  Metaphor  from  Armour 
thro'  its  feveral  Parts.    Ephejlatu  vi,  11. 

Put 
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As  Cellide  had  before  us'd  a  light  Behaviour  in 
Trial  of  his  Virtue,  upon  finding  it  only  a  Trial^ 
and  receiving  from  her  this  virtuous  Lecture,  he 
rejoins  j 

How 


Put  on  the  whole  Armour  of  God  having  your  Loins  girt  about 

with  Truth,  and  having  on  the  Breaft-plate  of  Righteoufnefs,  Above 

all,  taking  the  Shield  of  Faith,  wherewith  ye  fhall  be  able  to  quench 
all  the  Jiery  Darts  of  the  wicked  ;  and  take  the  Helmet  of  Sahation, 
and  the  Sword  of  the  Spirit  which  is  the  Word  of  God.    See  alfo  the 
fame  Metaphor  in  Jfaiah  \ix.  17.  from  whom  St.  Paul  took  his. 
Were  I  to  quote  our  Author's  frequent  Refemblance  to  the  Stile  and 
Sentiments  of  the  Scriptures,  another  very  large  Field  would  open  to 
us ;  and  this  would  help  us  to  the  Solution  of  two  Queftions,  which 
they  who  have  a  juft  Tafte  of  the  Excellencies  of  our  old  Englijh  Poets 
naturally  ask :  i .  How  came  the  Britifl?  Mufe  in  the  very  Infancy  of 
Literature,  when  but  juft  fprung  from  the  dark  Womb  of  monkifh 
Superftition,  to  rife  at  once  to  fuch  Maturity,  as  fhe  did  in  Spenfer, 
Shake/pear,    Beaumont,   Fletcher,    Jon/on  and  Majfenger  ?     2.  What 
Spirit  is  it  that  has  animated  the  frozen  Foggy  Genius  of  Britain  into 
a  nobler  and  fiercer  Flame  of  Poetry  than  was  ever  yet  kindled  in  the 
bright  invigorating  Climes  of  France  and  modern  Italy,  infomuch,  that 
a  Gallic  and  Italian  Eye  is  dazled  and  oiFended  at  the  Brightnefs  of 
the  nobleft  Expreffions  of  Milton,  and  the  Authors  above-mention*d  ? 
We  anfwer.    It  was  no  lefs  a  Spirit  than  the  Spirit  of  God,  it  was  the 
Sun  of  Righteoufnefs ,  the  hallonv  d  Light  of  the  Scriptures  that  was  juft 
then  rifen  on  the  Britijh  Clime,  but  is  ftill  hid  in  Clouds  and  Darknefs 
to  France  and  Italy.    A  Light  to  which  the  brighteft  Strokes  of  Milton 
and  Shakefpear  are  but  as  the  Rays  of  the  Mid-day        when  com- 
pared to  that  inejfahle  incoi7cti<vahle  Lujire  which  furrounds  the  Throne 
cf  God.    When  the  Zeal  of  Religion  ran  high,  and  a  Colleftion  of 
far  the  nobleft  Poems  that  were  ever  wrote  in  the  World,  ihofe  of  Joby 
Danjid,  Ifaiah  and  all  the  Prophets  were  daily  read,  and  publickly, 
folemnly  and  learnedly  commented  upon,  in  almoft  every  Town  in 
the  Kingdom  ;  when  every  Man  thought  it  a  Difgrace  not  to  ftudy 
them  in  private,  and  not  to  treafure  the  nobleft  Parts  of  them  in  his  Me- 
mory, what  wonder  was  it  that  our  Poets  {hould  catch  fo  much  of  the 
facred  Fire,  or  that  the  Briti/h  Genius  fhould  be  arrayM  with  the  Beams 
of  the  Fafi  ?  But  when  the  Love  cf  the  Scriptures  waxed  faint,  the 
J^er'ues  of  cur  Poetry  grew  in  the  fame  Proportion  weak  and  languid. 
One  of  the  beft  Means  therefore  to  gain  a  true  Tafte  of  the  extreme 
Poetic  Sublimity  of  the  facred  Scriptures,  is  to  converfe  with  thofe 
Poets  whofe  Stile  and  Sentiments  moft  refemble  them.    And  the  very 
f)eft  Means  to  reftore  the  Britijh  Genius  to  its  priftin  Vigour,  and  to 

create 
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■     II  — How  like  the  Sun 

Labourmg  in  his  Eclipfe,  dark  ajid  prodigious 
•  She  Jf:ew  d  till  now  ?  when  having  won  his  way^ 
How  full  of  Wonder  he  breaks  out  again 
And Jheds  his  virtuous  Beams  ? 

Such  Paflages  as  thefe  are  frequent  in  our  Authors 
Comedies  ;  were  they  expreft  only  in  genteel  Profe, 
they  would  rank  with  the  very  nobleft  Paflages  of 
Terence y  but  what  Reafon  upon  Earth  can  be  aflign'd, 
but  meer  Fajhion^  why,  becaufe  they  are  Parts  of 
Comedies^  they  fhould  be  weakened  and  flatned  into 
•j-Profe  by  drawing  the  Sinews  of  their  Strength  and 
eclipfing  thofe  poetic  Beams  that  fhed  Vigour,  Life 

and  Luflre  on  every  Sentiment  ?  

Such  P(?^//f  Excellence  therefore  will  the  Reader 
find  in'  the  genteel  Parts  of  our  Author's  Comedies^ 
but,  as  before  hinted,  there  is  a  Poetic  Stile  often 
equally  proper  and  excellent  ev'n  in  the  loweft 
Drollery  of  Comedy.  Thus  when  the  jocofe  old 
Miramont  in  the  Elder  Brother  catches  auftere  fo- 
lemn  Magijlrate  Brifac  endeavouring  to.  debauch 
his  Servant's  Wife — Before  he  breaks  in  upon  him, 
he  fays  3 

'   Ol 

create  other  Shakejfears  and  other  Miltons,  is  to  promote  the  Study, 
Love  and  Admiration  of  thofe  Scriptures. 

A  concurrent  Caufe,  which  raifed  the  Spirit  of  Voetry  to  fuch  a  Height 
in  ^een  Elizabeth's  Reign,  was  the  Encouragement  and  Influence  of 
the  ^een  herfelf;  to  whom  polite  Literature  wsis  the  mod  courtly  Ac- 
complifhment.  Look  into  Spen/ers  Defcription  of  her  Lords  and  Fa- 
vourites, and  you'll  find  a  learned  ^een  made  a  whole  Court  of  Poets, 
juft  as  an  amorous  Monarch  afterwards  made  every  flow'ry  Courtier 
write  Romance  ;  and  Martial  Princes  have  turned  intimidated  Ar- 
mies into  Heroes, 

f  There  is  much  lefs  Profe  le.^t   in    this  Edition  than  there  was 
in  all  the  former  ;  in  wliich  tk/e  Meajurc  was  ofien  mofl  miferably 

reglefted 


xliv  PREFACE. 

O,  th*  infinite  Frights  that  will  a  fail  this  Gen- 
tleman ! 

7he  Quartans,  Tertians,  and  Quotidians, 
That'll  hangy   like  Sergeants,  on  bis  Worfliip's 

Shoulders! 
JIow  will  thofe  folemn  Looks  appear  to  me^ 
And  that  fevere  Face  that  fpake  Chains  and 

Shackles ! 

How  fmall  a  Change  of  the  Comic  Words  would 
turn  this  into  the  Sublime  ?  fuppofe  it  fpoke  of  Nero 
by  one  who  knew  he  would  be  at  once  deferted  by 
the  Senate  and  Army^  and  giv'n  up  to  the  Fury  of 
the  People. 

What  infinite  Frights  will  fi)on  ajfail  the  Tyrant  ? 
What  Terrors  like  ft  em  Liftors  noill  arre/l  him  ? 
How  will  that  fierce  terrific  Eye  appear  y 
Wboje  fiighteft  Bend jpake  Dungeons^  Chains^  and 
Death  ? 

Such  as  the  former,  is  the  general  Stile  of  our  Au^ 
/;&d?r's  Drollery,  particularly  of  Fletcher  s Beaumont 
deals  chiefly  in  another  Species,  the  Burlefque  Epic. 
Thus  when  the  little  Comic  French  Lawyer  is  run 
Fighting-mad^  and  his  Antagonift  excepts  againft 
his  Shirt  for  not  being  laced  (as  Gentlemen's  Shirts 
of  that  Age  ufed  to  be)  ,  he  anfwers. 


negledled.  Wit  imthout  Money,  the  very  firft  Play  which  fell  to  my 
Lot  to  prepare  for  the  Prefs  after  Mr.  7heobald\  Death,  was  all 
printed  as  Profe,  except  about  twenty  Lines  towards  the  End  ;  but  the 
Reader  will  now  find  it  as  true  Meafure  as  almoll  any  Comedy  of  our 
Juthort, 

Bafe 
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Bafe  and  degenerate  Coufiuy  dojl  not  know 
An  old  and  tatter' d  Colours  to  an  Enemy ^ 
Is  of  more  Honour ^  and Jloews  more  ominous  ? 
This  Shirt  Jive  Times  vidlorious  Tve  fought  under^ 
And  cut  thro'  Squadrons  of  your  curious  Cut- works. 
As  1  will  do  thro'  thine  5  Jhake  and  be  fatisffd. 

This  Stile  runs  thro'  many  of  Beaumont\ Charafters, 
yat^iditha-'wrifSy  z^Lazrillo,  TheKnight  of  the  Burn- 
ing Peftle^  Bejfus'^  two  Swordfmen^  &c.  and  he  has 
frequent  Allufions  to  and  ev'n  Parodies  of  the  fub- 
limeft  Parts  of  Shakefpear ;  which  both  Mr.  Sympfm 
and  Mr.  Theobald  look  upon  as  Sneers  upon  a 
Poet  of  greater  Eminence  than  the  fuppofed  Sneerer 
(a  very  great  *  Crime  if  true)  but  I  believe  it  an  en- 
tire Miftake,  The  Nature  of  this  Burlefque  Epic 
requires  the  frequent  Ufe  of  the  moft  known  and 
moft  acknowledged  Expreffions  of  Sublimity,  which 
apply *d  to  low  Objedls  render not  the-.^^/ZZ'^^r  of 
thofe  Expreffions,  ridiculous.  Almoft  all  Men  of  Wit 
make  the  fame  ufe  of  Shakefpear  and  Milton'^  Ex- 
preffions in  common  Converfation  without  the  leafl 
Thought  of  fneering  either;  and  indeed  if  every 
Quotation  from  Shakefpear  thus  jocularly  apply'd  in 


*  For  a  further  Defence  of  our  Authors  from  this  Imputation,  fee 
Note  31  of  7he  Little  French  Lanvyer^  Vol.  IV.  page  248;  and  Note 
29  of  The  Woman-Hater^  Vol.  X.  page  250.  In  both  which  there  is 
a  Miftake  with  regard  to  the  Author  of  thofc  Plays.  When  I  wrote 
the  Notes,  I  fuppos'd  it  Fletcher,  till  Beaumont''^  Letter  at  the  End  of 
The  Nice  Valour,  gave  me  a  Key,  which  is  given  to  the  Reader  in  the 
firft  Seftion  of  the  Preface,  and  which  explains  the  Difference  of  Man^ 
fier  between  Beaumont  and  Fhtcber* 
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a  real  Sneer  upon  him,  then  all  Burlefque  Sublime 
is  a  Sneer  upon  the  real  Sublime^  and  Beaumont 
fneer'd  himfelf  as  well  as  Shakefpear. 

From  thefe  three  (hort  Specimens  the  Reader 
will  form,  we  hope,  a  jaft  Idea  of  the  three  Stiles 
ufed  in  our  Author's  Comedies,  the  Sublime^  the  droll 
Poetic^  and  the  burlefque  Sublime.  There  is  indeed 
a  fmall  Mixture*  of  Projiy  which  is  the  only  Part  of 
©ur  old  Dramatic  Poets  Stile  that  Moderns  have 
vouchfafed  to  imitate.  Did  they  acknowledge  the 
Truth,  and  confefs  their  Inability  to  rife  to  the  Spi^ 
rity  Vigour y  and  Dignity  of  the  other  Stiles,  they 
were  pardonable.  Bat  far  from  it,  our  reformed 
Tafte  calls'  for  Profe  only,  and  before  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher'^  Plays  can  be  endur'd  by  fuch  Attic  Ears^ 
they  muft  be  corredied  into  Profe,  as  if,  becaufe  well- 
brew'd  Porter  is  a  wholfom  Draught,  therefore 
Claret  and  Burgundy  muft  be  dafhed  with  Porter 
before  they  were  drinkable.  For  a  true  Specimen 
of  our  Modern  T^ajle^  we  will  give  the  Reader  one 
Cup  of  our  Author  s  Wine  thus  porteriz'd,  and  that 
by  One  who  perfectly  knew  the  Palate  of  the  Age^ 
who  pleafed  it  greatly  in  this  very  Inftance,  and 
fome  of  whofe  Comedies  have  as  much  or  more  Me- 
rit than  any  Moderns  except  Congreve.  Mr.  Gibber 
has  confolidated  two  of  our  Author'^  Plays,  T^he 
Elder  Brother,  and  The  Cuftom  of  the  Country,  to 
form  his  hove  makes  a  Man  or.  The  Fop's  Fortune. 
In  the  former  there  are  two  old  French  Noblemen, 
Le-zvis  and  Brifac,  the  firft  proud  of  his  Family  and 
Fortune,  the  other  of  his  Magifterial  Power  and 
Dignity  ;  neither  Men  of  Learning,  and  therefore 
both  preferring  courtly  Accomplifhments,  and  the 
Knowledge  of  the  World,  to  the  deepeft  Know- 


PR    E  F  A    C   E.  xlvii 

ledge  of  Books,  and  the  moft  extenfive  Literature. 
Such  Charadters  exclude  not  good  Senfe  in  general, 
but  in  that  Part  of  their  Characters  only  where  their 
Foibles  lie;  (as  Polonius  in  Hamlet  is  a  Fool  in  his 
pedantic  Foibks,  and  a  Man  of  Senfe  in  all  other 
Inftances)  accordingly  Fletcher  makes  Brifac  and 
Lewis  thus  treat  of  a  Marriage  between  their  Chil- 
dren. 

Bri.  Good  Monfieur  Lewis,  1  ejleem  myfelf 
Much  honour  d  in  your  clear  Intent  to  join 
Our  ancient  Families^  and  make  them  one.y 
And' twill  take  from  my  Age  and  Cares  ^  to  live 
And  fee  what  you  have  purposed  put  in  AEl-^ 
Of  which  your  Vifit  at  this  prefent  is 
A  hopeful  Omen  y  I  each  Minute  expelling 
^h' Arrival  of  my  Sons    I  have  not  wrong  d 
"Their  Birth  for  want  of  Means  and  Education^ 
To  Jhape  them  to  that  Courfe  each  was  addicted  > 
And  therefore  that  we  may  proceed  difcreetly^ 
Since  whafs  concluded  rajhly  feldom  profpers^ 
Tou  firjl  Jhall  take  a  JiriEi  Perufal  of  them^ 
And  then  from  your   Allowance^  your  fair 
Daughter 

May  fajhion  her  AffeSiion,     Lew.  Monfieur 
Brifac, 

Tou  offer  fair  and  nobly  y  and  Til  meet  you 
In  the  fame  Line  of  Honour ;  and^  I  hope^ 
Being  bleji  but  with  one  Daughter  ^  I  Jhall  not 
Appear  impertinently  curious^ 
Though^  with  my  utmojl  Vigilance  and  Study ^ 
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I  labour  to  beftow  her  to  her  Worth  : 

Let  others  /peak  her  Form^  and  future  Fortune 

From  me  defc ending  to  her^  I  in  that 

Sit  down  withSihice,  BruTou  may ^my Lord yfecurely 

Since  Fame  aloud  proclaimeth  her  PerfeBions^ 

Commanding  all  Mens  Tongues  to  Jing  herPraifes. 

I  quote  not  this  as  an  Inftance  of  the  Sublime^ 
but  of  our  Authors  genteel  Dialogue  enlivened  by  a 
few  Poetic  Figure s^  as  in  the  laft  Lines  Fame  is 
ferfonis'd  and  commands  the  Tongues  of  Men. 
Now  let  us  fee  this  Dialogue  modernised:  The 
Names  of  the  old  Gentlemen  being  chang'd  to 
Antonio  and  Charino^  they  thus  confer. 

Ant.  Without  Compliment^  my  old  Friend^  I 
Jhall  think  myfelf  much  honour  d  in  your  AU 
liance-y  our  Families  are  both  ancient^  our  Children 
young,  and  able  to  fupport  'em ;  and  I  think  *  the 
Jooner  we  Jet  'em  to  work  the  better. 

Cha.  you  offer  fair  and  nobly,  and  Jhall 
fnd  I  dare  meet  you  in  the  fame  Line  of  Honour; 
and  I  hope y  Jince  I  have  but  one  Girl  in  the  Worldy 
you  wont  think  me  a  troublefome  old  Fool,  if  I  en- 
deavour to  beftow  her  to  her  Worth  3  therefore^  if 
you  pleafe,  before  we  ft^ake  Hands,  a  Word  or  two 
by  the  bye,  for  I  have  fovie  confiderable  ^eftions  to 
ask  you. 

Ant,  Ask  'em. 

Cha.  Well^  in  the  frjl  Place^  you  fay  you  have 
two  Sons. 

Ant,  ExaSily. 
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Cha.  And  you  are  willing  that  one  of  'cm  JJjall 
marry  my  Daughter  ? 
Ant.  Willing. 

Cha.  My  Daughter  Angelina  ? 
Ant.  Angelina. 

Cha.  And  you  are  likewife  content  that  the  /aid 
Angelina  JJiall  furvey  'em  bothy  and  (with  my  Al- 
lowance) take  to  her  lawful  Husband^  which  of  'em 
flje  pleafes  ? 
Ant.  Content. 

Cha.  And  you  farther  promife^  that  the  Perfon 
by  her  (and  me)  fo  chofen  {be  it  elder  or  younger) 
fhall  be  your  file  Heir  5  that  is  to  fay^  Jhall  be  in  a 
conditional  Pojefjiony  of  at  leajl  three  Parts  of  your 
E/late.  Tou  know  the  Condi tions^  and  this  you  fofi- 
tively  promife  ? 

Ant.  To  perform, 

Cha.  Why  then,  as  the  lajl  Token  of  my  full  Con^ 
fent  and  Approbation^  I  give  you  my  Hand. 
Ant.  There's  mine. 
Cha.  Is't  a  Match  ? 
Ant.  A  Match. 
Cha*  Done. 
Ant.  Done. 

Cha.  And  done  I-'-^thafs  enough-^ — =— 

Strike  out  an  Expreflion  or  two  of  Fletcher's^ 
and  a  couple  of  Graders  would  have  put  more 
Senfe  into  an  Ox-bargain.  I  blame  not  the  Author y 
if  a  Man's  Cuftomers  refolve  to  pay  the  Price  of 
Champaign^  and  yet  infift  upon  Mild  and  Stale^  who 
would  refufe  it  them  ?  This  is  only  a  Specimen  of 
the  Tajie  of  the  late  wonderfully  enlightned  Age. 
But  as  Shakefpear  and  Milton  have  already  in  a  good 
meafure  difpers'd  the  Clouds  of  Prejudice  which 
had  long  obfcur'd  their  Excellencies  j  'tis  to  be 

Vol.  I.  d  hop'd 
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hop'd  that  our  Eyes  are  now  inur'd  to  bear  the 
Luftre  of  fuch  Poets y  who  moft  refemble  thefe  Sum 
of  Britain.  To  fuch  Readers  therefore  who  are  de- 
firous  of  becoming  acquainted  with  the  Excellencies 
of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher^  I  (hall  beg  leave  to  recom- 
mend their  Plays  to  be  read  in  the  following  Order, 
beginning  with  which  Species  they  like  beft. 

CLASS  I. 


Tragedies    and  Tragi- 
comedies, 

Maid's  Tragedy  vol.  1 
Philafter  vol.  x 

King  and  no  King    vol.  x 
The  Two  Nobie  Kinfmen 
vol.  lo 
The    Double  Marriage 
vol.  7 

The  Bloody  Brother,  or 
Rollo  vol.  5 

The  Falfe  One  vol.  4 
The  Knight  of  Malta 

vol.  7 

Valentinian  vol.  4 


Paftoral. 
Faithful  Shcphcrdefs  vol.  3 


Comedies, 

Elder  Brother  vol.  % 
Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a 

Wife  vol.  3 

Little  French  Lawyer  vol.  4 
Wit  without  Money  vol.  % 
Spanip  Curate  vol.  a 
Nice  Valour,  or  Paflionate 

Mad'Man         vol.  !• 


Laws  of  Candy  vol.  4 
Loyal  Subjedl  vol.  3 

The  Ifland  Princefs  vol.  8 
Thierry  and  Theodoret 

vol.  10 

Wife  for  a  Month  vol.  5 
Etnduea  vol.  6 


ASS 

Burlefque  Sublime. 


The  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Peftle  vol.  6 


II. 

Fair  Maid  of  the  Mill. 

Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn, 

Wild-goofe  Chafe. 

Monfieur  Thomas* 

The  Chances. 

Honeft  Man's  Fortune* 

Cuftom  of  the  Country, 

Beggar's  Bu/h. 

The  Captain. 

The  Sea- Voyage. 

Love's  Cure,  or  the  Martiad 

Maid. 
Coxcomb. 
Woman- Hater, 
Wit  at  feveral  Weaponj. 
Women  pleas'd. 
Tamer  tam'd. 


c 

The  Coronation  vol.  9 
The  Queen  of  Corinth  vol.  6 
The  Lover's  Progrefs  vol.  5 
The  Prophetefs  vol.  6 
Cupid*s  Revenge      vol.  9 


LASS 

Mask  vol.  10 

Moral  Reprcfent?tions 

vol,  10 


III. 

Pilgrim  vol.  5 

Love's  Pilgrimage  vol.  7 

Night- Walker  vol.  S 

Noble  Gentleman  vol.  % 

The 
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The  Reader  will  find  many  excellent  things  in 
this  laft  Clafs,  for  the  Plays  of  our  Authors  do  not 
differ  from  each  other  near  fo  much  as  thofe  of 
Shakejpear,  The  three  laft  Tragedies  are  detruded 
fo  low  on  Account  of  their  Magic  and  Machinery, 
in  which  our  Authors  fall  fliorter  of  Shakefpear  than 
in  any  other  of  their  Attempts  to  imitate  him. 
What  is  the  Reafon  of  this  ?  Is  it  that  their  Genius 
improved  by  Literature  -  and  polite  Converlation, 
could  well  defcribe  Men  and  Manners,  but  had  not 
that  poetic  that  creative  Power  to  form  new  Beings 
and  new  Worlds, 

  and  give  to  airy  Nothings 

A  local  Habitation  and  a  Name.  * 

as  Shakefpear  excellently  defcribes  his  own  Genius  ? 
I  believe  not.  The  Enthiifiafm  of  PaJJions  which 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  are  fo  frequently  rapt  into, 
and  the  vaft  Variety  of  diftinguifh^d  Charadters 
which  they  have  fo  admirably  drawn,  {hew  as  ftrong 
Powers  of  Invention  as  the  Creation  of  Witches  and 
raijifig  of  Ghofts.  Their  Deficiency  therefore  in 
Magic  is  accountable  frorn  a  Caufe  far  different 
from  a  Poverty  of  Imagination ;  it  was  the  accidental 
I>if advantage  of  a  liberal  and  learned  Education : 
Sorcery,  Witchcraft,  AJirology,  Ghojis,  and  Appari- 
tions, were  then  the  univerfal  Belief  of  both  the 
great  Vulgar  and  the  fmall,  nay  they  were  even  the 
Parliamentary,  the  National  Cj^eed ;  only  fome  early- 
enltghtned  Minds  faw  and  contemned  the  whole  fu- 
perftitious  Trumpery :  Among  thefe  our  Authors 
were  probably  initiated  from  their  School-days  into 
a  deep-grounded  Contempt  of  it,  which  breaks  out 
in  many  parts  of  their  Works,  and  particularly  in 
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The  Bloody  Brother  and  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn^ 
where  they  began  that  admirable  Banter  which  the 
excellent  Butler  carry'd  on  exa£lly  in  the  fame 
Strain,  and  which,  with  fuch  a  Second^  has  at  laft 
drove  the  Bugbears  from  the  Minds  of  almoft  all 
Men  of  common  Underftanding.  But  here  was 
our  Authors  Difadvantage  ;  the  Tafte  •  of  their  Age 
calPd  aloud  for  the  Affi-flance  of  Ghojls  and  Sorcery 
to  heighten  the  Horror  t)f  Tragedy-^  this  Horror 
they  had  never  felt,  never  heard  of  but  with  Con- 
tempt, and  confeqoently  they  had  no  Arche-types  in 
their  own  Breafts  of  what  they  were  call'd  on  to 
defcribe.  Whereas  Shake/pear  from  his  low  Educa- 
tion had  believed  and  felt  all  the  Horrors  he  painted; 
for  tho'  the  Univerfities  and  Inns  of  Court  were  in 
fome  degree  freed  fl'om  thefe  Dreams  of  Super- 
ftition,  the  Banks  of  the  Avon  were  then  haunted  on 
every  Side. 

There  tript  with  printlefs  Foot  the  Elves  of  Hills y 
Brooks.,  Lakes ^  and  Groves \  there  Sorcery  bedimn'd 
The  Noon-tide  Sun^  caWd forth  the  mutinous  Winds ^ 
And  ^fwixt  the  green  Sea  and  the  azur'd  Vault 
Set  roaring  War^  &c.  Tempeft. 

So  that  Shakefpear  can  fcarcely  be  faid  to  create  a 
new  World  in  his  Magic ;  he  went  but  back  to  his 
native  Country,  and  only  drefs'd  their  Gobli?is  in 
poetic  Weeds;  hence  ev'n  Thefeus  is  not  attended 
by  his  own  Deities,  Minerva^  Venus.,  the  FaunSy 
Satyrs^  &c.  but  by  Oberon  and  his  Fairies :  Whereas 
our  Authors  however  aukwardly  they  treat  of  Ghojls 
and  Sorcerers^  yet  when  they  get  back  to  Greece 
(which  was  as  it  were  their  native  Soil)  they  intro- 
duce the  ClaJJic  Deities  with  Eafe  and  Dignity,  as 

Fletcher 
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Fletcher  in  particular  does  in  his  Faithful  Shepherdefs^ 
and  both  of  them  in  their  Masks -y  the  Uft  of  which 
is  put  in  the  third  Clafs  not  from  any  Deficiency  in 
the  Compofition,  but  from  the  Nature  of  the  alle- 
gorical Mask  which,  when  no  real  Characters  are 
intermixed,  ought  in  general  to  rank  below  Tragedy 
and  Comedy.  Our  Authors,  who  wrote  them  be- 
caufe  they  were  in  Fafliion,  have  themfelves  (hew*d 
how  light  they  held  them. 

They  mufi  commend  their  King,  and [peak  inpraife 
Of  the  Afembly  blefs  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom 
In  Perfon  of  fome  God    they're  tfd  to  Rules 
Of  Flattery.  ^  

Maid's  Tragedy,  A£l  i.  Scene  i. 

This  was  probably  wrote  by  Beaumont  with  an  eye 
to  the  Mask  at  Gray'j  Inn,  as  well  as  Masks  in 
general.    The  Reader  will  find  a  farther  Account 
of  our  Authors  Plays,  and  what  Share  Mr.  Shirley 
is  fuppos'd  to  have  had  in  the  Completion  of  fome 
that  were  left  imperfedl  in  Mr.  Sy7npfon's  Lives  of 
the  Authors,    But  before  I  finifli  my  Account  of 
them,  it  is  neceflary  to  apologife  for  a  Fault  which 
muft  (hock  every  modeft  Reader :    It  is  their  fre- 
quent ufe  of  grofs  and  indecent  ExprefRons.  They 
have  this  Fault  in  common  with  Shakefpear^  who  is 
fometimes  more  grofs  than  they  ever  are ;  but  I  think 
Grofnefs  does  not  occur  quite  fo  often  in  him.  In 
the  fecond  Clafs  of  Parallel  Paflages  where  the 
Hands  of  Shakefpear  and  our  Authors  were  not 
diftinguifhable,  I  omitted  one  Inftance  for  Decency 
fake,  but  I  will  infert  it  here  as  proper  to  the  Sub- 
jedl  we  are  now  upon.   '  Pkilafler  being  violently 
agitated  by  Jealoufy,  and  firmly  believing  his  Miitrefs 

d  3  to 
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to  have  been  loofe,  thus  fpeaks  of  a  Letter  which 

he  has  juft  received  fiom  her, 

.   —  O,  tet  all  Women 

That  love  black  Deeds  learn  to  dijfewble  here  ! 
Here^  by  this  Paper ^  fie  doth  write  to  me^ 
As  if  her  Heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 
To  all  the  World  bejide ;  but  unto  me, 
A  Maiden  Snow  that  melted  with  my  Looks. 

Vol.  I.  Page  131,  of  this  Edit 

Strength  and  Delicacy  are  here  in  perfedi  Union. 
In  like  manner  Foflhumus  in  Cymbeline^  A£t  2.  agi- 
tated by  as  violent  a  Jealoufy  of  his  Wife,  thus 
defcribes  her  feeming  Modefty : 

 .  .  *  .  O  Vengeance  !  Vengeance  ! 

Me  of  my  lawful  Pleafure  fie  refrain' d, 
And  prafd  ??2e  oft  Forbearance,  did  it  with 
A  Pudency  fo  rofy,  the  fweet  Look  ont 
Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn;  that  I 

thought  her 
As  chafte  as  unfuiiifd  Snow,"  

This  is  a  moft  amiable  Pidlure  of  conjugal  Delicacy, 
but  it  may  be  jufty  objefted  that  it  draws  the  Cur- 
tains of  the  Marriage-bed,  and  expofes  it  to  the 
ViewT  of  the  World;  and  if  the  Reader  turns  to 
the  Speech  of  which  it  is  a  Part^  he  will  find 
much  groffer  Expreffions  in  the  Sequel.  But  thefe 
were  fo  far  from  offending  the  Ears  of  our  An- 
ceflors,  that  Beau?nont  and  Fletcher,  tho'  fo  often 
guilty  of  them,  are  perpetually  celebrated  by  the 
Writers  of  their  own  and  of  the  following  Age,  as 
the  great  Reformers  of  the  Drama  from  Bawdry 
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and  Ribaldry.  Thus  when  Fletcher^  charming 
Paftoral  We  Faithful  Shepherde  s,  had  been  damn  d 
by1ri;^Nigh:'s4ud,en'ce,  >y^^^  fays  that  they 
dLn'd  it  for  want  of  the  vmous  and  bawdy  Scenes 
which  they  had  been  accurtom'd  to  and  then 
brtks  out  in  a  Rapture  worthy  of  »«,  worthy 
of  Fletcher. 

I  that  am  glad  thy  Innocence  ivas  thy  Guilt, 
And  wip  that  all  the  Mufes  Blood  -wasfptlt 
In  fact  a  Martyrdom,  to  vex  their  Eyei 
Bo  crown  thy  murder' d  Poem,  &c. 

Yet  even  this  Pattern  of  Chaftity  is  not  free  from 
Expreffions  which  would  now  be  juftly  deem  d  ^ 
grofs  for  the  Stage.  Sir  John  Berkenbead,  fpeakmg 
of  Fletcher's  Works  in  general,  fays, 

And  as  thy  Thoughts  were  clear,  fa  innocent. 
Thy  Fancy  gave  no  unfwept  Language  Vent, 
Slander' II  no  Laws,  prophan'ft  no  holy  Page, 
As  if  thy  *  Father's  Crofier  rul'd  the  Stage. 

Our  Poets  frequently  boaft  of  this  Chaftity  oi^^n- 
guage  thcmlelves.  See  the  Prologue  ^oThe  Knight 
of  the  Burning  Peftk.  Lovelace,  a  Poet  of  no 
fmall  Eminence,  fpeaks  of  the  great  Delicacy  oi 
Expreffion  ev'n  in  the  Cuftom  of  the  Country. 

View  here  a  loofe  Thought  faid  with  fuch  a  Grace, 
Minerva  might  have  j'poke  in  Venus'  Face, 
So  well  difguis'd,  that  'twas  conceiv'd  by  none,. 
But  Cupid  had  Diana'i  Linnen  on. 
*  Fletcher  B'Jhop  of  London. 

d  4  Yet 


Ivi  PREFACE. 

Yet  of  this  Play  Dryden  afferts  that  it  contains  more 
Bawdry  than  all  his  Plays  together.    What  muft 
we  lay  of  thefe  different  Accounts  ?  Why  'tis  clear 
^s  Day,  that  the  Stile  of  the  Age  was  fo  changed,  that 
what  was  formerly  not  efteem'd  in  the  leaft  Degree 
indecent,  was  now  become  very  much  fo ;  juft  as 
in  Chaucer^  the  very  filthieft  Words  are  us'd  with- 
out Difguife,  and  fays  Beaumont  in  excufe  for  him, 
he  gave  thofe  Expreflions  to  low  Characters,  with 
whom  they  vv  ere  then  in  common  Ufe,  and  whom 
he  could  not  therefore  draw  naturally  without  them. 
The  fame  Plea  is  now  neceflary  for  Beaumont  him- 
felf  and  all  his  contemporary  Dramatic  Poets ;  but 
there  is  this  grand  and  elTential  Difference  between 
the  grofs  Expreflions  of  our  old  Poets,  and  the 
more  delicate  Lewdnefs  of  modern  Plays.    In  the 
former,  grofs  Expreflions  are  generally  the  Lan- 
guage of  low  Life,  and  are  giv'n  to  Charafters  which 
are  fet  in  defpkable  Lights  :  In  the  latter,  Lewdnefs 
is  frequently  the  Charafteriflic  of  the  Hero  of  the 
Comedy,  and  fo  intended  to  inflame  the  Paflions 
and  corrupt  the  Heart.    Thus  much  is  ncceffary  in 
Defence,  not  only  of  our  Authors^  but  of  Mr.  Symp- 
fon  and  myfelf,  for  engaging  in  the  Publication  of 
Works  which  contain  a  great  many  Indecencies, 
which  we  could  have  wifh'd  to  have  been  omitted  ; 
and  which,  w^hen  I  began  to  prepare  my  Part  of 
the  Work  for  the  Prefs,  I  had  adually  ftruck  off,  as 
far  as  I  could  do  it  without  injuring  the  Connedlion 
of  the  Context ;  but  the  Bookfellers  prefs'd,  and 
indeed  infifled  upon  their  Reftoration :  They  very 
fenfibly  urged  the  laft-mentioned  Plea,  and  thought 
that  the  bare  Notion  of  a  curtailed  Edition  would 
greatly  prejudice  the  Sale  of  it.    We  hope  therefore 
that  the  Reader  will  not  be  too  fevere  on  the  Editors 

of 
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of  Works  which  hiwe  great  Excellencies,  and  which 
in  genereal  tend  to  promote  Virtue  and  Chaftity, 
tho'  the  Cuftom  of  the  Jge  made  the  Authors  not 
entirely  abftain  from  Expreffions  not  then  edeem'd 
grofs,  but  which  now  muft  offend  every  modeft  Ear. 

Hitherto  we  have  treated  of  our  Authors  and 
their  Merit,  fomething  muft  be  added  of  the  At- 
tempt of  the  prefent  Editors  to  clear  them  from 
that  Mafs  of  Confufion  and  Obfcurity  flung  upon 
them  by  the  Inaccuracy  of  former  Editors,  or  what 
was  worfe,  by  the  Wilfulnefs  and  Ignorance  of  our 
old  Players,  who  kept  moft  of  their  Plays  many 
Years  in  Manufcript  as  mere  Play-houfe  Properties, 
to  be  changed  and  mangled  by  every  new  Acflor's 
Humour  and  Fancy.  As  this  was  the  Cafe  of  moft 
of  our  old  Plays,  the  learned  Mr.  Upton  feems 
ftrangely  miftaken  in  afferting  that  no  more  Liberty 
ought  to  be  taken  in  the  Correition  of  the  old 
[mangled]  Text  of  Shakefpear^  than  with  the  two 
firft  [accurate]  Editions  of  Paradife  Loft,  Upon 
this  groundlefs  AfTcrtion  are  built  thofe  very  un- 
deferved  Refleftions  upon  the  eminent  Editors  of 
Shake/pear  who  are  compared  to^  the  Vice  of  the 
old  Comedy  beating  their  Author's  original  Text 
with  their  Daggers  of  Lath,    Surely  fomething  very 
different  from  fuch  Sarcafm  is  due  from  every  true 
Lover  of  Shakejpear  to  thofe  Editors  whofe  Emen- 
dations have  cleared  fo  many  Ohfcurities,  and  made 
fo  many  Readers  ftudy  and  perceive  innumerable 
Excellencies  which  had  otherwife  been  pafs'd  over 
unnoted  and  perhaps  defpis'd.   For  verbal  Criticifm^ 
when  it  means  the  reftoring  the  true  Reading  to  the 
iiiangled  Text,  very  juftly  holds  the  Pakn  from  every 
other  Species  of  Criticifm,  as  it  cannot  be  performed 
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with  Saccefs  without  comprehending  all  the  reft ;  it 
muft  clearly  perceive  the  Stile,  Manner,  Charafters, 
Beauties  andDefefts :  And  to  this  muft  be  added  fome 
Sparks  of  that  original  Fire  that  animated  the  Poefs 
own  Invention,    No  fooner  therefore  were  Criticifms 
wrote  on  our  Englijh  Poets,  but  each  deep-read 
Scholar  whofe  feverer  Studies  had  made  him  frown, 
with  contempt  on  Poems  and  Plays,  was  taken  in 
to  read,  to  ftudy,  to  be  enamour'd  :  He  rejoic'd  to 
try  his  Strength  with  the  Editor,  and  to  become  a 
Critic  himfelf  :   Nay,  even  Dr.  Bentlef^  ftrange 
Abfurdities  in  his  Notes  on  Milton^  had  this  good 
Effedl,  that  they  engaged  a  Fierce  to  anfwcr,  and 
perhaps  were  the  firft  Motives  to  induce  the  greateft 
Poet^  the  moft  univerfal  Genius^  One  of  the  greateft 
Orators^  and  One  of  the  moft  indujirious  Scholars 
in  the  Kingdom  each  to  become  Editors  of  Shakef- 
pear*    A  Pope^  2l  Warburton^  and  a  Hanmer  did 
Honour  to  the  Science  by  engaging  in  Criticifm;  but 
the  Worth  of  that  Science  is  moft  apparent  from 
the  Diftindtion  Mr.  Theobald  gain*d  in  the  learned 
World,  who  had  no  other  Claim  to  Honour  but 
as  a  Critic  on  Shakefpear,    In  this  Light  his  Fame 
remains  frefti  and  unblafted  tho*  the  Lightning  of 
Mr.  Pope  and  the  Thunder  of  Mr.  Warburton  have 
been  both  lanch'd  at  his  Head.    Mr.  Pope  being 
far  too  great  an  Original  himfelf  to  fubmit  his  own 
Tafte  to  that  of  Shakefpear  %  was  fairly  driven  out 
of  the  Field  of  Criticifm  by  the  plain  force  of 
Reafon  and  Argument  ^  but  he  foon  retired  to  his 
poetic  Citadel.^  and  from  thence  played  fuch  a  Volley 
of  Wit  and  Humour  on  his  Antagonifl^  as  gave  him 
a  very  grotcfque  Profile  on  his  Left    but  he  never 
drove  him  from  his  Hold  on  Shakefpear^  and  his 
Countenance  on  that  Side  is  ftill  clear  and  unfpotted. 

Mr, 
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Mr.  Warhurton\  Attack  was  more  dangerous,  but 
tho'  he  was  angry  from  the  apprehenfion  of  perfonal 
Injuries,  yet  his  Juftice  has  ftill  left  Mr.  Theobald'm 
poffeffion  of  great  Numbers  of  excellent  Emenda- 
tions, which  will  always  render  his  Name  refpedtable. 
The  mention  of  the  Merit  of  Crtticifm  in  cftablifli- 
ing  the  Tafte  of  the  Age,  in  raifing  Refpefl:  in  the 
Contemptuous,  and  Attention  in  the  carelefs  Readers 
of  our  old  Poets,  naturally  leads  us  to  an  Enquiry. 
Whence  it  comes  to  pafs,  that  whilft  almoft  every 
One  buys  and  reads  the  W orks  of  our  late  Critical 
Editors,  nay  almoft  every  Man  of  Learning  aims  at 
imitating  them  and  making  Emendations  himfelf, 
yet  it  is  ftill  the  Fafliion  to  flurt  at  the  Names  of 
Critic  and  Commentator^  and  almoft  to  treat  the 
very  Science  with  Derifion.  The  Enquiry  has  been 
often  made  by  Critics  themfelves,  and  all  have  faid, 
that  it  was  owing  to  the  ftrange  Miftakes  and  Blunders 
of  former  Critics,  to  Mens  engaging  in  a  Science  which 
they  had  neither  Learning  nor  Talents  to  manage  and 
adorn.  Each  thinking  himfelf  exempt  from  the  Cen- 
fure,  and  each  having  it  retorted  upon  him  in  his 
Turn.  If  this  is  the  Cafe,  I'm  afraid  all  Remedy 
is  hopelefs  ;  if  the  great  Names  above-mentioned 
did  really  want  Abilities  for  the  Province  they  under- 
took, who  {hall  dare  to  hope  that  hepoffefles  them  ? 
If  frequent  Miftakes  in  an  Editor  are  totally  to  fink 
his  Merit,  who  can  efcape  the  common  Wreck  ? — 
But  I  am  far  from  thinking  this  to  be  the  fole  or 
even  the  principal  Caufe  5  and  the  two,  which  I 
fhall  affign  as  much  greater  Inlets  to  this  Difgrace  on 
the  Art  of  Criticifm,  are  fuch  as  admit  of  the  eafieft 
Remedy  in  the  World,  a  Remedy  in  the  Power 
of  Critics  themfelves,  and  which  their  own  Intereft 
loudly  calls  on  them  all  to  apply.    The  firft  Caufe 

is; 
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is ;  that  in  a  Science  the  moft  fallible  of  all  others, 
depending  in  a  great  Meafure  on  the  tottering  Bot- 
tom of  mere  CoJijeBure^  almoft  every  Critic  aflumes 
the  Air  of  Certainty^  Pofitivenefs  and  Infallibility ; 
he  feems  fure  never  to  mifs  his  Way,  tho'  in  a  Wil- 
dernefs  of  Confufion,  never  to  ftumble  in  a  Path  al- 
ways gloomy,  and  fometimes  as  dark  as  Midnight. 
Hence  he  dogmatizes,  when  he  ihould  only  propofcy 
and  dictates  his  Gueffes  in  the  Defpotic  Stile.  The 
Reader,  and  every  Rival  Editor,  catches  the  fame 
Spirit,  all  his  Faults  become  unpardonable,  and  the 
Demerit  of  a  few  Miftakes  fhall  overwhelm  the  Me- 
rit of  all  his  juft  Emendations :  He  deems  himfelf 
perfeft,  and  Perfedtion  is  demanded  at  his  Hands ; 
and  this  being  no  where  elfe  found  but  by  each  Writer 
in  his  own  Works,  every  Putter-forth  of  two  or 
three  Emendations  fwells  as  big,  and  flings  his  Spittle 
as  liberally  on  a  Warburton,  a  Hanmer^  or  a  T^heo^ 
bald,  as  if  he  were  the  Giant  and  they  the  Dwarfs 
of  Criticifm;  and  he  has,  upon  the  Suppofition  of 
Perfeftion  being  neceiTary,  this  evident  Advantage 
of  them,  that  an  Editor  of  three  or  four  Emenda- 
tions has  a  much  better  Chance  to  avoid  Miflakes 
than  the  Editors  of  three  or  four  thoufand  \  tho'  it 
has  generally  happen*d,  that  they  who  were  very  ob- 
fcure  in  Merit  have  had  their  Demerits  as  glaring  as 
the  moft  voluminous  Editors. 

From  the  fame  Source  arifes  the  fecond  flill  more 
remarkable  Caufe  of  Critical  Difgrace,  it  is  the  /// 
Language  and  wtgentleman-like  Treatmefit  which 
Critics  have  fo  frequently  given  their  Rivals.  If  the 
Profeflbrs  of  the  fame  Science  are  continually  cufiing 
and  buffeting  each  other,  the  World  will  fet  them 
on,  laugh  at,  and  enjoy  the  ridiculous  Scufflle.  Is 
it  not  amazing,  that  ignorant^  abjurdy  blundering 

Dunces 
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Dunces  and  Blockheads  (hould  be  the  common  Epi- 
thets and  Titles,  that  Gentlemen  of  Learning  and 
liberal  Education  bellow  on  each  other,  for  fuch 
Miftakes  as  they  know  that  all  their  Brother  Critics 
have  been  conftantly  guilty  of,  and  which  nothing 
but  the  vaineft  Self-fufficiency  can  make  them  fup- 
pofe  themfelves  exempt  from  ? 

'  —  . ,.  .^r^eheu 

^lam  temere  in  no/met  Legem  fancimus  iniquaml 

If  we  ourfelves  are  guilty  of  the  very  fame  fort  of 
Miftakes  for  which  we  ftigmatize  others  as  Blun- 
derers and  Blockheads,  we  brand  our  own  Foreheads  by 
our  own  Verdidi^  Obloquy  upon  us  is  bare  JuJiicCy  and 
we  become  Blunderers  and  Blockheads  upon  Record, 
The  firft  remarkable  Introducer  of  Critical  Editions  of 
our  Englijh  Poets  thought  his  fuperior  Learning  gave 
him  a  Right  to  tyrannize  and  trample  upon  all  his 
Rival  Editors    but  having  none  to  exercife  his  Fury 
upon,  in  his  Edition  of  Paradife  Lo/l^   he  raifed 
a  Bhantom  Editor^  -in  the  Perfon  of  whom  he 
flung  Dirt   upon   Milton   himfelf.    But  the  pre- 
fent  worthy  Bijhop  of  Bangor  not  only  cleared 
his  beloved  Poet  from  fuch  unjuft  Afperfions,  but 
fhew'd  that  he  could  anfwer  Slander,  Sneer  and 
Obloquy,  with  Decency,  Candour,  and  good  Man- 
ners.   Happy  had  it  been  for  the  learned  World, 
had  thofe  excellent  Notes  been  at  firft  joined  to 
Milton's  Text ;  that  his  Candour^  and  not  the  other's 
Coarjenefs^  might  have  been  the  Standard  of  Critical 
Language ;  but  as  great  Part  of  thofe  Notes  are  now 
engrafted  into  Dr.  Newton'^  elegant  Edition,  it  is  to 
be  hop'd  that  they   will  henceforth  become  fo. 
Happy  for  us  had  it  been  too,  if  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer 
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had  carry'd  on  that  Candour  and  good  Manners  which 
appear  in  his  Preface  into  a  Body  of  Notes  upon  his 
Author  5  he  had  not  only  placed  his  Emendations 
in  a  much  fairer  and  more  confpicuous  Light ;  he 
had  not  only  avoided  the  Objeilion  which  fome 
have  made  of  an  arbitrary  Infertion  of  his  Altera- 
tions into  the  Text ;  but  he  would  have  fet  us  an 
Example  of  Elegance  and  Politenefs  of  Stile,  which 
we  mufl:  perhaps  in  vain  hope  for  from  any  Man, 
that  has  not  been  long  exercifed  in  one  of  the  great 
Schools  of  Rhetoric^,  the  Hoiifes  of  Parliament 
unlefs  Ibme  other  eminent  Orator  or  another  Speaker 
fhould  become  an  Editor,  as  well  as  a  Patron  of 
Ciiticifms.    Mr.  Theobald^  who  was  a  much  better 
Critic  on  Shakefpear  than  Dr.  Bentley  had  been' on 
Milton^  yet  followed  the  Dodtor's  Stile  and  Manner^ 
and  in  fome  meafure  deferv'd  the  Lafh  he  fmarted 
under  in  the  D  unci  ad for  tho'  he  had  a  right  to 
corredl  Mr.  Pope'^  Errors  upon  Shakefpear^  he  had 
none  to  ufe  fo  exalted  a  Charafter  with  the  leaft 
Difrefped,  much  lefs  with  Derifion  and  Contempt. 
Mr.  Upton  a  Gentleman  of  very  diftinguifh'd  Litera- 
ture, has  in  his  Remarks  on  Shakefpear  followed  this 
Stile  of  Triumph  and  Infult  over  his  Rival  Critics^ 
and  as  this  Gentleman  will,  I  hope,  long  continue 
his  Services  to  the  learned  World,  I  will  endeavour 
to  convince  him  of  the  Injuftice  and  ill  Policy  of 
fuch  Treatment  of  them.    The  beft  Canon  to  judge 
of  an  Editor's  Merits,  feems  to  be  a  Computation  of 
the  good  and  bad  Alterations  which  he  has  made  in 
the  Text ;  if  the  latter  are  predominant  he  leaves 
his  Author  worfe  than  he  found  him,  and  Demerits 
only  appear  at  the  bottom  of  the  Account  :  If  the 
good  are  moft  numerous,  put  the  bad  ones  on  the 
fide  of  Debtor^   ballance  the  whole,  and  we  fhall 

eafily 
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cafily  fee  what  Praifes  are  due  to  him.    Now  if 
fome  hundred  good  Ones  remain  upon  Ballance  to 
each  of  the  three  laft  Editors  of  Shakejpear.,  how 
Unjuft  is  it  for  a  Publifher  of  only  thirty  or  forty 
Alterations  (fuppofing  them  all  to  be  perfedly  juft) 
to  fpeak  with  contempt  of  thofe,  whofe  Merits  are 
fo  much  more  confpicuous  than  his  own  ?    But  to 
do  this,  without  an  Affu  ranee  of  being  himfelf 
exempt  from  the  like  Miftakes,  is  as  impolitic  as  it 
is  unjuft.    I  have  not  now  time  for  an  Examination 
of  this  Gentleman's  Criticifms  on  Shake/pear ;  but 
I  will  choofe  a  very  particular  Specimen  of  his  MiJlakeSy 
for  it  (hall  be  the  very  fame  which  a  real  Friend  of 
this  Gentleman  publifh'd  as  a  Specimen  oj  his  Excel- 
lencies,  in  Mr.  Dodjlefs  Mufaum^  a  monthly  Pamphlet 
then  in  great  Repute.    This  Specimen  confifted  of 
two  Alterations  which  the  Letter- Writer  thought 
very  happy  ones.    The  firft  was  in  Antony  and 
Cleopatra^  Aft  2.  Sc.  4.    The  Soothfayer  thus  ad- 
vifes  Antony  to  fliun  the  Society  of  Cafar. 

*  O  Antony,  ft  ay  not  by  his  Side, 

7hy  Daemon,  thafs  thy  Spirit  which  keeps  theCy  is 
Noblty  couragiouSy  bigh^  umnatchabky 
Where  Caefar'i  is  not.    But  near  him  thy  Angel 
Becomes  a  Fear.  

/.  e,  becomes  not  only  fearful  but  ev'n  Fear  itfelf. 
The  Image  is  extremely  poetical ;  for  as  Antony\ 
Damon  was  according  to  the  Heathen  Theology 
perfoniz'd  and  made  fomeihing  different  from  Antony^ 
fo  the  Paflion  of  Fear  is  not  only  perfonizd,  but 
ev'n  pluraliz*d:  The  Imagination  beholds  many 
FearSy  and  Antonf%  Spirit  becomes  one  of  them. 

Thus 
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Thus  Doubts  and  Fears  are  perfoniz'd  in  Macbeth^ 
and  become  his  vexatious  Companions. 

—Tin  cabin     crib'd^  hound  in 
To  fawcy  Doubts  and  Fears. 

Thus  God  himfelf  perfonizes  Fear^  and  fends  it 
among  the  Canaanites  as  the  Harbinger  of  IfraeL 
Exodus  xxiii.  and  xxvii.  And  again  in  Ezeldel  xxx. 
13.  He  fays,  /  will  put  a  Fear  in  the  hand  of 
Egypt.  Thus  the  Companions  of  Mars  in  Homer 
are  ASjjlos  t  wcTg  ^dCos,  A,  440.  Terror  and  Fear. 
But  the  Inftance  the  mod  appofite,  is  in  The  Maid's 
Tragedy^  where  the  forlorn  Affatia  fees  her  Servant 
working  the  Story  of  Thefeus  and  Ariadne^  and 
thus  advifies  her  to  punifh  the  Perfidy  of  the  former. 

In  this  Place  work  a  ^uick-fand^ 

And  over  it  a  Jldallow  fmiling  Water ^ 

And  his  Ship  ploughing  it  •  and  then  a  Fear, 

Do  that  Fear  bravely.  Vol.  L  p.  3. 

Here  tho'  Fear  could  only  in  Painting  be  exprcfs'd 
on  their  Countenances,  yet  Poetry  goes  farther, 

—ajid  gives  to  airy  Nothings 
A  local  Habitation  and  a  Name. 

Thefe  are  thofe  great  Strokes  which  a  Man  mitft 
be  born  with  a  Soul  to  perceive  as  well  as  write, 
-otherwife  not  all  the  Reading  of  an  Upton  or  a 
Bmtley  can  give  the  leaft  Idea  of  them.  Thefe  are 
thofe  inimitable  Graces  of  Poetry  which  a  Critic's 
Pencil  Ihould  no  more  dare  to  retouch  than  a 

modern 
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modern  Painter  fliould  the  Cheek  or  Eye  of  a 
Raphael*^  Madona,  For  fee  how  flat  and  dim  it 
will  appear  in  this  Gentleman's  celebrated  Alteration^ 
he  reads, 

 but  near  him  thy  Angel 

Becomes  afear'd  *.  How 


*  There  is  a  Pafiage  in  Anthonys  Anfwer  to  this  Speech,  which  feems 
mifunderftood  by  all  the  Editors  of  Shake/pear.  Anthony  confirming 
what  the  Soothfayer  had  fa  id  of  C(efar\  fuperior  Fortune,  adds, 

  euery  Dice  obey  him^ 

And  in  our  Sports  my  better  Cunningy^/«/j 

Under  his  Chance.    Jf  ive  dra^jj  Lots,  he  fpeeds% 

His  Cocks  do  nxjin  the  Battel  Jiill  of  mingy  ' 

When  it  is  all  to  nought ;  and  his  $uaih  ever 

Beat  mine  in-hoop'd  at  odds. 

tiere  is  evidently  a  fad  Anti-climax :  His  Cocks  win  the  Battle  of  minS 
when  it  is  all  to  nought  on  my  Side,  and  his  Quails,  fighting  in  a  Hoopj 
beat  mine  when  the  Odds  are  on  my  Side.  What  a  falling  oiF  is  there! 
Sir  Thomas  Hafimer  choofes  to  make  the  ^ail-Jighting  he  in  Coops  ra- 
ther than  Hoops,  and  reads  in-coop'd;  but  the  Anti-climax  is  ftill  the 
fame ;  and,  I  believe,  afofe  originally  only  from  the  mifplacing  the" 
Hyphen,  and  the  Omifllon  of  a  Letter.  Spelling,  indeed,  was  very  un- 
determined in  that  Age,  and  to  n.vho6p  or  hollow,  might  have  beer? 
fpelt  hoop,  without  the  'iu ;  I  read  therefore, 

"  and  his  Quails  ever 

Beat  mine  in  whoop'd-at  Odds,'  * 

i.  e.  when  the  Odds  are  fd  great,  that  the  Betters  on  my  Side  Jhout 
and  'whoop  for  Victory.  All  who  have  been  in  a  Cock-pit  will  have  a 
clear  Idea  of  this :  Flatnefs  and  Anti-climax  will  be  avoided,  and  the 
foaring  Spirit  of  Shake/pear  will  recover  its  own  Vigour.  The  firft  old 
^o/Zo  has  no  ^/y/^^//,  but  reads  thus, 

Beat  mine  (in  hoopt)  at  Odds, 

I'he  Parenthefis  feems  added  as  a  ConfefTion  that  they  did  not  know 
what  to  make  of  the  Words  in  hoopt.  This  Emendation  is  flill  farther 
confirmed  by  a  very  juft  and  learned  Obfervation  of  Mr.  Upton,  whd 
has  given  a  Key  to  Anthmy\  Charaaer,  as  drawn  by  Shake/pear,  which 
ftiews  the  Poet's  great  Accuracy  in  Charadteriftics.  He  obferves  from 
Plutarch,  that  .^w/^e/zy  aiFeded  the  afiatic  S^ile  in  common  Difcourfe  j 
yoh.  I.  @  which 
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How  fhould  we  have  flatned  our  Authors  if  wc 
had,  as  the  Rehearfal  calls  it,  tranfpros'd  them  in  the 
like  manner  ?  In 


which  was,  fays  Cicero^  <verhls  ^olucre  et  incitatTim,  exornatum  et  nimis 
redundans.  I  have  before  obfervM  that  the  Afiatic  Stile  and  Sentiments 
are  from  the  Scriptures  adopted  by  the  EngUJhy  and  particularly  by 
Shakefpeayi  bathe  has  given  hQtii  A^thcny  and  Cleopatra  a  Rapidity 
and  Boldnefs  of  Metaphors  that  approaches  even  to  Phrenfy,  which  was 
peculiarly  proper  to  their  Characlers.  Of  this  I  fhall  give  an  Inftancc, 
which,  i  think,  has  been  hitherto  mifunderHood  in  two  if  not  more 
Places.  Acl  i.  Scene  6.  Cleopatra  is  talking  of  Anthony  then  in  'Rome^ 
and  fays  of  him, 

.  Hes  /peaking  now, 

Or  murniring\  Where's  my  Serpent  of  old  Kili  f 

For  fo  he  calls  me\  nonv  I  feed  niyfelf 

With  moft  delicious  Poifon :  Ihink  on  me 

That  am  nvith  Phoebus'  antrous  Pinches  llack^ 

And  <vjrinkled  deep  in  Time,    Broad-fronted  Ca^far, 

When  thou  w:aj}  here  above  the  Ground^  I  %ms 

A  Morfel for  a  Monarch,  &c. 

The  Editions  which  diHinguifli  Anthonf^  Speech,  either  by  Italics  or 
Commas,  make  him  only  fay,  ^jjhere'^s  my  Serpent  of  old  Nile  ?  the  reft 
is  Cleopatra^  own.  But  furely  it  is  a  ftrange  Compliment  only  to  call 
her  a  Serpent  of  Nile.  And  why  then  does  Ihe  mentioi  it  as  a  Wonder 
that  he  fhould  fay  fuch  rapturous  things  of  her  in  her  Decline  of  Life  ? 
No,  Anthonfs  Speech  fhould  be  continued  as  the  Metaphor  is, 

  Where's  my  Serpent  of  old  Nile? 

'  Novo  I  feed  my f elf 

With  mofi  delicious  Poifon;    •<  • 

Both  Parts  belong  to  him ;  and  then  fhe  goes  on,  Think,  fays  (he, 
that  he  utters  fuch  Raptures  as  thefe  on  me,  tho'  novj  I'jr inkle d  deep 
in  Time.  But  after  this,  why  is  Ccsfur  call'd  broad-fronted?  is. 
there  the  lead  ground  from  Medals,  Statues,  or  Hiflcry,  for  fuch  a 
Defcription  of  him  ?  No,  but  the  very  Reverfe.  Look  on  his  Medals, 
and  particularly  on  the  fine  Bronze  at  Dr.  Mead's^  and  you'll  find  that' 
he  has  a  remarkably  Jharp  Forehead.  But  there  is  a  Peculiarity  ia 
Cesfars  Forehead  mentioned  by  all  Hiftorians,  and  confirmed  by  Medal* 
and  Statues.  He  was  haldt  and  boafted  {hat  he  would  cover  his  Temples 
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In  this  Place  work  a  ^ickfand. 

And  over  it  a  Jhallow  fmiling  Water, 

And  his  Ship  ploughing  it,  and  them  afear'd ; 

Do  their  Fear  bravely,   '^he 


with  Laurels  inftead  of  Hair;  and  for  that  purpofe  after  he  was  Z);V- 
tator,  conftantly  wore  his  Laurel-Crown.    I  read  therefore, 

,    ,  '^Ad.-fronted  Caefar. 


It  is  perfeaiy  in  Charaaer  for  Cleopatra  to  mention  a  ^lemifh  in  C^>^ 
for  fhe  a  little  below  (hews  a  Contempt  for  his  Memory,  m  comP^^^^^^^^^ 
of  her  Anthony.  In  the  fame  Scene  there  are  two  other  l^^^^^' 
which  feem  not  hiiherto  underftood;  Alcxas  giving  an  Account  oi 
Anthony^  MefTage  to  Cleopatra : 

Alex.   Good  Friend,  quoth  he. 

Say  the  firm  Roman  to  great  JEgy^t  fends 

Ihis  freafure  of  an  Oyjier,  at  nuhofe  Foot^ 

"To  mend  the  petty  Prefent,  I  n^ill  piece 

Her  opulent  Throne  <with  Kingdoms.  All  the  Eafl^ 

Say  thou,  floaU  call  her  Wftrefs,    So  he  nodded. 

And  foherly  did  mount  an  Arm-gaunt  Steed, 

Who  neigh' d  fo  high,  that  ^hat  I  <would  have  f poke. 

Was,  Beajl-like,  dumFd  by  him. 

To  piece,  to  this  Day  fignifies  to  join  two  Pieces  together,  or  to  fallen 
new  Parts  to  any  thing,  as  to  piece  a  Rope,  to  piece  a  Beam,  &c.  1^ 
piece  her  Throne  ^^ith  Kingdoms  is  therefore  exceedingly  clear.    I  will 
join  new  Kingdoms  to  her  Dominions,  and  make  her  i^ueen  of  Afia  as 
well  as  jEgypt.  This  Senfe  feems  to  have  been  overlooked  by  Sir  T.omas 
Hanmer  and  Mr.  Warhurton,  or  elfe  I  know  not  w^y  they  changd  i 
to  pace,  which  feems  much  more  obfcure  than  the  former.    Sir  Uoma 
makes  another  Change  in  thefe  Lines,  for  arm-gaunt  he  reads  ^r;«-5/r/. 
I  fuppofe  he  meant  nvith  Arms  or  Shoulders  hound  round  ^ith  ^apP^^^' 
The.Expreffion  is  very  ftifF  in  this  Senfe,  and  juftly  rejeaed  by  Mr.  War- 
burton.  Who  reftorcs  arm-gaunt,  and  explains  it  of  a  War-Hone  grown 
gaunt  or  lean  by  long  Marches  and  frequent  Fights.    Bat  why  muft 
Anthony,  after  a  profound  Peace  and  a  long  Revel  m  the  Arms  ot  Cleo- 
patra upon  his  Return  to  Rome,  have  nothing  to  nde  but  an  old  batter  d 
lean  War-Horfe?  Bende,  lean  Horfes  are  feldom  remarkable  like  this 
for  neighing  loud  and  vigoroufly .  By  Arm  we  all  underftand  the  Shoulder, 
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The  fecond  Inftance  quoted  in  the  Mufceum  as  a 
Proof  of  Mr.  Upton's  Excellency,  is  his  Alteration 
of  another  of  Shakejpears  peculiar  Graces  in  the 
following  celebrated  Paflage. 

Ay^  but  to  die^  a?id go  we  know  not  where-, 

To  lie  in  cold  ObfiruElion^  and  to  rot : 

This  fenjible  warm  Motion  to  become 

A  kneaded  Clod^  a?2d  the  delighted  Spirit 

"To  bathe  in  fiery  Floods^  or  to  refide 

In  thrilling  Regions  of  thick-ribbed  Ice. 

The  Epithet  delighted  in  the  fourth  Line  is  extremely 
bea  itiful,  as  it  carries  on  the  fine  Antithefis  between 
the  Joys  of  Life  and  the  Horrors  of  Death,  ms 
fenfible  warm  Motion  mufi  become  a  kneaded  Clod, 
and  this  Spirit,  delighted  as  it  has  hitherto  been 
with  the  foothing  Delicacies  of  Senfe  and  the  pleafing 
Ecftafies  of  youthful  Fancy,  muft  bathe  in  fiery 
Floods,  This  is  peculiarly  proper  from  a  Youth  juft 
fnatch'd  from  Revelry  and  Wantonnefs,  to  fuffcr 
the  anguifli  and  Horror  of  a  fhameful  Death.  But 
this  beautiful  Senfe  not  being  feen,  Mr.  TJpton  makes 
the  firft  Editor  furprifingly  blind  indeed,  for  he  fays 


in  Latitiy  Armus\  gau7it  is  lea7i  or  thin.  It  is  common  for  Poets  to 
mention  the  mott  dilHnguilh'd  Beauty  of  any  thing  to  exprcfs  Beauty 
in  general,  by  Synecdoche  a.  Part  is  put  for  the  whole ;  Jrm-gaunt  therefore 
iignifies  thin-Jhoulderd,  which  we  know  to  be  one  of  the  principal  Beauties 
of  a  Horfe,  and  the  Epithet  has,  from  the  uncommon  ufe  of  either  part 
of  the  compound  Word  in  this  Senfe,  an  antiqut  Dignity  and  Grandeur 
in  Sodiid  that  Poets  much  delight  in. 

But  1  muft  fupprefs  this  Career  in  Criticijing  on  Shakefpsar.  Thefe 
PalTages  have  fali'n  diredly  in  my  way,  and  one  feldom  opens  a  Scene 
of  his  where  one  meets  not  many  Objefts  of  new  Criticifms,  tho'  Men 
of  luch  great  Abilities  and  Learning  have  been  before  us,  and  poffefs'd 
thcmielvcs  of  the  mofc  remarkable. 

that 
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that  he  did  not  fee  the  Abfardity  of  a  Spirit's  being 
delighted  to  bathe  in  fiery  Floods.  Upon  fuppofitiou 
therefore  of  this  Abfurdity  being  chargeable  on  the 
old  Text,  he  alters  delighted  Spirit  to  delinquent 
Spirit :  A  Change  which  totally  lofes  the  whole 
Spirit  of  the  Poet's  original  Sentiment.  Thefe  are 
fach  Miftakes,  that  neither  the  moft  extenfive 
Literature  nor  the  Accuracy  of  a  Locke's  Judgment 
can  fecure  a  Man  from  ;  ndr  indeed  any  thing  but  a 
Poetic  T 2jle,  a  Soul  that 

Is  of  Imagination  all  compact ^ 
That  can  follow  Shake/pear  in  his  ftupendous  Flights, 
And Jhoot  from  Earth  to  Heav'n,  from  Heavn  to 

Earth.  Midfummcr  N  ight's  Dream. 

But  fhould  fuch  a  Genius  contemn  and  deride 
Men  of  cooler  Reafon  and  fuperior  Knowledge  ? 
No ;  nor  fliould  the  deep-read  Scholar  defpife  him. 
Great  Learning  and  Qa;cknefs  of  Parts  very  rarely 
meet  in  one  Bread :  When  they  do,  they  are  excel- 
lent indeed-  but  feparately  they  are  extremely  va- 
luable. Far  therefore  from  Contempt  or  Variance, 
they  fhould,  like  Sifter-Sciences,  love  and  accord, 
and  each  in  Honour  prefer  the  other  to  itfelf  Mr. 
Upton  poflefles  the  firft  of  thefe  Characters  in  a  very 
eminent  Degree,  and  the  -f*  learned  World  have  only  to 

complair^ 


\  This  Gentleman  has  given  us  a  Specimen  of  an  Edition  of  the 
Greek  ^ejlament  which  he  is  preparing  for  the  Public,  and  it  is  quite 
amazing  that  the  Precepts  of  that  Book  have  not  prcvail'd  with  him  to 
lay  afide  the  Stile  of  Infult  on  all  his  Fellow-Labourers  in  the  Explana- 
tion of  the  Gofpel.  He  propofes  a  Solution  of  two  remarkable  Diffi- 
culties ;  and  all  the  venerable  and  learned  l^ames  the  Hammonds^ 
Whitbys^  Prideauxes^  &c.  as  well  as  thofe  of  other  Nations  and  Ages 
who  have  before  attempted  to  folve  them,  he  calls  weak  Defenders, 
and  their  Attempts  ridiculous. 

t  %  One 
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complain  of  his  impofing  mere  Conjedures  upon  them 
for  abfolute  Certainties,  and  of  his  rough  Treatment 

of 


One  of  the  Paflages  \s  Matthe^jc  \\.  23.  Jnd  he  came  and  dtJceU 
in  a  City  calTd  Nazareth,  that  it  7night  he  fulfilled  ivJ:icb  ^as  fpoken  hy 
the  Prophets.  Uejhallhe  calVd  a  Nazarene. 

The  Diffkalty  here  is,  to  find  any  Prophefy  in  the  Old  Teftament, 
that  does  exprefly  affert  ChriiTs  being  to  be  call'd  a  Nazarere,  To  this 
many  of  the  ancient  Chridians  fay,  that  the  Apoftle  refers  to  fome 
Writings  of  the  Prophets  then  extant,  but  which  are  now  loft.  But 

or 

St.  JercTKy  and  from  him  Dr.  Whitby,  has  given  the  following  Sola-, 
tion  of  the  Difficulty.    The  Evangeliiis  when  they  refer  to  a  particular 
Prcphefy,  fpeak  in  the  fmgular  Number,  hy  the  Prophet ;  but  here  it 
15  in  the  P'.aral,  sT/st  t^:v  ^f:*}fTtf7r,  by  the  Prophets;  fo  that  St.  Mat- 
then-v,  fays  St.  Jerc-m,  does  not  refer  to  any  particular  Prcphefy,  as  in 
other  Inilances,  but  to  the  Senfe  of  the  ancient  Prophefies  in  general, 
which  were,  that  Chrijl  fhouldbs  an  Alien  to  his  Brethren,  and  a  foreigner 
to  his  "Mother  s  Sons.     That  he  -fijould  fufer  Hey  reach  and  Shame ,  that  he 
/hould be  defpis' d  and  rejeSIed^  &c.   Thele  Prophefies  were  fulfilled  in  his 
being  call'd  a  Nc^^rene.   For  the  Galileans  m  general  were  by  the  Je^s 
Keld  infamous^  Search  and  kokyfor  cut  of  Galilee  crifeth  no  Prophet,  fay  the 
whole  Sr.nhedrim ;  and  Kazzireth  was  the  mod  infamous  of  all  the  Towns 
of  Galilee.   The  jufl  Naihanael  was  fo  carry'd  away  by  prejudice  againft 
it,  that  it  ftagger'd  his  Faith  when  Philip  told  him,  that  J  ejus  of 
Nazareth  was  the  Mfffiah.    Can  any  good  thing,  fays  he,  ccme  out  of 
Nazareth  ?    One  Ben  Nezer,  a  famous  Robber  of  Krxareth  had  greatly 
contributed  to  this  Infamy  on  the  Town,  and  we  find  by  the  Reception 
the  'Sa^arer.es  gave  cur  Sai.'iour  when  he  firil  preach'd  amongft  them 
and  declared  h:mreU"the  'Mejfah',  that  they  were  really  the  moft  hardned 
in  their  VVickednefs  of  all  the  Cities  of  Jud^a,    The  Je-uos  therefore 
gave  the  Name  of  Nafcarene  to  Chrij?,  and  Nazarenes  to  Chriftians  as 
^  high  Alark  of  Infamy.    And  thus  were  the  antient  Prophefies  relating 
to  the  Infr.my  that  Chrifl  was  to  fufFer  literally  fuIfiU'd  in  his  being 
Call'd  a  Kazarene,    Add  to  this  whatfeveral  learned  Men  have  obferv'd, 
that  Nd'zarens  f-gr.ifies  a  Perfon  feparate,  as  Jrfeph  and  Snmpfin,  two 
eminent  .Types  of  Chriil  were  Kazczrer.eSf  Perl'ons  feparate  to  God, 
^nd  our  Saviour  their  Arche-Type,  is  faid  by  the  Apoft!e  to  be  feparate 
.from  Men  m  the  nobleft  Senfe  of  the  Wcrd,  he  was  fparate  from  Sitiy 
the  Jioly  One  of  God,    -The  Margin  of  our  Bibles  refer  us  too  to  Ifaiah 
xi.  I.    And  there  Jh  all  come  fcrih  a.  Rod  cut  of  the  Stem  of  JefTe,  and  a 
1^ eizer  fpa/i  gro^M  out  of  his  Roots.    Here  the  original  Word,  which  is 
l.ranfTated  Branch  in  the  EngJiJ/y,  fV.V  Men  well  VeriM  in  Hehrezu,  '^s  the 
fame  with  the  Nazarene,  the  feparate  One,  the  holy  One.— Dr.  UT:ithj 
Jlces  notnlFent  to  tHH  being  fjlfilfd  by  his  being  call'd  a  Kazare;ie  ;  for, 
feys  he,  he  was  as  much  the  Separate,  the  Holy  Drie,  before  he  dAveH 

in 
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of  his  Brother  Critics,  and  then  to  acknowledge  its 
Obligations  to  him  for  many  judicious  Criticifrns  and 

Emenda- 


in  Nazareth  as  after. — The  Reafon  feems  quite  inconclafive — and  the 
very  learned  Dr.  Jackfon  had  long  before  Dr.  Wbithy  fhew'd  it  to  be  fo ; 
for  fays  he,  It  well  fuited  the  all-controlling  Providence  of  God  to 
make  the  Enemies  of  Chriil:  give  him  by  way  of  Reproach  a  Name 
which  he  had  preordained  for  him  as  a  Name  of  Dignity  and  Honour. 
Thus  the  Title  on  the  Crofs-— /^^^^  Nazarene  the  King  of  the  Jews- 
was  Difgrace  and  Taunt  in  the  Intentions  of  his  Crucifiers,  but  in  the 
Counfels  of  God  was  Dignity  and  Truth. — But  fays  Mr.  Upton  of 
fuch  Solutions  as  thefe, 

Non  tali  diixilioy  non  Defenforibus  ijlis 
Tempus  egct. 

Had  Dr.  Bentley,  fays  he,  taken  the  PafTage  in  hand,  he  would  have 
known  what  to  defend,  hew  far,  and  where  to  flop.  For  the  Words 
oTcy?  'fflrAMOfyS?,  &c. — that  it  might  be  fuljilled,  &c.  are  only  the 
marginal  Note  of  fome  Cabalifiical  Annotator.  This  he  afierts  wkh  as 
much  pofitivenefs  as  if  he  had  been  a  Witnefs  to  fuch  Infertion,  and 
knew  the  Method  how  it  afterwards  crept  into  the  Text  of  every  Manu- 
fcript  in  every  Church  thro'  the  whole  World;  for  no  Pretence  is  added 
of  any  fingle  Manufcript  fupporting  this  bold  Attack  on  a  Part  of  the 
facred  Text.  If  it  may  be  fuppofed  that  fuch  an  Interpolation  might  have 
infe6led  all  the  Copies  that  have  reached  our  Age;  is  there  the  leaft 
Probability  that  it  could  have  infe^^led  them  all  before  St.  Jerom,  or  that 
fo  very  learned  a  Man  as  He  fhould  not  have  had  the  leaft  Sufpicion  of  it  ? 

A  fecond  Difficulty  which  Mr.  Upton  would  folve  in  the  fame 
manner,  is  in  Luke  ii.  i.  7here  nvent  out  a  Decree  from  Ca^far  Au- 
guftus  that  all  the  World  foould  he  taxed,  and  this  Taxing  nvas  firfi  made 
ix)hen  Cyrenius  <vjas  Governor  of  Syria.  Now  it  is  certain,  that  Cyrenius 
was  not  Governor  of  Syria  till  above  Ten  Years  after  the  Birth  of  our 
Saviour.  So  that  the  Times  do  not  coincide.  The  Fa6l  was  this ; 
Augujlus,  three  Years  before  our  Saviour's  Birth,  order'd  that  an  En- 
rollment ftiould  be  made  of  the  Names,  Families,  and  FoiTefTions  of  all 
the  Roman  Empire,  in  order  to  lay  a  Tax  upon  them.  As  this  took  up 
fome  Years  in  being  executed,  it  reach'd  Judaa  the  third  Year  at  the 
very  Time  of  our  Saviour's  Birth.  Bat  Judaa  not  being  then  reduced 
to  a  Roman  Province,  but  governM  by  its  own  Kings,  no  Tax  was 
levied  in  confequence  of  this  Enrollment  till  about  eleven  Years  after- 
wards, when  Archelaus  the  Son  of  Herod  being  banifli'd,  Judaa  was 
made  a  Province  and  the  Tax  defign'd  was  then  levied,  not  with- 
out violent  Oppofition  and  great  Bioodfhed.  To  clear  the  Evangelift, 
(who  being  a  Man  of  Learning  could  noi  err,  had  he  had  no.  divine 
Affiltaace,  in  fo  notorious  a  Fadl)  Dr.  Fridiaux  tramlates  the  Paffage 

e  4  thus : 
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Emendations  on  Shakefpear   and  other  Authors. 
Shakefpear  alone  is  a  vaft  Garden  of  Criticifm,  where 
 tho* 

thus:  ''Avtjj  h  AToypctftY)  ^psoT,^  lyivcTc — This  Tax  firft  took 
efFeft  or  was  firft  levied  when  Cyremus  was  Governor  of  Syria.  It  was 
only  an  Enrollment  before,  but  then  it  became  a  Tax.  Dr.  JVhithy 
offers  another  Interpretation,  which  has  fmce  been  almoft  univerfally 
adopted  by  all  Men  of  Learning  before  Mr.  C///o//.  This  Enrollment 
Tp<yrj?  lyiviTo,  was  prior  to  that  which  hapned  when  Cyremus  was 
Governor,  i^c.  And  that  the  Word  -rps-'TM  moft  generally  bears  that 
Senfe  in  the  Scriptures,  lie  produces  four  Inllances  from  the  Scptuagint, 
four  from  the  Evangelifis,  and  to  prove  it  Greek  gives  one  from  Jri/i*- 
fhanes.  He  farther  adds,  that  the  fiighteft  change  of  the  Letters  ^^.09 
Ttii  inftead  of  -TrpoirM  will  give  this  Senfe  indifputably.  But  Dr.  WJMhy 
is  unwilling  to  make  the  leaft  Change  without  abfolateNecefiity,  Not  fo 
Mr.  Upton f  he  pronounces  abfolutely,  that  the  Words  are  fpurious  and 
nothing  but  a  marginal  Note  of  fome  Perfon  ignorant  in  Chronology, 
which  fome  Tranfcriber  inferted  into  the  Text,  and  the  Error  was  pro- 
pagated from  Copy  to  Copy.  This  is  really  a  Boldnefs  and  Extrava- 
gance of  Criticifm  as  great  as  any  which  this  Gentleman  complains  of 
in  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  and  of  ten  millions  of  times  worfe  Confequence. 
Sir  Thomas,  in  expunging  or  changing  vi'hole  Sentences  of  Shakefpear^ 
could  plead  the  length  of  Time  which  moft  of  his  Plays  continued  in 
Manufcript  amongft  the  Players,  and  the  unlimited  and  unaccountable 
Liberties  which  every  new  Adlor  took,  in  altering  things  to  fuit  his  own 
Whim  or  the  Tafte  of  the  Audience.  But  dees  Mr.  Upton  confider  how 
differently  the  Gofpels  were  propagated,  that  St.  Luke\  in  particular 
was  very  early  difpers'd  thro*  all  the  Churches,  each  of  which  were 
watchful  Guardians  of  this  their  facred  Trcafure  ?  I  make  the  Number 
fmall,  when  I  fay  it  is  probable  that  not  lefs  than  Ten  thoufand  Copies 
of  this  Gofpel  were  difpers'd  in  the  Apofiles  own  Life-tim'e.  It  muft 
have  been  near  a  Century  at  lead  after  this  before  we  can  fuppofe  any 
Man  fo  ignorant  of  Hiftory  as  not  to  l^ow  that  our  Saviour  was  born 
when  Herod  was  King  of  Judaa,  gnd  not  when  Cyrenius  was  Governor 
of  that  and  the  reft  of  the  Province  of  Syria.  There  muft  have  been 
by  that  Time  at  leaft  four  times  as  many  Copies  of  St.  Luke'i  Gofpel  as 
there  were  before.  Now  fuppofing  fome  one  of  thefe  Forty  thoufand 
Copies  to  have  had  fuch  an  Interpolation  made  in  it:  It  muft  be  the 
ftrangeft  thing  in  the  World,  that  People  from  Age  to  Age  ftiould  all 
tranfcribe  from  this  Copy  only,  and  not  one  Church  or  one  Man  fee  the 
notorious  Abfurdity  of  fuch  a  PalTage,  fuppofmg  the  Words  would 
admit  of  no  other  Interpretation,  than  that  Chriji  was  born  when 
Cyrenius  was  Governor  of  Sy7  ia.  An  Abfurdity,  full  as  glaring  as  the 
following  Paffage  would  have-been,  fuppofing  it  put  in  an  EngUfij  Hiftory. 
^uch  ^  Verfon  9xas  horn  in  the  Reign  of  Ki»g  Charles  the  Second^  juji  at 
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tho'  the  Editors  have  pull'd  up  great  Numbers  of 
Weeds,  and  the  View  is  much  improv'd,  yet  many 
are  ftill  left,  and  each  of  the  Editors  have  millakingly 
puird  up  feme  Flowers  which  want  to  be  replac'd. 
And  this  will  be  the  Fate  of  every  Critic  who  knows 
not  every  lingle  Word^  Hi/lory y  Cujiom^  Trade,  &c. 
that  Shake/pear  himfelf  knew,  which  at  this  diftance 
of  Time  is  next  to  an  Impoffibility.  What  room 
therefore  for  Quarrels  and  Infults  upon  each  other  ? 
Veniam  petimiifque  damufque,  {hould  be  our  general 
Rule  and  Motto.  Without  this  we  in  this  Edition  ftand 
felf-condemn*d.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  are  another 
Field  of  Criticifm  next  in  Beauty  to  Shakefpear,  and 
like  him  over-run  with  Weeds,  many  of  which  are, 
we  hope,  now  rooted  out  5  and  fome  real  Flowers, 
we  fear,  miftakingly  pluckt  up  with  them.  Far 


the  Time  ^hen  the  Bill  of  Exclujion  uvas  brought  into  Parliament.  No'W 
this  Exdufion  Bill,  'TTP^-yry^  kyiviro,  ivas  frji  made  ivhsH  William 
Prince  of  Orange  uuas  King  of  England.    The  Reduftion  of  Judaa  into 
a  Roman  Province  under  Cyrenius,  was  a  Fadl  full  as  remarkable  to  the 
Jews,  as  the  Re'volution  is  to  the  En^lijh ;  and  I  think  we  muft  ftay  five 
or  fix  Centuries  before  one  fmgle  Man  could  be  found  abfurd  enough, 
to  write  even  fuch  a  marginal  Note  in  an  Englijh  Hiftory.    The  Cafe  is 
extremely  fimilar,  and  that  fuch  a  marginal  Note  (hould  be  made,  and 
afterwards'  adopted  into  the  Text  of  all  fubfequent  Editions  is  next  to  a 
moral  Impoffibility.    If  Mr.  TJ^ton  therefore  will  refled  how  great  a 
Character  Dr.  Bentley  tarnifli'd  and  almoft  ruin'd^  by  his  bold  Attacks  on 
the  Text  of  the  Scriptures,  by  his  Pofitivenefs  and  AlTurance  in  things 
of  mere  Conje£lure,  and  by  his  Infults  on  other  Editors,  furely  he  will  no 
Jonger  copy  fuch  Ble?nijhes,  however  he  is  tempted  and  enabled  to  emu- 
late the  fhining  Parts  of  the  DoSiors  Charafter.  Dr.  Bentley  was  juftly 
prevented  from  publifhing  his  Greek  Teftament,  and  if  Mr.  Upton  will 
candidly  re-examine  his  own  Specimen,  he  will  find  that  it  will  be  to 
him  too,  Periculof^e  plenum  opus  Aleee.    The  Reader  fliould  know  that 
this  Gentleman  has  fince  given  up  his  Change  in  Shake/pear  of  delighted 
to  delinquent,  fuppcfing  the  former  jullifiable  by  a  Claffical  Authority, 
but  which  not  being  quite  fimilar,  by  no  means  explains  the  intrinfic 
Beauty  of  the  Paffage. 

there* 


Ixxlv  PREFACE. 


therefore  from  the  leaft  Pretence  to  Perfeftion,  from 
the  leaft  Right  to  impcfe  our  Conjedtures  as  infallible ; 
v/e  have  only  inferted  thoie  in  the  Text  which  for  the 
Reafons  affign'd  in  the  Notes  appeared  more  proba- 
ble than  the  former  Readings.  We  have  endeavoured 
to  give  fair  Play  to  the  old  Text,  by  turning  it  on  every 
Side,  and  allowing  it  all  the  Interpretations  we  could 
poffibly  affix  to  the  Words,  and  where  it  appear'd  cor- 
rupt, we  never  inlerted  our  own  Reading  without  giving 
what  we  thought  a  probable  Account  of  the  Me:hod 
how  foch  a  Ciiunge  had  been  before  made.  At  leaft, 
as  I  can  properly  fpeak  for  myfelf  only,  thefe  were 
the  Rules  I  always  wifti  to  have  followed,  and  en- 
deavour'd  to  follow,  as  foon  as  I  became  a  Principal 
in  the  Work.  But  the  Share  which  I  had  in  it, 
gives  not  the  leaft  room  for  any  thing  like  Com.ple- 
tion  on  my  Part.  The  Ainftance  which  I  gave 
Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr,  Sympjin^  who  publifli'd  about 
Two-thirds  of  the  Work,  was  by  neceflary  Avoca- 
tions intermitted  thro'  feveral  Plays,  and  the  others 
more  or  lefs  attended  to,  as  Bufinels  or  Company 
would  permit,  or  as  the  Plays  feem'd  more  or  lefs  to 
deferve  Attention.  To  what  I  printed  myfelf,  I 
only  dedicated  fome  few  of  the  many  leifure  Plours 
which  I  had  in  a  Country  Village,  hoping  for  pardon 
for  the  Idlcnefs  rather  than  Merit  from  the  Ul'eful- 
nefs  of  tl:e  Work.  If  thefe  Notes  {hould  ever  go 
thro'  a  fecond  Edition,  I  ftiall  gratefully  acknowledge 
any  Emendations  either  of  tliem  or  the  Text  of  our 
Authors,  which  any  Reader  will  favour  me  with ;  and 
muft  f  •  to  each, 

— '   Si  quid  novijli  renins  ijlis^ 

■  Candidus  imperii  \  fi  non^  his  utere  mccum. 


POST- 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

THE  Gentleman  who  is  moft  oblig'd  to  Shake- 
Jpear,  and  to  whom  Shake/pear  is  moft  obliged 
of  any  Man  living,  hapning  to  fee  the  former  Sheet 
of  the  Preface,  where  at  Page  5 1  and  52,  Shake/pear's 
peculiar  Superiority  over  our  Authors  in  his  Magic^ 
is  afcrib'd  to  the  accidental  Advantage  of  a  low  Edu- 
cation •  he  could  not  well  brook  a  Paffage  which 
feem'd  to  derogate  from  his  Favourite.    As  Shakef- 
pear  had  as  good  Senfe  as  our  Authors,  he  thought, 
he  would  be  as  f$ee  fron^  real  Superftition.  This 
does  not  always  follow.    Education  will  tin£lure 
even  the  brighteft  Parts.    There  is  Proof  that  our 
Authors  held  all  Sorcery,  Witchcraft,  &c,  as  mere 
Jugler's  Tricks,  but  not  the  leaft  roortl  to  doubt  of 
Shakefpear'^  having  believ'd  them  in  his  Youth, 
whatever  he  did  afterwards  ^  and  this  is  all  that  is 
afferted.    Is  this  therefore  a  Derogation  ?   No,  it 
only  fhews  the  amazing  Power  of  his  Genius ;  a 
Genius  which  could  turn  the  Bug-beirs  of  his  former 
Credulity  into  the  nobleft  Poetic  Machines.  Juft 
as  Homer  built  his  Machinery  on  the  Superftitions 
which  he  had  been  bred  up  to.    Both  indeed  give 
great  Diftinftion  of  Charafters,  and  great  poetic 
Dignity  to  the  Demons  they  introduce  3  nay,  they 
form  fome  new  Ones  5  but  the  Syftem  they  build  on 
is  the  Vulgar  Creed.    And  here  (after  giving  due 
Praife  to  the  Gentleman  above,  for  reftoring  Shakef- 
pear*^  Magic  to  its  genuine  Horror,  out  of  that  low 
Buffoonery  which  former  Adtors  and  Managers  of 
Theatres  had  flung  it  into)  I  fliall  Ihew  in  what 
Light  Sbakefpear'^  low  Education  always  appeared  to 

me 
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me  by  the  following  Epitaph  wrote  many  Years 
fince,  and  publifh'd  in  Mr.  Dodjlefs  Mifcellany. 

Upon  S  H  A  K  E  s  p  E  A  r's  Monument  at  Stratford 
upon  Avon. 

Great  Horner'^  Birth  fev'n  rival  Cities  claim ^ 
^00  mighty  fuch  Monopoly  of  Fame : 
Tet  not  to  Birth  alone  did  Homer  owe 
His  wondrous  Worth ;  what  ^gypt  could  beflow^ 
With  all  the  Schools  of  Greece  and  Afia  join'd^ 
Enlarged  th'  imrnenfe  Expanjion  of  his  Mind. 
"Nor yet  unrival'd  the  Mceonian  Strain^ 
T^^  *  Britifli  Eagle    J  /)6^Mantiian  Swan, 
Tow'r  equal  Heights,    But  happier  Stratford,  thou 
With  incontejled  Laurels  deck  thy  Brow  ; 
Thy  Bard  was  thine  unfchoord,  a?2d  from  thee 
brought 

More  than  all  -^gypt,  Greece,  or  Afia,  taught ; 
Not  Homer'i  felf  fuch  matchlefs  Laurels  won, 
The  Greek  has  Rivals^  but  thy  Shakefpear  none. 

*  Milton. 
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Commendatory  Poems 
o  N 

BEAUMONT  2.n^  FLETCHER, 

With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
By  Mr.  Theobald,  Mr.  Seward,  and  Mr.  Sympfon* 
Printed  under  the  Infpe^ion  of  Mr,  Seward. 


To  my  Friend  Mafl  er  John  Fletcher,  upon 

his  Faithful  Shepherdefs. 


^  T  Kjiow  too  well,  that,  no  more  than  the  Man, 

That  travels  through  the  burning  Defarts^  can^ 
When  he  is  beaten  with  the  raging  Sun, 
Half  fmother'd  in  the  Duji^  have  power  to  run 
From  a  cool  River,  which  himfelf  doth  find. 
E'er  he  be  flak'd ;  no  more  can  he,  whofe  Mind 

*  The  Commendatory  Poems  were  printed  without  Judgment  or 
Order ;  feveral  of  them  (particularly  the  firft  as  rank'd  in  the  late 
Editions)  greatly  injure  our  Authors  by  injudicious  Encomiums,  and  have 
too  little  Merit  to  be  republifhed.  Mr.  neobald  left  feveral  Corredlions 
upon  thefe  obfcure  Poems,  and  many  others  would  have  been  added, 
had  not  Una  Litura  appear'd  the  beft  Remedy.  All  are  therefore  now 
difcarded  but  what  appear'd  worthy  of  the  Reader's  Attention,  and 
thefe  are  rangM  according  to  the  Order  of  Time  in  which  they  feem  to 
have  been  wrote.  Beaumont  himfelf  now  leads  in  Defence  of  his  Friend 
Fletcher  %  charming  Dramatic  Palloral  the  Faithful  Shepberdefs^  which 
having  been  damn'd  at  its  firft  Appearance  on  the  Stage,  Beaumont  and 
Jcnfony  with  the  Spirits  of  Horace  and  Juwnal,  lafh  the  dull  Herd  for 
Ueir  ilupid  Ingratitude. 

Joys 


f  ^  3 

yoys  in  the  MufeSy  hold  from  that  delight^ 

^  When  Nature^  and  his  full  noughts  bid  him  'write. 

Yet  wif)  I  thofe^  "xhom  I for  Friends  have  known ^ 

To  fing  their  Noughts  to  7io  Ears  but  their  own, 

Whyjloould  the  Man^  whofe  Wit  ne'er  had  a  Jiain^ 

Upon  the  publick  Stage  prefent  his  Vein^ 

And  make  a  thoifand  Men  in  Judgment  ft, 

IT ?  call  in  queflion  his  undoubted  Wit, 

Scarce  two  of  which  can  underjland  the  Laws, 

Which  they  f mild  judge  by,  nor  the  Party  s  Caufe  ? 

Among  the  Rout,  there  is  not  one  that  hath 

In  his  own  cenfure  an  explicit e  Faith 

One  company,  kjiowing  they  judgment  lack. 

Ground  their  belief  on  the  next  Man  in  black  : 

Others,  on  him  that  makes  fg?is,  and  is  mute  j 

Some  like,  as  he  does  in  the  faireji  Suit ; 

He,  as  his  Mifrefs  doth ,  and  foe,  by  chance  : 

Nor  want  there  thofe,  who,  as  the  Boy  doth  Dance 

Between  the  A6ls,  will  cenfure  the  whole  Play 

Some,  if  the  Wax-Lights  be  not  new  that  day  ; 

But  multitudes  there  are,  whofe  Judgment  goes 

Headlong  according  to  the  ABor's  Cloaths. 

For  this,  thefe  publick  thi?:gs,  and  I  agree 

So  ill,  that,  but  to  do  a  right  for  thee, 

I  had  not  been  perfuaded  to  have  hurVd 

nefe  few,  ilPfpoken  Lines,  into  the  World  j 

*  When  "Nature  and  his  full  Thcughts  bid  kirn  ^vcriie.]  Hers  fays  the 
judicious  Writer  of  Beaumont's  Life  in  the  General  Didlionary,  Beaumont 
evidently  (hews  that  he  was  fired  with  that  violent  PaiEon  for  Writing, 
which  the  Poets  very  juftly  call  Infpiration ;  and  he  makes  this  One 
.Proof  of  Beaumont'' i  not  being  a  mere  Corrector  of  Fletchers  Works 
but  a  joint  Author.  As  I  think  I  have  collided  fome  ftronger  Proofs  of 
this,  both  external  and  internal  than  have  been  yet  produced,  and  as  I 
have  already  built  the  former  Part  of  my  Preface  upon  thefe  Proofs,  I  fnall 
place  them  before  ;he  Reader  in  the  next  Note  juft  as  they  occurr'd 
to  me. 

Both 
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3  Both  to  be  read,  and  cenfur'd  of  by  thofe^ 
Whofe  very  Reading  makes  Ferfe  fenjlefs  Profe  : 

Such 

3  Boih  t§  le  read,  and  cen  furd  of  hy  thcfe, 

Whofe  njery  Reading  makes  Verfe  fenfelefs  Profe:"]  Here  we  fee  3 
Confcioufnefs  of  the  Poet's  own  Merit,  and  an  Indignation  at  the^ftupi- 
dity  of  the  Age  he  liv'd  in,  which  feem  to  have  been  the  Chara(5leriftics 
of  Beaumont  and  Jo?ifon.  This  will  appear  Wronger  in  the  Procefs  of 
this  Note,  in  which  I  fliall  endeavour  to  prove  what  Share  Beaumont 
iiad  in  the  Compofition  of  the  following  Plays.  1  have  already  men- 
tion*d  that  Mr.  EarPs  Tefiimony,  wrote  immediately  afcer  Beaumont's 
Death,  is  decifive  as  to  Bcaumcnt'^  having  the  largcH  Share  in  the 
Compofition  of  ^he  Maid's  Tragedy,  Philafer,  and  The  King  and  na 
King,  and  that  Beffus  in  particular  was  drawn  by  him.  [See  Mr.  Earr% 
Poem  below.]  This  was  undoubtedly  the  Reafon  why  Beaumont*^ 
Name  is  put  firft  in  the  old  Quarto's  of  thefe  Plays,  publilh'd  by  the 
Players  after  Beaumont's  Death  but  before  Fletchers,  For  would 
the  Players  have  complimented  the  Dead  at  the  Expence  of  their  living 
Friend,  Patron,  and  Supporter  ?  After  two  fuch  Proofs  as  thefe,  gene- 
ral Expreffions  or  even  traditional  Opinions  of  the  Panegyrick- Writers 
thirty  Years  after  are  lighter  than  Vanity  itfelf.  From  thefe  Plays  no 
Diftinftion  of  Hands  between  Beaumont  arid  Fletcher  was  difcern*d,  nor 
any  Sufpicion  of  fuch  a  Diftinftion  occur'd  till  I  came  to  the  TVoTnan 
Hater y  Vol.  lo.  which  appear'd  vifibly  to  have  more  of  Jonfons  man- 
ner than  any  Play  I  had  before  met  with,  which  I  mentioned  at  Note  29. 
on  that  Play,  when  deceiv'd  as  Langlane  had  been  by  the  firft  Quarto 
(publifliM  feveral  Years  after  the  Death  of  both  the  Authors)  I  verily- 
thought  that  it  had  been  Fletchers  only.  I  had  not  then  attended  to  the 
Poem  of  Beaumont's  to  Jonfon  publilh'd  at  the  End  of  The  Nice  Valourt, 
and  Woman  Hater y  by  the  fecond  Folio.  If  the  Reader  will  confult  that 
Poem,  Vol.  10.  p.  365.  he  will  find  that  it  was  fent  from  the  Country 
to  Jonfon  with  two  of  the  precedent  Comedies  not  then  finilh*d,  but 
which  Beaumont  claims  as  his  own. 

Ben,  nxjhen  thefe  Scenes  are  ferfe5l,  ^e^ll  tajle  Wine, 
Til  drink  thy  Mufe's  Health,  thou  fhalt  ^uaff  mine. 

It  Is  plain  that  they  had  been  his  Amufement  during  a  Summer  Vaca- 
tion in  the  Country,  when  he  had  no  Companion  but  his  Mufe  to  en- 
tertain him  ;  for  all  the  former  Part  of  the  Poem  is  a  Defcription  of 
the  execrable  Wine,  and  the  more  execrable  Company  which  he  was 
forced  to  endure.  Fletcher  therefore  could  not  be  with  him.  So  that 
there  are  certainly  two  Comedies  Vv'hich  properly  belong  to  Beaumont 
only,  which  therefore  we  muft  endeavour  to  find  out.  The  Verfes  tell 
us  that  he  acknowledgM  all  he  had  to  be  owing  to  Jonfon,  there  is  no 
CQubt  therefore  of  his  imitating  Jonfon\  Manner  in  thefe  Comedies. 

Shirley 
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Such  as  muft  fpend  above  an  Hour^  to  fpell 

A  Challenge  on  a  Pejiy  to  know  it  welL  Bui 

Shirley  in  the  firfi  Folio,  and  the  Publiflier  of  the  fecond  Folio,  both  agree 
in  making  the  Nice  Valour  one  of  thefe  Plays :  Now  this  Play  is  ex- 
tremely in  Jonfo'ns  Manner  as  is  obferv'd  in  the  beginning  of  the  Pre- 
face and  at  Note  8.  on  the  Verfes  to  Jonfon,  The  Prologue  of  this 
Play  has  no  Weight  being  wrote  feveral  Years  after  it,  but  the  Epi- 
logue was  evidently  wrote  in  the  Author's  Life-time,  probably  either  by 
the  Author  himfelf,  or  elfe  by  his  Friend  J  on/on:  For  'tis  extremely 
like  Jon/on  in  his  Prologues  and  Epilogues,  who  generally  lets  his  Au- 
dience know,  that  if  they  did  not  admire  him  it  was  their  Faults  not 
liis.    So  this  Epilogue  makes  the  Author  declare 

-  the  Play  is  good. 

He  fays,  *  he  knonAjs  it,  if  nfjell  underjidod,       [  *  The  Author. 

How  unlike  is  this  to  Fjgcher  and  Shake/pear's  manner,  who,  when 
they  join  together  in  Th^Kkvo  Nohle  Kinfmen,  are  even  Modefty  itfelff 
See  the  Prologue  and  Epilog  to  that  Play,  Vol.  lo.  the  latter  has  thefe 
Lines; 

Jndyet  mijiake  me  not,  I  am  not  lold^ 

We've  no  fuch  Caufe.    If  the  Tale  mie  have  told 

{For  *tis  no  other)  any  ivay  content, 

{For  to  that  honefi  Purpofe  it  nvas  meant) 

We  ha^e  our  End ;  and  ye  Jhall  have  eer  long, 

I  dare  fay  many  a  better  to  prolong 

Tour  old  Lot'es  to  us.    •  ' 

I  hope  the  Reader  will  now  fee  fufficlent  Grounds  to  believe  that  the 
Nice  Valour  was  Beaumonfs  Play :  It  is  not  Demonftration,  but  it  is 
a  high  Degree  of  Probability.  But  ftill  the  Diftindion  of  Manner  from 
Fletcher^  in  perfonizing  thePaflions  and  not  drawing  from  real  Life  fpokd 
of  above,  will  not  follow  if  Fletcher  wrote  The  TVoman- Hater,  as  the 
firft  Edition  in  ^arto  of  that  Play  aflerts,  but  the  fecond  contradifts  it 
and  ^Mts  Beaumoni*s  Name  firft  in  the  Title  Page,  and  claims  its  Changes 
from  the  Author's  Manufcript.  The  Publifher  of  the  fecond  Folio  fol- 
lows the  fecond  j^flr/o,  and  makes  it  one  of  the  Plays  referr'd  to  in  Beau- 
fnonf%  Verfes.  The  Prologue  appears  to  be  wrote  by  the  Author  him- 
felf, fpeaks  of  himfelf  in  the  fmgular  Number,  and  ^hews  great  Con- 
fidence in  the  Goodnefs  of  the  Play,  and  an  utter  Contempt  of  Two- 
penny Gallery  Judges.  Here  Beaumont's  Hand  therefore  feemM  vifiblc. 
I  therefore  began  to  recolledl  which  of  the  foregoing  Plays  moft  refem- 
blcd  this,  to  fee  what  Light  might  be  gain'd  from  ihem  i  the  firft  that 
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But  Jtnce  it  was  thy  Hap  to  throw  away  ■ 
Much  Wity  for  which  the  People  did  not  pay^ 

Becaufs, 

occurr'd  was  fhe  Knight  of  the  burning  Pefiie,  which  is  all  Burkfqut 
Sublijne,  as  Lazarilloh  Charader  in  the  Woman-Hater  is  throughout. 
Here  all  the  Editions  give  the  Knight  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  this 
therefore  is  clear,  and  the  Prologue  of  that  Play  is  in  Stile  and  Senti- 
ments fo  exaftly  like  that  of  The  Woman-Hater,  that  the  fame  Hand 
undoubtedly  drew  both.  Believing  therefore  that  the  Nice  Valour  was 
Beaumont's  only,  and  that  he  had  at  leaft  the  greateft  Share  of  7he 
Woman- Hater  and  The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pejile,  I  proceeded  to  other 
Plays,  and  firft  to  The  LittleFrench  Lanvyer,  where  La^writ  runs  Fighting- 
mad  jaft  as  Lazarillo  had  run  Eating-mad,  The  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Peftle,  Romance-mad',  Chamont  in  the  Nice  Valour,  Honour-mad,  &c. 
This  is  what  our  old  Englijh  Writers  often  diftinguilh  by  the  Name  of 
Humour.  The  Stile  too  of  La-^rit,  like  La%arillo%  and  the  Knighfs, 
is  often  the  Burlefque  Sublime,  Here  I  found  the  Prologue  fpeaking  of 
the  Authors  in  the  Plural  Number,  i.  e.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.  There 
is  a  good  deal  of  the  fame  Humour  in  The  Scornful  Lady  wrote  by  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher,  as  all  the  ^artos  declare.  The  Publifhcrs  of  The  General 
Visionary,  whofe  Accuracy  deferves  the  higheft  Applaufe,  have  help'd 
me  to  another  Play,  The  Martial  Maid,  in  which  Beaumont  had  a  Share, 
and  Jonfon\  Manner  of  charafterifing  is  very  vifible ;  an  effeminate 
Youth  and  a  mafculine  young  Lady  are  both  reformed  by  Love,  lik& 
J  on/on  s  E'very  Man  in  his  Humour,  and  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour » 
Wit  ^without  Money  and  The  Cujlom  of  the  Country  which  have  Beaumonis 
Name  firft  in  all  the  Editions,  have  fomething  of  the  fame  Hand,  par- 
ticularly in  Valentine's  extravagant  Contempt  of  Money,  and  do  great 
Honour  to  Beaumont  as  both  are  excellent  Plays,  and  the  firft  an  incom- 
parable one.  Shirley  fuppofes  The  Humorous  Lieutenant  to  be  one  of  the 
Plays  referred  to  by  Beaumont's  Verfes  to  Jonfn,  and  the  Publifher  of 
Beaumont's  Poems,  which  came  out  about  live  Years  after  Shirley  s  Folio 
of  our  Author's  Plays,  has  wrote  under  that  Poem  TJye  Maid  in  the 
Mill:  This,  I  fuppofe,  was  a  marginal  Note  of  Somebody  who  believ'd 
Beaumont  to  have  been  a  joint  Author  in  that  Play:  It  ieems  highly 
probable  that  he  was  fo  in  both  thefe  Plays,  as  the  Lieutenant  and  Buf- 
tapha  are  both  ftrong  Caracatures  and  much  in  Beaumont^  Manner. 
The  Falfe  One  mentions  the  Authors  in  the  Plural  Nun.ber,  and  1  be- 
lieve Beaumont  chiefly  drew  the  Chara^er  of  Septimius  which  gives 
Name  to  the  Play  j  but  whatever  Share  he  had  in  that  Play  it  does  him 
great  Honour.  Cupid's  Renjenge,  which  all  the  Editions  afcribe  to 
Beaumont  SLud  Fletcher,  is  only  fpoii'd  from  being  a  very  good  Tragedy 
by  a  ridiculous  Mixture  of  Machinery  ;  this  Play,  The  Noble  Gentleman, 
and  The  Coxcomb,  arc  all  that  remain  which  have  any  fort  of  external 
^   Vol.  I.  f  Evidence 
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Becaufe  they  fazv  if  noty  I  mf  difJke 
This  fecond  Publication^  which  may  Jlrike 
Their  ConfcienceSy  to  fee  the  thing  they  fcortfd^ 
To  be  with  fo  much  Wit  and  Art  adorn' d. 
Be  fides  one  'Vantage  more  in  this  Ifee^ 
Tour  Cenfurers  now  muji  have  the  Slualify 
Of  Readi?2gy  which  I  am  afraid  is  more 
Than  half  your  JJorewdefl  fudges  had  before. 

Fr.  Beaumont. 


To  the  worthy  Author  Mr.  John  Fletcher, 
upon  his  Faithful  Shefherdefs, 

II. 

THE  wife,  and  many -headed  Bench,  that  fits 
Upon  the  Lije  and  Death  of  Plays,  and  Wits, 
(Composed  of  Gamefter,  Captain,  Knight,  Knight'i 
Man, 

Lady,  or  Pucelle,  that  wears  Mask  or  Fan y 
Velvet,  or  Taffata  Capy  rank'd  in  the  dark 
With  the  Shop's  Foreman,  or  fome  fuch  brave  Spark, 
That  may  judge  for  his  Six-pence)  had,  before 
They  faw  it  half,  dainrid  thy  whole  Play-y  andy  more^ 
Their  Motives  werCy  fnce  it  had  7iot  to  do 
With  ViceSy  which  they  look'd  for^  and  came  to. 

Evidence  which  I  know,  of  Beaumont'^  being  a  joint  Author,  and 
thefe  I  build  nothing  upon.  There  are  two  others  that  partake  of  his 
manner,  which  for  that  P^eafon  only  I  fufpeft ;  l^he  Spanfjh  Curate,  and 
Lanvs  of  Candy;  The  latter  of  which  extremely  refembles  the  King 
€Lnd  No  Kh/g  in  its  principal  Charadlers.  But  we  need  not  reft  upon  mere 
Conjeftures,  fmce  Beaumont^ShsLre  of  T/?e  Mai/ s  Tragedy^  Phtlafter,  and 
the  King  and  No  King,  give  him  a  full  right  to  fhare  equally  with  Fletcher 
the  Fame  of  a  Tragic  Poet ,  and  Wit  nvithout  Money,  the  Nice  Valour^  and 
The  Lit  tie  French  Lanvyer,  raife  his  Character  equally  high  in  Comedy. 
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/,  that  am  glad,  thy  Innocence  was  thy  Guilty 
And  wijh  that  all  the  Mufes'  Blood  were  fpilt 
In  fiLch  a  Martyrdom,  to  vex  their  EyeSy 
Do  crown  thy  murder' d  Poem  :  which  JJoall  rife 
A  glorified  work  to  Time^  when  Fire^ 
Or  Moths,  Jhall  eat  what  all  thefe  Fools  admire. 

Ben.  Jonfon* 


To  Mr.  Francis  Beaumont^ 
(then  living.) 

III. 

♦  T  TOJV  Ido  love  thee,  Beaumont,  and  //^y  Mufe, 

That  unto  me  dojl  fuch  Religion  ufe  ! 
How  I  do  fear  myfelf  that  am  not  worth 
The  leaf  indulgent  Thought  thy  Pen  drops  forth! 
At  once  thou  makf  me  happy,  and  unmak  fi ; 
And,  giving  largely  to  me,  more  thou  takf. 
What  Fate  is  mine,  that  fo  itfelf  bereaves  ? 
What  Art  is  thine,  that  fo  thy  Friend  deceives  ? 
When  even  there,  where  mojl  thou  praifejl  me 
For  writing  better,  I  muft  envy  thee. 

5  Ben.  Jonfoii. 

*  This  fliort  Copy  (which  Teems  wrote  with  a  Sincerity  not  common 
in  complimentary  Poems)  treats  Beaumont  not  only  as  an  excellent  Critic, 
but  as  an  excellent  Poet ;  and  is  an  Anfwer  to  a  Poem  of  Beaumont' % 
printed  at  the  end  of  the  J<lice  Valour^  Vol.  lo. 

5  Ben.  Jonfon.']  So  Jon/on  fpelt  his  Name  himfelf  in  his  firft  ToHo, 
and  fo  it  is  fpelt  in  the  two  firft  ^artos  of  fkt  Faithful  Shcpherdefs^ 


On 
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On  Mr.  Francis  Beaumont,  on  his 
Imitations  of  Ovid^  an  Ode. 

IV. 

The  maf  chiefs  Lujl  of  a  fair  Poefy^ 

Which  erfi  was  buried  in  old  Rome'i  Decays^ 

Now  'gins  with  Heat  of  rifing  Majejly^ 

Her  duJi'Wrapt  Head  from  rotten  T'omb  to  raife. 

And  with  frejh  Splendor  gilds  her  fearlefs  Crejl^ 

Rearing  her  Palace  in  our  Poet'i  Breaji, 

The  wanton  Ovid,  whofe  enticing  Rimes 

Have  with  attraSive  Wonder  forc'd  Attention^ 

No  more  fball  be  admird  at ;  for  thefe  Times 
Produce  a  Poet^  whofe  more  rare  Invention 

Will  tear  the  lovefick  Mirtle  from  his  Brows, 

T*  adorn  his  Temples  with  deferved  Boughs. 

The  Jirongeft  Marble  fears  the  fmallejl  Rain-, 
^he  riifting  CanJler  eats  the  pureji  Goldy 

Honour's  beji  Dye  dreads  Envy's  blackejl  Stain ; 
The  crimfon  Badge  of  Beauty  mujl  wax  old. 

But  this  fair  Ifjue  of  thy  fruitful  Brain^ 

Nor  dreads  Age^  Envy^  cank'ring  Rufi  or  Rain. 

'  J.  F. 

6  The  J.  P.  here  is  undoubtedly  John  Tletcher,  and  the  Ode,  tho* 
not  immedi?rely  relating  to  the  Plays,  is  inferted  here,  firft,  for  its  in- 
trinfic  Merit ;  and,  fecondly,  as  it  will  be  pleafing  to  find  that  Fletchers 
Mufe  was  animated  with  Friend{hip  as  well  as  Beauniont\ ;  a  Circum- 
ftance,  which,  till  I  faw  this  Ode,  feem'd  wanting  to  complete  the 
amiable  Union  which  reign'd  between  them.  In  the  third  Stanza,  the 
Reader  will  fee  an  Authority  for  MiIton\  ufe  of  the  Word  Rime  for 
Verfe  in  general. 

Things  unattempted yet  in  Profe  or  Rime. 
Which  Dr.  Bentley  fo  injudicioufly  alter'd  to  Profe  and  Verfe.  That 
Beaumont  wrote  fomething  in  the  Ovidian  Manner  feems  evident  from 
thefe  Lines;  but  the  Hermaphrodite  which  is  printed  as  his,  and  fup- 
pos'd  to  be  the  Thing  refer'd  to  in  this  Ode,  is  daim'd  by  Cleanjeland 
as  a  conjundl  Performance  between  himfelf  and  Rafidolph, 

On 


A 
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On    Mr.  B  E  A  V  M  0   N  r. 

(Written  prefently  after  his  Death.) 

BEaumont  lies  here  s  and  where  nowjhall  we  have 
A  Mufe  like  his  to  figh  upon  his  Grave  ? 
Ah  !  none  to  weep  this  with  a  worthy  "Tear , 
But  he,  that  cannot,  Beaumont  that  lies  here. 
7  Who  now  Jhall  pay  thy  "Tomb  witbfuch  a  Verfe 
As  thou  that  Ladfs  didjljair  Rutland';  Uerfe^ 

7  Who  ntyw  (hall  pay  thy  fomh  with  fuch  a  Verfe 

As  thou  that  lL}s  li^ft.  fair  Rutland'.  Herfe?^  ^^^^i^ ^ 
is  a  little  obfcure,  but  it  feems  to  mean,  to  repay  thee  for  ^^^^^^^^^^^ 
excellent  an  Epitaph,  by  one  as  excellent  onthyfelf  There  are  M 
Epitaphs  and  Elegies  in  Beaumonf.  Poems,  but  ^^J^^tZZe^^ 
Earlk  two  next  Lines  relating  to  xV^Uarhle  of  the^omh,  Ibehcvethe 
following  beautiful  Epitaph  is  what  is  here  refcrr'^  to : 
An  Epitaph. 

Here  Jhe  lies,  nvhofe  fpotlefs  Fame 

Innjites  a  Stone  to  learn  her  Name. 

Ihe  rigid  Spartan  that  denied 

An  J^pitaph  to  all  that  died^ 

Vnlefi  for  War,  in  Charity, 

Would  here  <vouchfafe  an  Elegy. 

She  died  a  Wife,  hut  yet  her  Mind, 

Beyond  Virginity  refind. 

From  lanulefs  Fire  remairtd  as  free^ 

As  nonjo  from  Heat  her  Afhes  he. 

Her  Husband  yet  without  a  Sin, 

Was  not  a  Stranger,  but  her  Kin\ 

That  her  chaft  Lonje  might  feem  no  other 

To  her  Husband  than  a  Brother, 

Keep  njcell  this  Pawn,  thou  Marble  Chef, 

Till  it's  caird  for,  let  it  rejl ; 

For  nubile  this  Jewel  here  is  fet. 

The  Grave  is  U^e  a  Cabinet, 

f  3  T^s 
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A  Monument  that  'will  then  lofting  be^ 
When  all  her  Marble  is  more  Dujl  than  Jhe, 
In  thee  all's  lojl :  a  fudden  Dearth  and  Want 
Hath  feiz'd  on  Wity  good  Epitaphs  are  fcanty 
We  dare  not  write  thy  Elegy  5  whiljl  each  fears^ 
He  ne'er  Jhall  match  that  Copy  of  thy  Tears. 
Scarce  in  an  Age  a  Poet^  and  yet  he 
Scarce  lives  the  third  part  of  his  Age  to  fee ; 
But  quickly  taken  of  \  and  only  known^ 
Is  in  a  Minute  Jhut  as  foon  as  Jhown, 
Why  Jhould  weak  Nature  tire  herfelf  in  vain 
Infuch  a  Piece,  to  dajlo  it  jlraight  again"? 
Why  Jlmild  fie  take  fuch  Work  beyond  her  Skilly 
Which,  when  fie  cannot  perfect,  fie  muft  kill? 
Alas,  what  is't  to  temper  Slime  or  Mire? 
But  Nature's  puzled,  when  fide  works  in  Fire : 
Great  Brains  (like  bright eji  Glafs)  crack  firaight^ 
while  thofe 

Of  Stone  or  Wood  hold  out,  and  fear  not  Blows : 
And  we  their  ancient  hoary  Heads  can  fee^ 
Wkofe  Wit  was  never  their  Mortality: 
Beaumont  dies  young,  ^fo  Sidney  did  before . 
7here  was  not  Poetry  he  could  live  to  more ; 
He  could  not  grow  up  higher  ;  /  fcarce  know^ 
If  t}y  Art  itf elf  unto  that  pitch  could  grow, 
Were't  not  in  thee,  that  had'Jl  arrived  the  Height 
Of  all  that  Wit  could  reach ^  or  Nature  might. 

This  is  extremely  in  the  Spirit  of  Milton  and  Shake/pears  Epitaphs,  and 
fliews  that  Beaumont  exceird  in  every  Species  of  Writing  which  he  at- 
tempted. There  are  three  Elegies  of  his  which  I  believe  genuine,  and 
they  have  great  Merit ;  two  are  fign'd  by  his  Name,  and  another  begins. 
Can  my  poor  Lines  no  better  Office  ha^ve, 
Ihan^  Screech-Onvl  like,  Jiill  d<vjell  about  the  Gra<ve? 
This  fhews  that  he  had  wrote  feveral  Elegies  and  Epitaphs. 

*  fo  Sidney  did  before It  might  perhaps  have  been— y&  Sidney  died 

o. 
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Oy  when  I  read  thofe  excellent  Things  of  thinCy 

Such  Strength^  fuch  Sweetnefs^  coucht  in  every  Line^ 

Such  Life  of  Fancy y  fuch  high  choice  of  Brain^ 

Nought  of  the  Vulgar  Wit  or  borrowed  Strain^ 

Such  Faffiony  fuch  Expreffiom  meet  my  Eye^ 

Such  Wit  untainted  with  Obfcenityy 

And  thefe  fo  unaffeBedly  exprefsd ; 

All  in  a  Language  purely-flowing  drejl ; 

And  all  fo  born  within  thy/elf  thine  own^  . 

So  neWy  fo  frefhy  fo  nothing  trod  upon, 

I  grieve  not  noWy  that  old  Menander'5  Vein 

Is  ruin'dy  to  furvive  in  thee  again  ; 

Such  in  his  time  was  hCy  of  the  famepiecCy 

The  fmoothy  ev'n^  natural  Wity  and  Love  of  Greece, 

Thofe  few  fententious  Fragments  fjew  more  worthy 

Than  all  the  Poets  Athens  -e'er  brought  forth  ; 

And  I  am  forry  we  have  lojl  thofe  hours 

On  themy  whofe  quicknefs  comes  far  jhort  of  ours^ 

And  dwell  not  more  on  theCy  whofe  every  Page 

May  be  a  Pattern  for  their  Scene  a7id  Stage. 

I  will  not  yield  thy  V/orks  fo  mean  a  Praife 

More  purCy  m,ore  chajiy  more  fainted  than  are  Plays^ 

Nor  with  that  dull Jupinenefs  to  be  ready 

To  pafs  a  firCy  or  laugh  an  hour  in  Bed. 

Mow  do  the  Mufes  fuffer  every  where  y 

T'aken  in  fuch  Mouths  cenfurCy  in  fuch  EarSy 

Tkaty  'twixt  a  whiffcy  a  Line  or  two  rehearfe. 

And  with  their  Rheume  together  fpaule  a  Verfe  ? 

9  This  all  a  Poems  Pleafure,  after  Playy 

Drink  or  TohaccOy  it  may  eke  the  Day.  Whilji 

9  This  all  a  Poems  leafure  after  Play, 

Drink  or  Tobacco,  it  may  keep  the  Day^']  What  is  all  a  Poenis 
leafure  ?  I  can  affix  no  Idea  to  it  but  a  Latinifm,  which  if  defign'd  is 
extremely  forc'd.  This  is  all  a  Poemsy  i.  e.  a  Poem's  Part,  Pow'r  or 
Worth,  it  may  ferve  to  fpend  one's  leafure  Hours  after  Dice,  Drink, 

f  4  or 
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JVhill}  ev'n  their  very  Idlenefs^  they  think. 
Is  k/i  in  thefe,  that  lofe  their  time  in  drink. 

Pity  them  dull ^  We^  ive  that  better  knoWy 
Will  a  more  ferious  hour  on  thee  be/low^ 
V/hy  Jizould  tiot  Beaumont  in  the  Mornijig  pleafe ^ 
As  well  as  Plautus,  Ariftophanes  ? 
WIjQ^  if  my  Pen  may  as  my  Thoughts  be  free^ 
V/ere  fcurril  Wits  and  Buffoons  both  to  thee  5 
Tet  thefe  our  Learned  of  Jeverefi  Brow 
Will  deign  to  lock  on,  and  to  note  them  too, 
That  will  defy  our  own  ;  'tis  Englifh  fluffs — 
And  th'  Author  is  not  rotten  long  enough, 
Alas,  what  flegme  are  they,  mnpar'd  to  thee^ 
In  thy  Philaller,  and  Maid's  Tragedy  ? 

or  Tobacco.  But  unlefs  the  Reader  fees  a  more  natural  Explication,  I 
believe  he  will  agree  to  its  being  difcardsd  as  a  Corruption,  for  a  trilling 
Change  v.iil  give  a  clear  Senfe, 

This  all  a  Poem's  Pleafure,  after  Play, 
Drink  or  Tobacco,  it  may  hep  the  Day, 

I,  e.  All  the  Pleafure  a  Poem  gives  to  thefe  Sons  of  Ddlnefs,  is  to  fpin 
put  or  pafs  away  the  Time  till  Sun  fet,  after  Cards,  Bottles,  and  To- 
bacco are -removed  ;  thus  to  pafs  a  Fire,  a  little  above,  fignifies  to  pafs 
away  the  Time  till  the  Fire  is  burnt  out.  But  to  keep  a  Day\  is  an 
ExprelCon  not  very  applicable  to  this  Senfe,  (a  Senfe  which  the  Con- 
text evidently  requires)  and  tho'  it  may  indeed  be  ftrained  to  fomething 
like  it,  yet  as  we  can  retain  three  of  tlie  Letters  in  keep,  and  by  a  fmall 
tranfpcfirion  of  the  rcfl,  give  a  much  properer  Verb,  it  feems  probable 
that  eke  was  the  original,  we  generally  now  fay  to  eke  out  the  Day ;  but 
jtwas  us'd  Ly  our  Anceftors  without  the  Adverb,  to  eke  a  thing,  i.  e.  to 
protract  or  lengthen  it  out.  The  Reader  will  fee  a  much  greater  Cor- 
ruption of  the  Prefs  than  either  of  thefe  at  the  latter  End  of  this  Poem. 
*  °  Pity  then  dull  nve,  n.e  that  better  kno^ju. 

Will  a  more  ferious  Hour  on  thee  beflo^uo-l  There  is  too  much  In- 
confulency  in  this  Sentence  to  fuppofe  it  genuine.  He  ironically  calls 
himfelf  and  Friends  dull,  and  literally  alTerts  their  fuperior  Underftand- 
ing  in  the  fame  sentence.  Befide,  Pity  then  ive  ijuill  befonv,  &c.  docs 
not  feem  Englip.  I  change  but  an  »  to  an  m,  and  read.  Pity  them 
dully  We^  ive  that,  &c. 

Where  s 
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Where's  fuch  an  humour  as  thy  Beffus,  pray  ? , 

Let  them  put  all  their  Thrafoes  in  one  Playy 

He  fiall  out-bid  them  ;  their  conceit  was  poor^ 

All  in  a  Circle  of  a  Bawd  or  Whore ; 

"  A  cozning  Davus  ^  take  the  Fool  away^ 

And  not  a  good  Jeji  extant  in  a  Flay, 

Tet  thefe  are  WitSy  becaufe  they're  old^  and  noWy 

Being  Greek  and  Latin,  they  are  Learning  too  : 

*  *  A  coining  Dance,  take  the  Fool  auoayp 
And  not  a  good  J  eft  extant  in  a  Play.']  Dance  is  certainly  TpuriOUS  : 
The  Printer  of  this  Poem  among  Beaumont\  Poems  mention'd  above, 
faw  that  it  was  abfurd  ;  but  not  hitting  on  an  Emendation  left  it  quite 
put,  and  made  a  Dafli  in  its  room.  Mr.  Sympfm  propofes  to  read 
Dunccy  which  makes  tolerable  Senfe ;  but  leaves  the  Meafure  as  deficient 
as  before.  Mr.  Theobald  undoubtedly  reftor'd  the  true  Word  Da'vus, 
which  the  Setter  of  the  Prefs  might  eafily  miftake,  as  he  could  not  be 
fuppos'd  to  have  underllood  it.  I  ftiall  give  Mr.  Theobald's  own  Note 
wrote  on  his  Margin,  as  it  is  a  Specimen  of  the  Critical  Language 
which  he  had  accuftom'd  himfelf  to,  but  which  I  believe  he  would  have 
iaid  afide  had  he  liv*d,  for  I  took  forae  Pains  to  lay  before  him  the 
Arguments  usM  againll  it  at  Page  60,  61,  ^c.  of  my  Preface,  and  he 
told  me  ;hat  he  was  convinced  it  was  wrong  and  impolitic,  and  would 
change  his  Stile  of  Infult  on  other  Editors  for  the  future.  But  this  was 
prevented  by  his  Death,  and  the  following  Note  feems  to  have  been 
ivrote  many  Years  before. 

A  Cozning  Dance,  &c.]  What  rare  Ears  have  thefe  Editors  to  Cadence 
and  Verfification !  and  what  an  acute  Regard  to  common  Senfe  !  Both 
the  Meafure  halts,  and  the  Meaning  is  defedlive.  My  Emendation 
makes  a  double  Cure.  Da^vus  is  the  Name  of  a  fubtle  juggling  Ser- 
vant in  Terence's  Comedy  called  the  Fair  Andrian,  Mr.  Theobald. 

Mr.  Ear'le's  Refledions  on  Terence  are  in  part  at  leaft  very  unjuft. 
There  is  perhaps  too  much  Samenefs  in  his  Plots ;  but  his  Old  Men 
and  Young,  his  Servants,  his  Parafites,  tjfc.  are  each  a  diftindl  Charader 
from  all  the  reft,  and  prefervM  throughout  each  Play  with  infinite  Spirit 
and  Judgment.  Befide  which,  the  elegant  Didion  and  fine  Sentiments 
which  every  where  abound  irt  him  are  Patterns  to  the  beft  Comic  Wri- 
ters ;  and  which  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  ftrive  to  pxcel  him  in  by  adding 
Sublimity  of  Poetry  to  Juftnefs  of  Sentiment ;  well  knowing  that  Jejls 
and  Drollery  are  only  the  lowcft  Degree  of  Comic  Excellence. 

But 
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But  thofe  their  own  Times  were  content  f  allow 

«^  A  thrifty  Fame^  and  thine  is  loweji  now. 

But  thou  fialt  livey  andy  when  thy  Name  is  grown 

Six  Ages  older y  Jhalt  be  better  known  ; 

When  thouWt  of  Chaucer'j  Standing  in  the  T mb^ 

Thou  Jhalt  not  jhare^  but  take  up  ally  his  room. 

^3  Joh.  Earle. 


On  Mr.  Francis  Beaumont. 
(  Then  newly  Dead.  ) 

VI. 

HE  that  hath  fuch  Acutenefy  md fuch  Wity 
As  would  ask  ten  good  Heads  to  husband  it  ^ 
Hey  that  can  write  fo  welly  that  no  Man  dare 
Refufe  it  for  the  bejty  let  him  beware : 

*  *  J  thirjiy  Fame,']  To  make  thirjiy  fignify  poor  or  fcanty  may  be 
admitted  ;  but  as  the  fmalleft  Change  gives  a  more  natural  Word,  thrifty 
feems  the  Original. 

» 5  Joh,  Earle. 1  Mr.  Earle  was  young  when  he  wrote  this,  and 
there  are  indifputable  Marks  of  a  bright  Poetic  Genius,  which  had 
probably  been  greatly  infpir*d  by  an  Intimacy  with  Beaumont.  He  was 
in  High  Repute  as  a  Preacher  and  a  Scholar  in  King  Charles  the  Firft's 
Reign ;  and  feems  to  have  been  a  true  Patriot ;  for  it  is  probable  that 
he  oppos'd  the  Court  in  the  beginning  of  the  Troubles,  as  he  was  eleflcd 
One  of  the  AJfemhly  of  Dinjincs ;  but  he  refus'd  to  aft  with  them,  and 
adhered  to  the  King  in  his  lowed  State,  and  for  it  was  depriv'd  of  the 
Chancellorfhip  of  Salisbury^  and  all  his  other  Preferments.  After-  the  Re- 
ftoration,  he  was  made,  firft  Dean  of  Wefiminfler^  then  Bifhop  of  Wor- 
cejier,  and  afterwards  of  Salisbury,  Mr.  Wood  gives  a  Chara6ler  of 
him,  that  extremely  rcfembles  that  of  the  excellent  Dr.  Hough,  the  late 
Bifhop  of  Worcefter  ;  the  Sum  of  it  is,  that  He  join'd  the  Politenefs  of 
a  Courtier  to  the  Sanctity,  Goodnefs,  and  Charity  of  an  Apoftie. 

Beaumont 
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Beaumont  is  dead^  by  ivhofe  fole  Death  appears^ 
Wifs  a  Difeafe  confumes  Men  in  few  Tears. 

'4  Rich.  Corbet,  D.  D. 


On  the  happy  Colledlion  of  Mr.  Fletcher's 
Works,  never  before  printed. 

VIL 

F Letcher,  arife!  Ufurpers  Jhare  thy  BaySy 
They  canton  thy  vaji  Wit  to  build  fmall  Plays : 
He  comes  I     Volume  breaks  through  Clouds  andDuJl 
Down^  little  Wits  !  ye  mujl  refund^  ye  muji. 

Nor  comes  he  private^  here's  great  Beaumont  too ; 
How  could  one  Jingle  World  encompafs  t%m  ? 
For  thefe  Co-heirs  had  equal  Power  to  teach 
All  that  all  Wits  both  ccn^  and  cannot^  reach, 
Shakefpeare  was  early  up^  and  went  fo  dreji 
As  for  thofe  dawning  hours  he  knew  was  bejl ; 
Buty  when  the  Sun  ffjone  forth  ^  You  Two  thought  ft 
To  wearjuji  Robes^  and  leave  off  Trunk-hofe  Wit. 
ISIoWy  noWy  'twas  PerfeB ;  none  muft  look  for  New^ 
Manners  and  Scenes  may  alter ^  but  not  You  ; 
For  yours  are  not  mere  Humorous,  gilded^  Strains ; 
The  Fafhion  loft^  your  maffy  Senfe  re?nai?js. 

Some  think  your  Wits  of  two  Complexions  fram'dy 
That  one  the  Sock,  th'  other  the  Buskin,  claimed  j 

Richard  Corbet »  fir  ft  Student,  then  Dean  of  Chriji-Church,  after- 
wards Bilhop  of  Oxford,  and  from  thence  tranflatcd  to  Nornjoich ;  in  hij 
Youth  was  eminent  for  Wk  and  Poetry,  of  which  this  is  a  Specimen, 
and  a  good  Teilimony  of  Beaumont'^  having  a  luxuriant  Wit  as  well  as 
Fletcher^  ' 

 a  Wit 

That  *would  ask  ten  good-  Heads  to  husband  if. 

That 
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nat  Jhould  the  Stage  embattle  all  its  force ^  ' 
Fletcher  would  lead  the  Foot^  Beaumont  the  Horfe, 
But^  you  were  Both  for  Both  3  not  Semi-wits^ 
Each  Piece  is  wholly  Two^  yet  never  fplits : 
T*are  not  two  Faculties,  and  one  Soul  Jiill^ 
He      Underftancling,  thou  the  quick  free  Will; 

Not  as  two  Voices  in  one  Song  embrace^ 
Fletcher^  keen  Treble,  and  deep  Beaumont'j  Bafc, 
Two,  fillip  Congenial  Souls ft  ill  both  prevail' d-^ 

His  Mufe  and  thine  were  Quarter 'd,  not  Impal'd  : 

'  J  But  as  t-wo  Voices  in  one  Sang  embrace 

Fletcher'^  keen  Treble,  and  deep  Beaumont'/  Bafe, 
Tuoo  full  congenial  j  Here  Berkenhead  is  fpeaking  of  the 
doubtfal  Opinions  relating  to  the  Share  which  Beaumont  and  Fletcher 
had  in  thefe  Plays  ;  He  tells  you,  that  the  general  Opinion  was,  that 
Beaumont  was  a  gra've  Tragic  Writer,  Fletcher  moll  excellent  in  Comedy. 
This  he  contradids ;  but  how,  why,  they  did  not  differ  as  a  General  of 
Horfe  does  from  a  General  of  Foot,  nor  as  the  Sock  does  from  the  Buskin, 
nor  as  the  Will  from  the  Vnderjlanding,  but  were  tnuo  full  Congenial  Souls, 
and  differed  only  as  the  Bafe  and  Treble  do  in  the  fame  Song.  Why, 
if  this  is  the  true  Reading,  he  confirms  in  thefe  Lines  what  he  had 
contradifled  in  all  the  foregoing  Similes,  for  Bafe  and  Treble  have 
much  the  fame  difteience  between  them  as  Horfe  and  Foot  in  an  Army, 
or  the  Wit  and  Underftanding  in  the  Soul.  To  make  the  Writer 
confiftent  with  himfclf,  the  true  Reading  feems  to  be  Not  inftcadof  But: 

Not  as  tivo  Voices  in  one  Song  embrace, 
Fletcher'/  keen  1  leble  and  deep  BeaumontV  Bafe  j 

TiJuq  full  congenial  Souls, 

'  *  His  Mufe  and  thine  <were  Quarter'd,  not  Impal'd :]  I  know  I 
am  going  out  of  my  Depth,  in  attempting  a  Criticifm  on  Terms  in 
Heraldry.  Bat  my  Books  tell  me,  that  Impaling  is  when  the  Arms 
cf  the  Man  and  Wife  are  plac'd  on  the  fame  Efcutcheon,  the  one 
on  the  Right  and  the  other  on  the  Left ;  which  is  a  proper  Emblem 
of  the  Matrimonial  Union  ;  and  might  feemingly  be  as  well  ap- 
plied to  the  Marriage  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher^ %  Wit,  as  the  Word 
gartering  can,  which  the  fame  Berkinhead  fpeaks  of  at  the  latter  end 
of  this  Poem  : 

What  f  range  Produ£lion  is  at  laft  difplay'd. 
Got  by  t^o  Fathers  njuithout  Female  aid! 
But  I  ihall  attempt  no  Change  in«  Science  where  I  am  Ignorance  itfelf. 

Both 
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Both  brought  your  Ingots^  both  toiled  at  the  Mint^ 
Beat^  melted,  fifted,  'till  no  drofs  Jluck  in't  5 
Then  in  each  others  Scales  weighed  every  Grain , 
Then  fmooth'dand  burniJUd,  then  weighed  all  again 
Stampt  both  your  Names  upon't  at  one  bold  hit, 
Then^  then  'twas  Coin^  ^  as  well  as  Bullion-Wit. 

Thus  Twins :  But  as  when  Fate  one  Eye  deprives ^ 
That  other  Jlrives  to  double,  which  furvives: 
So  Beaumont  dfd:  yet  left  in  Legacy 
His  Rules  and  Standard  Wit  (Fletcher)  to  thee. 
Still  the  fame  Planet,  though  not  filVd  fo  foon, 
A  T wO'honid  Crefcent  then,  now  one  Full-moon. 
'Joint  Love  before,  now  Honour,  doth  provoke  5 
So  th'  old  Twin  Giants  forcing  a  huge  Oaky 
One  Jlip'd  his  footing,  th'  other  fees  him  fall^ 
Grafp'd  the  whole  Tree  and Jingle  held  up  all. 
Imperial  Fletcher !  here  begins  thy  Reign 
Scenes  flow  like  Sun-beams  from  thy  glorious  Brain  5 
Thy  fwift'difpatching  Soul  no  more  doth fiay^ 
Than  he  that  built  two  Cities  in  one  day  ; 
Ever  brim- full,  and  fometimes  runnifig  o'er^ 
T 0  feed  poor  languid  Wits  that  wait  at  Door ; 
Who  creep  and  creep,  yet  ne'er  above  ground  flood ; 
(For  Creatures  have  mojl  Feet,  which  have  leafl 
Blood) 

But  thou  art  Jiill  that  Bird  of  Paradife, 
Which  hath  no  feet,  and  ever  nobly  flies : 
Rich,  lujly  Senfe,  fuch  as  the  Poet  ought ; 
For  Poems,  if  not  Excellent,  are  Naught ; 
Low  Wit  in  Scenes  in  Jiate  a  Peafant  goes 
If  mean  and  flat,  let  it  foot  Teoman-Profe, 
That  J'uch  may  fpell,  as  are  not  Readers  grown  ; 
To  whom  he^  that  writes  Wit^  Jhews  he  hath  none. 

Brave 
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Brave  Shakefpeare  flowed,  yet  had  his  Ebbi?igs 

tOOy 

Often  above  kimfefy  fometimes  below  % 

^hou  always  beft  ;  if  aught  feem'd  to  decline^ 

^'T was  the  unjudging  Roufs  miftakey  not  thine  : 

Thus  thy  fair  Shepherdefs,  which  the  bold  heap 

( Falfe  to  themf elves  and  thee)  did  prize  fo  cheapo 

tFas  found  {when  underftood)  fit  to  be  crown' dy 

At  worfi  'twas  worth  two  hundred  thoufand  Pound. 

Some  blaft  thy  Works,  left  we  ftoould  track  their 
Walk ; ' 

Where  they  fteal  all  thofe  few  good  thijigSy  they  talk  y 

Wit-Burglary  mujl  chide  thofe  it  feeds  on^ 

For  plundered  folks  ought  to  be  rail'd  upon  ; 

But  (as  ftoln  Goods  goe  off  at  half  their  worth) 

Thy  Jlrong  Senfe  palls,  when  they  purloin  it  forth. 

When  didft  thou  borrow  ?  where' s  the  Many  e'er  read 

Aught  begg'd  by  Thee  from  thofe  Alive  or  Dead  ? 

Or  from  dry  Goddeffes  ?  as  fome  whOy  when 

They  fluff  theirB age  with  Godsy  write  worfe  than  Men ; 

Thou  waft  thine  own  Mufcy  and  hadft  fuch  vaft  oddsy 

Thou  out-writ  ft  him  whofe  Verfe  made  all  thofe  Gods  : 

BurpaJJing  thofe  our  Dwarfifh  Age  up-rearSy 

As  much  as  Greeks,  or  Latins,  thee  in  Tears : 

Thy  Ocean  Fancy  biew  nor  Banks  nor  Damms ; 

We  ebb  down  dry  to  Pebble- Amgnsims ; 

Dead  and  infpidy  all  defpairing  fit ; 

Lofl  to  behold  this  great  Relapfe  of  Wit: 

What  ftrength  remains y  is  like  that  (wild  and fierce) 

^  Till  Jonfon  made  good  Poets  and  right  Verfe. 

Such  boyft'rous  T nftes  thy  Mvfe  would  not  brooky 
Save  whenfhe'd Jhow  how  fcurvily  they  look 

No 
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No  favage  Metaphors,  {tbwgs  rudely  Great 
^hou  doll  dilplay,  7iot  butcher  a  Conceit ; 
Thy  Nerves  have  Beauty,  which  invades  and  charms  j 
Looks  like  a  Princefs  harnefs'd  in  bright  Arms. 

Nor  art  thou  Loud  and  Cloudy  ;  thofe^  that  do 
Thunder  fo  muchy  do't  without  Lightning  too ; 
Tearing  themfelves,  and  almojl  fplit  their  Brain 
To  render  harp  what  thou  fpeak'Jl  free  and  clean ; 
Such  gloomy  Senfe  may  pafs  for  High  and  Proud, 
But  true-born  Wit Jiill  flies  above  the  Cloud ; 
Thou  knewfl        Impotence,  what  they  call  Height ; 
Who  bluflers  ftrong  i'tU  Darky  but  creeps  Vth'  Light. 

And  as  thy  Thoughts  were  clear,  fo.  Innocent  j 
Thy  Fancy  gave  no  unfwept  Language  vent ; 
S  launder  fl  not\^^v^'$,,prophanfl  no  holy  Page, 
{As  if  thy  Father's  Crofier  aw'd  the  Stage ;) 
High  Crimes  were  fill  arraign* d-^  tho'  they  made 
Jhift 

T 0  pro/per  out  four  Adls,  were  flagu'd  i'th*  Fifth  : 

All's  fafe,  and  wife  j  no  ftiff-affeBed  Scene, 

Nor  fwoln  7ior  flat,  a  true  full  natural  Vein  ; 

Thy  Senfe  (like  well-dr eft  Ladies)  death' d  as  skinn'd^ 

Not  all  unlac'd,  nor  Cityftarch'd  and  pinn'd ; 

Thou  hadft  no  Sloth,  no  Rage,  nor  fallen  Fit, 

But  Strength  and  Mirth  ;  Fletcher'^  a  Sanguine  Wit. 

Thus,  two  great  Con{\A-Poets  all  things  fwafd^ 
Till  all  was  Englifli  Born  or  Englifti  Made : 
Mitre  and  Coife  here  into  One  Piece  fpun^ 
Beaumont  a  Judge'j,  this  a  Prelate'^  Son. 
What ftrange  Produ5tion  is  at  laft  difplafd^ 
Got  by  two  Fathers y  without  Female  aid  ! 

Behold, 
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Behold,  iMso  Mafculi  nes  efpousd  each  other 
Wit  and  the  World  were  born  without  a  Mother. 

^7  J.  Berkinhead.- 


On  the  Works  of  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher,  now  at  length  .printed. 

VIII. 

GVjat  Pair  of  Authors^  whom  one  equal  Star 
Begot  Jo  like  in  Genius,  that  you  are 
In  Fame,  as  well  as  Writings^  both  Jo  knit, 
*Tkat  no  Man  knows  where  to  divide  your  Wit^ 
Much  kfs  your  PraiJ'e:  Tou,  who  had  equal  Fire^ 
And  did  each  other  mutually  infpire-. 
Whether  one  did  Contrive,  the  other  Write^ 
One  fram'd  the  Plot,  the  other  did  Indite  ; 
Whether  one  found  the  Matter,  tlo  other  Drefsy 
Or  th'  one  difpofed  what  t!j  other  did  exprefs  : 
Where- e'er  your  Parts  between  your  fives  lay,  we. 
In  all  thin'rj,  which  you  did^  but  one  'Thread  fee 
So  e'-jeniy  drawn  out,  fo  gently  fpun, 
*That  Art  with  Nature  ne'er  did  fmoother  run. 
Where  foall  I  fi:(  ?ny  Praife  then?  or  what  part 
Of  all  your  numerous  Labours  hath  dej'ert 

17  y.  Berkhhead.']  Berkinhead  was  firft  Amanuenfis  to  Bifliop 
Laud,  and  Fe^iow  of  AH  Souls.  He  was  Author  of  the  Mercurious 
Aulicus^  2l  very  Loyal  Pa^sr  m  the  Time  of  the  RebcUion.  He  was 
perfecuted  much  in  Crom'welf  s  Days,  and  lived  by  his  Wits  ;  after- 
wards he  had  good  Places  under  King  Charles  the  Second,  was 
Member  of  Parliament,  and  Knighted, 


More 
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More  to  be  fanfd  than  other  ?  Shall  I fay^ 

Tve  met  a  Lover  fo  drawn  in  your  Play^ 

So  pajionately  written^  fo  tnjlamd^ 

So  jealoujly  inrag'd^  then  gently  tanCd. 

That  I  in  reading  have  the  Perfon  feen^ 

And  your  Pen  hath  Part  Stage  and  A^or  been  ? 

Or  Jhall  Ifayy  that  I  can  fcarce  forbear 

T 0  clap^  when  I  a^  Captain  do  meet  there  ;  [*Bcfius 

So  lively  ijt  his  own  vain  Humour  drejiy 

So  braggingly^  and  like  himfelf  expreji^ 

That  modern  Cowards^  when  they  faw  him  plaf  d^ 

SaWy  bh/Jh'd,  departed  guilty ,  and  betray  d  ? 

Tou  wrote  all  Parts  right ;  what  joe  er  the  Stage 

Had  from  you^  was  feen  there  as  in  the  Age^ 

And  had  their  equal  Life  :  Vices  which  were 

Ma?iners  abroad,  did  grow  correBed  there : 

They  who  pojjeji  a  Box,  and  half  Crown  fpeni 

To  learn  Obfcenenefs^  returned  innocent. 

And  thank' d  you  for  this  Coz'nage,  whofe  chafle  Scene 

Taught  Loves  fo  noble,  fo  reformed,  fo  clean. 

That  they,  who  brought  foul  fires,  and  thither  came 

To  bargain,  went  thence  with  a  holy  flame, 

Be't  to  your  Praife  too,  that  ^'^  your  Stock  and  Vein 

Held  both  to  Tragic  and  to  Comic  Strain ; 

Where-e'er  you  lifted  to  be  high  and  grave. 

No  Buskin  Jhew'd  more  folemn  j  no  ^illgave 

i  S  '  your  Stock  and  Vein 

Held  both  io  Tragic  and  to  Comic  Strain.]  Mr.  %eobald  would 
tead  Sock  and  Vein ;  but  then  T ragic  and  Comic  in  the  next  Line  are 
mifplac'd,  and  the  Defcriptions  of  Tragedy  and  Comedy  in  the  eight 
next  Lines  are  equally  fo ;  befides.  Vein  by  ho  means  makes  a  proper 
Antithefis  to  Sock  or  Comedy,  and  if  one  Word  is  ablblutcly  explicit. 
Sock  for  Comedy^  the  other  (hould  be  fo  too,  and  Buskin  is  the  Word 
that  anfwers  it.  The  old  Reading,  which  is,  I  doubt  not,  the  true  one, 
will  bear  this  Senfe :  Your  Stock  of  Underftanding  and  Knowledge,  and 
your  Vein  of  Wit  and  Humour  are  ec[ually  excellent  in  Tragedy  and 
Comedy. 

YoL.  I.  g  Such 
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Such  feeling  ObjeSts  to  draw  Tears  from  Eyes^ 
SpeBatorsfate  Parts  in  your  Tragedies. 
And  ivhere  you  lijied  to  be  low  and  free  ^ 
Mirth  turn'd  the  whole  Houfe  into  Comedy ; 
So  piercing  (where  you  pleas' d)  hitting  a  faulty 
That  Humours  from  your  Pen  ifued  all  Salt. 
Nor  were  you  thus  in  Works  and  Poems  knit^ 
As  to  be  two  halfsy  and  to  make  one  Wtt ; 
But  as  fome  things^  we  fee y  have  double  caufe^ 
And  yet  the  effete  it f elf  from  both  whole  draws ; 
So  though  you  were  thus  twijled  and  combined, 
^9  As  in  two  Bodies  f  have  but  one  fair  Mind ; 
*Tet  if  we  praife  you  rightly^  wemujl  fay^ 
Both  join  dy  and  both  did  wholly  make  the  Play, 
For  that  you  could  write  fingly^  we  may  guefs 
^°  By  the  divided  pieces  which  the  Prefs 
Hath  fever  ally  fent  forth  ;  nor  were  ^^joind  fo^ 
Like  fome  our  Modern  Author s^  made  to  go  One 

^9  As  tuco  Bodies  to  ha^ve  but  one  fair  Mind ;]  Both  Senfe  and  Mea- 
fure  are  here  much  confus'd,  fliould  I  infert  the  Reading  that  pleafes 
beft,  it  (hould  be, 

As  your  tnuo  Bodies  had  hut  one  fair  Mind. 
Greater  Alterations  than  from  this  to  the  old  Text  have  been  often  made 
at  Prefs  by  mere  Overfights,  but  Ihould  not  be  fuppos'd  where  a  fmaller 
Change  will  rellore  a  Senfe  and  Meafure  quite  fuitable  to  the  Author*s 
general  Stile.    I  read  therefore. 

As  in  tnjjo  Bodies  i  have  but  one  fair  Mind, 
By  the  di^vided  Pieces  nvhich  the  Prefs 

Hath  federally  fent  forth ;]  I  have  before  ftiew'd  that  there  were 
two  Comedies  wrote  by  Beaumont  fmgly,  and  given  fome  Reafons  why 
the  Wee  Valour  ought  to  be  deem'd  one  of  them.  Whether  Mr.  Maine  in 
this  Place  referred  to  thefe  two  Comedies,  knowing  which  they  were  j  or 
whether  he  only  meant  the  Mask  at  Grays-Inn,  which  was  the  only; 
Piece  which  we  know  to  have  been  publilh'd  in  Beaumont*^  Name  before 
thefe  Commendatory  Poems  were  publifh'd  ;  or  whether  he  fpoke  in 
general  Terms,  without  a  ftrift  adherence  to  Fads,  muft  be  left  uncertain. 

21  ,   .    nor  nvere  gone  fo. 

Like  fome  our  Modern  Authors  j  made  to  go 
On  merely  by  the  help  of  tF  others']  The  Word which  ends  the  next 
Line,  feems  to  have  ran  in  the  Printer's  Head,  and  made  him  put  gone  here 

inilead 


[   23  ] 

One  merely  by  the  help  of  th'  other ^  who 
To  pur  chafe  Fame  do  come  forth  one  of  two  ; 
JSlor  wrote  you  fo,  that  one's  part  was  to  lick 
The  other  into  Shape    nor  did  one  fiick 
The  other's  cold  Inventions  with  fuch  Wit^ 
As  ferv'dy  like  Spice  ^  to  make  them  quick  and  Jit 
Nor^  out  of  mutual  Want^  or  Emptinefs^ 
Did  you  confpire  to  go  fill  Twins  to  th'  Prefs  ; 
But  what^  thus  join'd,  you  wrote^  might  have  come 
forth 

As  good from  eachy  and  ftor'd  with  the  fame  worth 
That  thus  united  them  ;  you  did  join  Senfe  ; 
In  you  'twas  League y  in  others  Impotence:, 

And  the  PrefSy  which  both  thus  amongft  us  fends^ 
Sends  us  one  Poet  in  a  pair  of  Friends. 

^3  Jafper  Maine. 

inftead  of  fome  other  Word.  Mr.  Theobald  had  prevented  me  in  the  Emen- 
dation ;  We  read  joind  fo,  and  as  I  have  his  Concurrence,  I  have  the 
lefs  doubt  in  preferring  it  to  Mr.  Symp/on^  Conjedlure  —  Nor  njtjere  one 
fo—  tho'  this  latter  is  very  good  Senfe  and  nearer  the  trace  of  the  Letters, 
but  it  would  make  one  be  repeated  too  often,  for  it  is  alreadjr  in  the 
third  and  fourth  Lines  after,  and  'tis  very  evident  to  me  that  it  fhould 
have  been  in  the  Second,  for  On  merely ^  I  read  One  merely, 

22  And  the  Prefs  nuhich  both  thus  amongft  us  fends ^  I  believe  few  of  the 
ancient  Englijh  Poets  knew  any  Rule  of  EngUfh  Verfe  but  its  Number 
of  Syllables,  and  therefore  when  their  Ear  fail'd  them,  even  the  belt 
of  them  often  make  the  Accents  fall  upon  wrong  Syllables.  Tho*  'tis 
pollible,  that  the  Miftakes  of  the  Prefs  often  fpoil'd  their  Meafure  by 
tranfpofing  Monofyllables.  A  fmall  Tranfpofition  would  cure  this  Line : 
And  thus  the  Prefs  nvhich  both  amongft  us  fendsy 

See  the  Rule  for  Englip  Verfe  at  Note  5.    JVit  'without  Money ^ 

*J  'Jafper  Maine.']  This  Gentleman  was  Author  of  the  City  Match, 
a  Comedy,  and  the  Amorous  War.,  a  Tragi- Comedy.  He  was  an 
eminent  Preacher  in  the  Civil  War,  but  warmly  adhering  to  the  King 
was  deprived  of  all  his  Preferments  in  CromnjoelV^  Time,  and  taken  for 
Charity  into  the  Earl  of  De'vonjhire^  Family,  where  his  Learning, 
piety,  and  Wit,  render'd  him  a  proper  Advocate  for  Religion  againft  the 
famous  Mr.  Hohhsy  then  a  Tutor  in  that  Family.  After  the  Reftoration 
he  was  made  Canon  oiChrift- Churchy  and  Arch- Deacon  of  Chichefier, 

g  2  Upon 
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Upon  the  Report  of  the  printing  of  the  Dramatical 
Poems  of  Mafter  John  Fletcher,  coUefted 
before,  and  now  fet  forth  in  one  Volume. 

IX. 

T Hough  when  all  Fletcher  writ,  and  the  entire 
Man  was  indulged  to  that  facred fire^ 
His  Thoughts^  and  his  Thoughts  Drefsj  appeared  Both 
fuchy 

That  'twas  his  happy  fault  to  do  too  much : 
Who  therefore  wifely  did  fuhmit  each  Birth 
T 0  knowing  Beaumont  e'er  it  did  come  forth^ 
Working  again  until  he  [aid,  'twas  fit. 
And  made  him  the  Sobriety  of  his  Wit ; 
Though  thus  he  caWd  his  fudge  into  his  Fame^ 
And  for  that  aid  allowed  him  half  the  Name ; 
*Tis  known,  that  fometimes  he  did  /land  alone ^ 
That  both  the  Spunge  and  Pencil  were  his  own  j 
That  himfelf  judg'd  himfelf  could fingly  do ; 
And  was  at  lajl  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  too  : 
2^  Elfe  we  had  loft  his  Shepherdefs,  a  piece 
Even  and  fmooth,  fpun  from  a  finer  fleece  % 
Where  foftnefs  reigns,  where  PaJJions  Paffions  greets 
Gentle  and  high,  as  floods  of  Balfam  meet. 
Where  drefs'd  in  white  ExpreJJions  fit  bright  Loves, 
Drawn,  like  their  fair  eft  ^een,  by  milky  Doves ; 

^  4-  Elfe  nve  had  loji  his  Shepherdefs.  ]  Mr.  Cartuuright  was  a  very 
bright  but  a  very  young  Man,  and  feems  to  tafte  our  Authors  PJay: 
extremely  well,  but  to  have  known  nothing  of  their  Dates  and  Hiftory. 
He  fuppofes  the  Shepherdefs  wrote  after  Beaumonfs  Death,  fo  that  hi ! 
Teftimony  ought  to  have  no  fort  of  Weight  in  excluding  Beaumont  (ton 
all  (hare  in  the  Compofition  of  the  Plays.  He  had  taken  up  the  Sup 
pofition  of  Beaumont's  being  only  a  Corrector,  perhaps  merely  becauf 
Jonfon  had  celebrated  his  Judgment ;  not  confidering  that  he  celebrate( 
his  Fancy  too. 
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ApiecCy  which  Jonfon  in  a  Rapture  hid 
Come  up  a  glorify  d  Work ;  and  fo  it  did. 

Elfe  had  his  Mufe  fet  with  his  Friend ;  the  Sfagi 
Had  mifs'd  thofe  Poems ^  which  yet  take  the  Age  j 
The  World  had  lojl  thofe  rich  Exemplars^  where 
Arty  Language y  Wit^  fit  ruling  in  one  Sphere ; 
Where  the  frejh  matters  foar  above  old  ThemeSy 
As  Prophets'  Raptures  do  above  our  Dreams, 
Where  in  ^  worthy  [corn  he  dares  refufe 
All  other  Gods^  and  makes  the  Thing  his  Mufe  j 
Where  he  calls  Pafjions  upy  and  lays  them  foy 
As  SpiritSy  aw'd  by  him  to  come  and  go  ; 
Where  the  free  Author  did  what-eer  he  wouldy 
And  nothing  wiWd  but  what  a  Poet  foould. 

No  vaji  uncivil  bulk  fwells  any  Sceney 
The  Strength's  ingeniouSy  and  the  Vigour  Clean  ^ 
None  can  prevent  the  Fancy  y  and  fee  through 
At  the  firfi  Opening ;  all ft  and  wondring  how 
The  thing  will  be^  until  it  is ;  which  thence 
With  fre/h  Delight  Jlill  cheat  Sy  ft  ill  takes  the  Senfe ;  . 
The  whole  Deftgny  the  ShadowSy  the  Lights  fuch^ 
That  none  can  fay  he  jhewSy  or  hides  too  much : 
Bujinefs  grows  upy  ripened  by  juft  encreafcy 
And  by  as  juft  Degrees  again  doth  ceafc ; 
The  Heats  and  Minutes  of  A  fairs  are  watch*  dy 
And  the  nice  Points  of  Time  are  mety  and  fnatcUd : 
Nought  later  than  it  ft)ouldy  nought  comes  before  ^ 
Chymiftsy  and  Calculator Sy  do  err  more  : 
SeXy  AgCy  DegreCy  Aft'eSlionSy  Countryy  Place^ 
The  inward  Subftancey  and  the  outward  Face, 
All  kept  precifelyy  all  exactly  fit ; 
What  he  would  write y  he  waSy  before  he  writ, 
'Twixt  Jonfon'i  grave,  and  Shakefpear'i  lighter  Sound y 
His  Mufe  fo  fieer'd^  that  fomcthing  ftill  was  foundy 

g  3  Nor 
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Nor  this,  nor  that,  nor  both,  but  fo  his  own, 
That  'twas  his  Mark,  and  he  was  by  it  known ; 
Hence  did  he  take  true  Judgments,  hence  did  flrike 
All  Palates  feme  way,  though  not  all  alike : 
The  God  of  Numbers  might  his  Numbers  crown ^ 
And,  lifining  to  them,  wifh  they  were  his  own, 
7hus,  welcome  forth,  what  Eafe,  or  Wine,  or  Wit 
Dur/i  yet  produce ;  that  is,  what  Fletcher  writ ! 


ANOTHER. 
X. 

TDL-tcher,  though  fome  call  it  thy  fault,  that  Wit 

So  overflowed  thy  Scenes,  that  e'er  'twas  fit 
To  come  upon  the  Stage,  Beaumont  was  fain 
To  bid  thee  be  more  dull ;  thafs,  write  again. 
And  bate  fome  of  thy  Fire ;  which  from  thee  came 
In  a  clear,  bright,  full,  but  too  large  a  Flame ; 
And  after  all  (finding  thy  Genius  fuch ) 
That  blunted,  and  allay' d,  'twas  yet  too  much  ; 
Added  his  fober  Spunge-,  and  did  contradl 
Thy  Plenty  to  lefs  Wit,  to  maket  exaSi : 
Tet  we  through  his  Corrections  could  fee 
Much  Treafure  in  thy  fuperfluity 
Which  was  fo  fil'd  away,  as,  when  we  do 
Cut  Jewels,  that  that's  lofi,  is  Jewel  too  : 
Or  as  Men  ufe  to  wajh  Gold,  which  we  know 
By  lofing  makes  the  Stream  thence  wealthy  grow. 
They  who  do  on  thy  Works  fever ely  fit. 
And  call  thy  ftore  the  Over-Birth  of  Wit, 
Say  thy  Mtfcarriages  were  rare,  and  wheji 
Thou  wert  fuperfiuous,  that  thy  fruitful  Pen 
Had  no  fault  but  abundance,  which  did  lay 
Out  in  one  Scene  what  might  well  ferve  a  Play 
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ylnd  hence  do  grant,  that,  -what  they  call  Excefs, 
Was  to  be  reckoned  as  thy  happinefs,  _ 
Fromwhom  Wit  ifuedin  a  full  Sprmg-tfj 
Much  did  inricb  the  Stage,  much  flo^  d  hefide 
For  that  thou  couldjl  thine  own  free  Fancy  btnd 
In  liriSier  Numbers,  and  runfo  csnfin  a 
Ttoobferve  the  Rules  of  Art  whch  f'way 
In  the  contrivance  of  a  true-born  Flay-, 
Thofe  Works  proclaim,  M  ^ou  didM'  rettr 
From  Beaumont,  by  none  but  thyfelf  ^^jpir  \ 
Where,  -we  fee,  'twas  not  Chance  that  made  them  htt. 
Nor  were  thy  Plays  the  Lotteries  of  Wtt  ■, 
^5  But,  like  to  Durer'i  Pencil,  whtch  firjl  kne-^ 
The  Laws  of  Faces,  and  then  Faces  drew: 
Thou  knewji  the  Jir,  the  Colour,  and  the  Place, 
The  Symmetry,  which  gives  a  Poem  Lrrace. 
Parts  arefo  fitted  unto  Parts  f  do 
-  Shew  thouhidji  Wit,  -nd  Mathemat^cks  too 
Knew' ft  where  by  Une  tofpare,  where  to  dijpenje, 
/tnddidli  beset  iuft  Comedies  from  thence  : 
Tt^ngfiLZhU  thou  didfi  fuch  Life  bjeath 

That  they,  f?Mrw«  Black-Friers  unaSied,  breath. 
Jonfon  hatb  writ  things  lafting,  and  Djvtne 
Tet  his  Love-Scenes,  Fletcher,  compar  d  to  thine, 
Jre  cold  andfrojiy ;  and  exprefs  Love  Jo, 
As  Heat  with  Ice,  or  warm  Fires  mix'd  wtth  Snow ; 

M  Uke.Xi.r.r^s  Pencil,-]  f -^^Ttl^gt^^ 
that  he  prelemed  him  with  a  Coat  of  Arms  as  the  Badge  ot^^  ^y^^^^^ 
X*  tha,  they.  {Mr        Black-Friers]  their JW^^^ 

•meaning,  tha.  FUuher^^  Plays  were  fo  W  ^  *'^Xh  aeed  againft 
Yby  rcafon  of  the  troublefome  times,  and  C.v.l  War  which 'agea  g 

Ung  a../«theFirft)  they  V°f  ""tbttoe  n  our^Aulr-. 

theiS  off.    One  of  the  Seven  Playhoafes,  fubfifting 
Time,  was  in  Black-Frjers,  ThoU, 

§  4 
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Thou,  as  ifjlruck  with  the  fame  generous  Darfs^ 
Which  burn,  and  reign,  in  noble  Lovers'  Hearts^ 
Hajl  cloath'd  AffeBions  in  fuch  native  tires. 
And  jo  defer ib'd  them  in  their  own  true  Fires ; 
Such  moving  Sighs,  fuch  iindifjembled  Tears, 
Such  Charms  of  Language^  fuch  Hopes  mi^'d  with 
Fears  3 

Such  Grarits  after  Denials,  fuch  Purfuits 
After  Defpair,  fuch  amorous  Recruits, 
That  fome,  who  fate  SpeBators,  have  cofifejl 
The?nfehes  transform' d  to  what  they  faw  exprefl : 
And  felt  fuch  foafts  fieal  through  their  captiv'd  Senfe^ 
As  made  them  rife  Parts,  and  go  Lovers  thence. 
Nor  was  thy  Stile  wholly  composed  of  Groves, 
Or  the  foft  Strains  of  Shepherds  and  their  Loves ; 
When  thou  woulajl  Comick  be,  each  f mi  ling  Birth  y 
In  that  kind,  came  into  the  World  all  Mirth, 
All  Point,  all  Edge,  all  Sharpnefs  ;  we  did  fit 
Sometimes  five  Acls  out  in  pure  fprightful  Wit ;  • 
Which  flowed  in  fuch  true  Salt,  that  we  did  doubt 
In  which  Scene  we  laugh' d  mofl  two  Shillings  out. 
*^  Shakefpear  to  thee  was  dull,  whofe  beft  Jeji  lies 
Ith'  Ladies  quejlions,  and  the  Fools  Replies  5 

Old 

*  7  Shakefpear  to  thee  nvas  dulii]  This  falfe  Cenfurc  arofe  from  the 
uAsal  fault  of  Panagerills,  of  depreciating  others  to  extol  their  Favourite. 
Had  he  only  faid,  as  in  the  former  Copy,  that  Fletcher  was  in  a  due 
Medium  between  yonfon^%  Correftnefs  and  Shake/pear  s  Fancy,  he  had 
done  Fletcher  as  well  as  hicifelf  more  real  Honour.  But  it  mull  beobferv'd, 
that  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  were  fo  much  the  general  Tafte  of  the  Age, 
both  in  Charles  the  Firft  and  Second's  Reign,  that  Mr.  Cartvjright  only 
follows  the  common  Judgment.  The  Pveafon  feems  to  be  this,  J  on/on 
furviv'd  both  Shakefpear  and  our  Authors  many  Years,  and  as  he  warmly 
oppos'd  the  Urange  Irregularities  of  the  Etjglijh  Theatre,  at  the  head  of 
which  Irregularities  was  fo  great  a  Genius  as  Shakefpear,  he  form'd  a 
ilrong  Party  againft  him.  But  Nature  frequently  fpoke  in  Shakefpear  fo 
direftly  to  the  Heart,  and  his  Excellences  as  well  as  Faults  were  fo 
glaring,  that  the  Prejudices  againft  the  latter  ccald  not  wholly  blind  Men 

n 
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Old fafiion'd  Wit^  which  uoalk'd fromT^own  to  Town 
*^  In  trunk-hofey  which  our  Fathers  cattd  the  Clown ; 
Whofe  Wit  our  nice  times  would  Ohfcenenefs  call^ 
And  which  made  Bawdry  pafs  for  Comical. 
Nature  was  all  his  Art ;  thy  Vein  was  free 
As  hisy  but  without  his  Scurrility ; 
From  whom  Mirth  came  unforc  d^  no  J eji  perplex* d^ 
But  without  labour  clean^  chafi^  and  unvex'd. 
Thou  wert  not  like  fome^  our  fmall  Poets^  who 
Could  not  be  Poets^  were  not  we  Poets  too  ; 
Whofe  Wit  is  pi  If  ring  ^  and  whofe  Vein  and  Wealth 
Jn  Poetry  lyes  meerly  in  their  Jiealth  ; 
JSfor  didji  thou  feel  their  Droughty  their  Pangs ^  their 
^alms^ 

Their  Rack  in  Writings  who  do  write  for  Alms  j 
Whofe  wretched  Genius,  and  dependent  Fires^ 
But  to  their  BenefaBors'  Dole  ajpires. 
Nor  hadjl  thou  the  Jly  Tricky  ^hjelf  to  praife 
Under  thy  Friends'  Names-,  or,  to  pur  chafe  Bays  ^ 
Didfl  write  jlale  Commendations  to  thy  Book^ 
Which  we  for  Beaumont'^  or  Ben  Jonfon'^  took  : 

to  the  former.  As  our  Authors  refembled  him  in  thefe  Excellences 
more  than  Jon/on^  and  yet  often  followed  Jonfori^  Corrednefs  and 
Manner,  the  Partifans  both  of  ^hake/pear  and  Jon/on  were  willing  to 
compromife  it,  and  allow  them  the  firft  Honours,  as  partaking  of  both 
their  Excellences.  After  the  Reftoration,  French  Rules  of  the  Drama 
were  introduc'd,  and  our  Authors  being  nearer  them  than  Shake/pear^ 
■they  tlill  held  their  Superiority. 

i8  In  turned  Hofe,']  This  is  Nonfenfe;  and  a  Corruption  either  by 
the  Tranfcribers,  or  at  Prefs.  We  muft  read,  Trunk  hofe ;  i.  e.  a  kind 
of  large  Slops,  or  Trowzers,  worn  by  the  Clowns.  So  in  the  25th 
^opy  of  Verfes ; 

*■  'Tou  T^njoo  thought  fit 

fo  <wtar  juji  Rokes,  and  leave  off  Txwvk-hok  Wit* 

Mr.  Theohald, 


That 


[so] 

That  Debt  thou  leffft  to  m,  which  none  but  he 
Can  truly  pay^  Fletcher,  who  writes  like  thee, 

^9  William  Cartwright. 


To  the  Manes  of  the  celebrated  Poets  and  Fellow- 
writers,  Francis  Beaumont  and  John 
Fletcher,  upon  the  Printing  of  their  Ex- 
cellent Dramatick  Poems. 

*  XL 

DJfdain  not,  gentle  Shades^  the  lowly  Pratfe 
IVhich  here  1  tender  your  immortal  Bays  : 
Call  it  not  Folly,  but  my  Zeal,  that  I 
Strive  to  Eternize  Tou,  that  cajmot  dye. 
And  though  no  Language  rightly  can  commend 
What  you  have  writ^  fave  what  your  fehes  have 
penn'd ; 

Tet  let  me  wonder  at  thofe  curious  Strains 
(The  rich  Conceptions  of  your  Twin-like  Brains) 
Which  drew  the  Gods  attention  ;  who  admir'd 
To  fee  our  Englifli  Stage  by  you  injpir'd: 
Whofe  chiming  Mufes  never  faitd  to  Jing 
A  Soul-affeBing  Mujick  3  ravijhing 

*9  William  Cartnjuright.'^  Mr.  Cartnjoright  was  elleemM  onewf  the 
beft  Poets,  Orators,  and  Philofophers  of  his  Age  ;  he  was  firft  a  King's 
Scholar  at  Wejiminjiery  then  Student  of  Chrift-Church^  Oxon.  Wood 
calls  him  the  moft  Seraphical  Preacher  of  his  Age,  another  Tully  and 
another  Virgil:  He  died  about  the  Age  of  Thirty  in  1643,  in  the  Year 
of  his  Proflorlhip,  when  King  Charles  the  Firft  was  at  Oxford,  by 
whom  his  Death  was  moft  afFedlionately  mourned.  He  wrote  the 
Lady  Errant,  7he  Royal  Slave,  and  Love's  Convert,  Tragi  Comedies. 
And  a  Volume  of  his  Poems  were  printed  after  his  Death.  See  Woof  s 
Jthence, 

Both 
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Both  Ear  and  IntelleB  ^  while  you  do  Each 
Contend  with  Other  who  Jhall  htgheji  - reach 
In  rare  Invention  3  ConJtiBs^  that  beget 
New  jlrange  Delight^  to  fee  two  Fancies  mef^ 
7hat  could  receive  no  foil :  two  JVits  in  growth 
So  juft.y  as  had  one  Soul  informed  Both, 
nence  (Learned  Fletcher)  fung  the  Mufe  alone^ 
jis  both  had  done  before^  thy  Beaumont  gone. 
In  whom^  as  thou^  had  he  out-liv'd^  fo  he 
{^Snatch  d firft  away)  furvived  fiill  in  thee. 

What  though  Dijlempers  of  the  prefent  Age 
Have  banijh  d  your  fmooth  Numbers  from  the  Stage  ? 
Tou  fhall  be  gainers  bfty  it  floall  confer 
T 0  th'  making  the  vaji  World  your  Theater  ; 
The  Prefs  fhall  give  to  every  Man  his  part ^ 
And  we  will  all  be  A5lors  ;  learn  by  heart 
Thofe  Tragic  Scenes  and  Comic  Strains  you  wrif^ 
JJnimi  table  both  for  Art  and  Wit ; 
Andy  at  each  Exit,  as  your  Fancies  rife^ 
Our  Hands  pall  clap  deferved  Plaudities. 

•     30  John  Webb. 

30  John  Webb.']  I  find  no  other  Traces  of  a  John  Webb  who  was 
likely  to  be  Author  of  this  ingenious  Copy  of  Verfes ;  but  that  in  1 629, 
four  Years  after  Fletchers  Death,  onQjohn  Webby  M.  A.  and  Fellow  of 
Magdalene  College  in  Oxford,  was  made  Mafter  of  Croydon  School.  He 
was  probably  our  Mr.  Webby  and  much  nearer  the  Times  of  our  Authors 
than  Mr.  Cart'wrighfy  and  had  I  difcovered  this  foon  enough,  he  fliould 
have  took  place  of  him;  but  hisTeftimony  of  Beaumont\  Abilities,  as 
a  Writer,  is  a  proper  Antidote  againft  Mr.  Cartnx}right\  traditional 
Opinion. 


On 
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On  the  Wo  r  k  s  of  the  moft  excellent  Dramatic  Poet, 
Mr.  John  Fle  t  c  h  e  r,  never  before  printed. 

XII. 

HAIL,  Fletcher!  welcome  to  the  World's  great 
Stage ; 

For  our  two  Hours ^  we  have  thee  here  an  Age 
In  thy  whole  W orks,  and  may  th'  Impreffion  call 
*The  Pretor  that  prefents  thy  Plays  to  all: 
Both  to  the  People,  and  the  Lords  that  fway 
TChat  Herd,  and  Ladies  whom  thofe  Lords  obey. 
And  whafs  the  Loadflone  can  fuch  Guejis  invite 
But  moves  on  two  Poles,  Profit  and  Delight  ? 
Which  will  be  foon,  as  on  the  Rack,  confejl^ 
When  every  one  is  tickled  with  a  yejl : 
3^  And  that  pure  Fletcher able  to  fubdue 
A  Melancholy  more  than  Burton  knew. 
And  though  upon  the  by,  to  his  Dejigns 
^he  Native  may  learn  Englifj  from  his  Lines ^ 
And  th'  Alien,  if  he.  can  but  conflrue  ity. 
May  here  be  made  free  Denifon  of  Wit, 
But  his  main  End  does  drooping  Virtue  raife^ 
And  crowns  her  Beauty  with  eternal  Bays ; 
In  Scenes  where  Jhe  inflames  the  frozen  Soul, 
While  Vice  (her  Paint  waflo'd  off')  appears fo  foul-^ 
She  muft  this  bleffed  Ifle  and  Europe  leave. 
And  fome  new  Quadrant  of  the  Globe  deceive: 
Or  hide  her  Blufloes  on  the  Afric  Shore, 
Like  Marius,  but  ne'er  rife  to  triumph  more-^ 

3  '  And  that  pure  Fletcher,  able  to  fubdue 

A  Melancholy  more  than  Burton  kne'w!\  Mr.  Sympfon  obferv'd 
that  the  Comma  flood  in  the  place  of  'j,  Fletcher  is  able.  Burton  was 
Author  of  the  Anatomy  of  Melancholy y  a  Folia, 

that 
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That  Honour  is  refign'd  to  Fletcher'^  Fame-j 
Add  to  his  Trophies,  that  a  Poet'^  Name 
[Late  grow?i  as  odious  to  our  Modern  States, 
As  that  of  King  to  Rome)  he  ^vindicates 
From  black  Afperfions^  caft  upon't  by  thofe 
Which  only  are  infpird  to  lie  in  Profe. 

And,  By  the  Court  of  Mufes  be't  Decreed, 
What  Graces  fpring  from  Poeffs  richer  Seed, 
When  we  natne  Fletcher,  Jhall  be  fo  proclaim' d^ 
As  ally  tkafs  Royal,  is  when  Caeiar'i  nanid, 

3^  Robert  Stapylton,  Kt. 


To  the  Memory  of  my  moft  honoured  Kinfman, 
Mr.  Francis  Beaumont. 

XIII. 

I'L  L  not  pronounce  how Jirong  and  clean  thou  wrifjl^ 
Nor  by  what  new  hard  Rules  thou  took' ft  thy  Flights^ 
Nor  how  much  Greek  and  Latin  fome  refine ^ 
Before  they  can  make  up  fix  Words  of  thine  ; 
But  this  Til  fay^  thou  ftrtkfi  our  Senfe  fo  deep^ 
At  o?2ce  thou  makfi  us  bhi/h,  rejoice^  and  weep. 
Great  Father  Jonfon  bow'd  himfelf  when  he 
(Thou  writft  fo  nobly)  vow'd,  he  envy'd  thee. 
Were  thy  Mardonius  arm'd ,  there  would  be  more 
Strife  for  his  Sword  than  all  Achilles  wore ; 

3  2-  Sir  Robert  Stapylton  of  Carelton  in  York/hire,  a  Poet  of  much 
Fame,  was  at  the  Battle  of  Edgehill  with  King  Charles  the  ift.  and  had 
an  honorary  Degree  giv'n  him  at  Oxford  for  his  Behaviour  on  that 
OccafiotL  He  wrote  T^he  Slighted  Maid,  a  Comedy ;  T^he  Step-Mothevy 
a  Tragi-Comedy ;  and  Hsro  and  Leandsry  a  Tragedy ;  befides  feveral 
Poems  and  Tranflations. 

Such 
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Such  wife  jiifl  Rage,  had  he  been  lately  trfdy 
My  Life  on't^  he  had  been  dth'  better  fide-. 
And,  where  he  found falfe  odds,  (through  Gold  or  Sloth) 
Tloere  brave  Mardonius  would  have  beat  them  both. 

Behold,  here's  Fletcher  too!  the  World  ne'er  knew 
T!wo  Potent  Wits  co-operate,  till  you 
For  fiill  your  Fancies  are  fo  wov'n  and  knit, 
'Twas  Francis  Fletcher,  or  John  Beaumont  writ. 
Tet  neither  borrowed,  nor  were  fo  put  to't 
T ?  call  poor  Gods  and  Goddeffes  to  do't 
Nor  made  nine  Girls  your  Mufes  (you  fuppofe. 
Women  ne'er  write,  fave  Love-Letters  in  Profe) 
But  are  your  own  Infpirers,  aiid  have  made 
Such  powerful  Scenes,  aSy  when  they  pleafe,  invades 
Tour  Plot,  Senfe,  Language^  aWs  fo  pure  and fit^ 
He's  Bold,  not  Valiant,  dare  difpute  your  Wit. 

33  George  Lifle,  Kf. 

3  3  Georgt  Lijle,  Knight.]  This  I  take  to  be  the  fame  with  Sir  John 
LiJIe  one  of  King  Charles's  Judges ;  for  Wooi^i  in  his  Index  to  his  Athen,^^ 
calls  Sir  John  by  the  Name  of  George:  He  might  perhaps  have  hid 
two  Chriftian  Names.  If  this  was  he,  he  was  admitted  at  Oxford  ivi  the 
Year  1622,  feven  Years  after  Beaumont'^  Death,  fnd  as  he  was  a 
Kinfman  might  be  fuppofed  to  know  more  of  his  Compofitions  than  a 
Stranger.  His  Teftimony  therefore  adds  Strength  to  what  has  been 
before  advanced  concerning  Beaumont^  nay  it  does  fo  whether  Sir  George 
LiJle  be  the  Regicide  or  not.  If  he  was,  he  was  an  eminent  Lawyer 
and  Speaker  in  the  Koufe  of  Commons,  and  made  Lord  Commiffioner 
of  the  Privy-Seal  by  the  Parliament.  After  the  Relloration  he  fled  to 
Lofanna  in  Swoitzerland,  where  he  was  treated  as  Lord  Chancellor  pf 
England^  which  fo  irritated  fome  furious  Injh  Loyalifts  that  they  jhpt 
him  dead  as  he  was  going  to  Church, 


On 
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On  Mr.  John  Fletcher'^  Works. 
XIV. 

SO  Jhall  ivejoy^  when  all  whom  Beajis  and  Worms 
Had  turn'd  to  their  own  Subjiances  and  Forms^ 
Whom  Eaf-th  to  Earth,  or  Fire  hath  changed  to  Fire, 
We  Jhall  behold  J  more  than  at  Jirjiintire, 
As  now  we  do,  to  fee  all  thine,  thine  own 
In  this  thy  Mufe's  Rejurredlion  : 
Whofefcatterd  Partsjrom  thy  own  Race,  more  Wounds 
Hathfuffer'd,  than  Afteon  from  his  Hounds j, 
Which  fir  ft  their  Brains,  and  then  their  Bellies,  fed^ 
And from  their  Excrements  new  Poets  bred. 
But  now  thy  Mufe  enraged  from  her  Urn, 
Like  Ghofls  of  murder' d  Bodies,  doth  return 
T  accufe  the  Murderers,  to  right  the  Stage, 
And  undeceive  the  long-abufed  Age ; 
Which  cafis  thy  Praife  on  them,  to  whom  thy  Wit 
Gives  not  more  Gold  than  they  give  Drofs  to  it  : 
Who,  not  content  like  Felons  to  purloin,  - 
Add  Treafon  to  it,  and  debafe  thy  Coin. 

But  whither  am  Ifirafd?  I  need  not  raife 
Trophies  to  thee  from  other  Mens  Difpraife ; 
Nor  is  thy  Fame  on  lejjer  Ruins  built, ^ 
Nor  needs  thy  jufier  title  the  foul  Guilt 
Of  Eajiern  Kings,  who,  to  fecure  their  Reign,  ^ 
Mufi  have  their  Brothers,  Sons,  and  Kindred  fain. 
Then  was     Wifs  Empire  at  the  fatal  height. 
When,  laboring  and finking  with  its  weight, 

3+  -  Wiis  Empire  at  the  fatal  Height,-]  i,  e.  The  higheft  Pitch 
which  Fate  allows  it  to  rife  to.    The  following  Account  of  Shake/pear, 
WL  Jonfon,  and  Fletcher,  tho'  rather  too  favourable  to  the  laft,  is  as  much 
■preferable  to  all  the  former  Poets  Encomiums  as  Sir  John  was  preferable 
^■to  them  in  Abilities  as  a  Poet. 

^1  From 
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From  thence  a  thoufand  lejfer  Poets  fprung. 
Like  petty  Princes  from  the  fall  of  Rome. 
When  Jonfon,  Shakefpear,  and  thy f elf  did  Jif^ 
And fwafd  in  the  Triumvirate  of  Wit, 
Tet  what  from  Jonfon'^  Oil  and  Sweat  did  flow^ 
Or  what  more  eafy  Nature  did  beftow 
On  Shakefpear'5  ^<r;z^/^r  Mufe^  in  thee  full  grown 
Their  Graces  both  appear ;  yet  foy  that  none 
Can  fayy  here  Nature  endsy  and  Art  begins ; 
But  mixt,  like  th'  Elements^  and  born  like  Twins  \ 
So  interweav'dy  fo  like^  fo  much  the  fame^ 
None  this  mere  Nature^  that  mere  Art  can  name : 
'Twas  this  the  Ancients  meant-.  Nature  and  Skill 
Are  the  two  Tops  of  their  Parnafliis  Hill, 

J.  Denham. 


Upon  Mr.  JohnFletcher's  Plays. 
XV. 

F Letcher,  to  thee^  we  do  not  only  owe 
All  thefe  good  Plays,  but  thofe  of  others  too  ^ 
Thy  Wit,  repeated,  does  fupport  the  Stage 
Credits  the  laji,  and  entertains  this  Age  : 
No  Worthies  form' d  by  any  Mufe,  but  thi?ie. 
Could  pur  chafe  Robes  to  make  themfelves  fo  fine : 
What  brave  Commander  is  not  proud  to  fee 
Thy  brave  Melantius  in  his  Gallantry  ? 
Our  greatefl  Ladies  love  to  fee  their  Scorn 
Out-done  by  thine,  in  what  themfelves  have  worn 
Th'  impatient  Widow,  e'er  the  Tear  be  done^ 
Sees  thy  Afpafia  weeping  in  her  Gown : 
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I  /  never  yet  the  "Tragic  Strain  ajfafd^ 

i  Deterr'd  by  that  inimitable  Maid  : 
And  when  I  venture  at  the  Comic  Stile, 
35  Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  to  mock  my  toil: 
7hus  has  thy  Mufe,  at  once,  improved  and  marfd 
Our  Sport  in  Flays,  by  rendering  it  too  hard. 
So  when  a  fort  of  lufly  Shepherds  throw 
The  Bar  by  turns,  and  none  the  refi  outgo 
So  far,  but  that  the  befi  are  meafuring  Cafis, 
^heir  Emulation  and  their  Pajlime  lafis 
But  if  fome  Brawny  Teoman  of  the  Guard 
Step  in,  and  tofs  the  Axle-tree  a  Tard, 
Or  more,  beyond  the  fartheji  Mark,  the  refi 
Defpairing  Jiand,  their  Sport  is  at  the  bejl. 

Edw.  Waller. 


To  FLETCHER  Reviv'd. 
XVI. 

XJO  W  have  I  been  Religious?  what fir ange Good 

Has  fcap'd  me,  that  I  never  underflood  ? 
i  Have  I  Hell-guarded  Herefy  overthrown  ? 
Heard  wounded  States  ?  made  Kings  and  Kingdoms 
one  ? 

That  Fate  Jhould  be  fo  merciful  to  me, 

To  let  me  live  fhave  faid,  I  have  read  thee. 

^'i  Thy  Scornful  Lady — ]  Many  great  Men,  as  well  as  Mr.  Waller, 
;  have  celebrated  this  Play.  Beaumonf^  Hand  is  vifible  in  fome  high 
Caracatures,  but  I  muft  own  my  DilTent  to  its  being  call'd  a  Firft-rate 
Comedy  ;  I  proposed  to  have  put  it  in  the  fecond  Clafs  in  the  Preface, 
where  I  have  divided  our  Authors  Plays  into  three  Claffcs,  but  by  an 
unfortunate  Overfight  this  Play  was  omitted. 

Vol.  I.  h  Fair 
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Fair  Stary  afcend!  the  Joy  !  the  Life  !  the  Light 
Of  this  tempefiuous  Age^  this  dark  World's  Sight ! 
Oh ^  from  thy  Crown  of  Glory  dart  one  Flame 
May  Jlrike  a  facred  Reverence ^  whilji  thy  Name 
{Like  holy  Elamens  to  their  God  of  Day) 
We^  bowing yfng ;  and  whilji  we  praife^  we  pray. 

Bright  Spirit  !  whofe  Eternal  Motion 
Of  Wit^  like  Time,  ftill  in  itfelf  did  run ; 
Binding  all  others  in  it^  and  did  give 
Commifiony  htm  far  this^  or  that^  Jhall  live  : 
3^  Like  Deftiny,  thy  Poems    who,  as  Jhe 
Signs  Death  to  all^  herfelf  can  never  dye. 

And  710W  thy  Purple-robed  Tragedy, 
In  her  imbroiderd  Buskins,  calls  mine  Eye, 
Where  brave  Aetius  we  fee  betrafdy  Vaientinian, 
y  obey  his  Deaths  whom  thoufand  Lives  obeyed ; 
Whilfl  that  the  Mighty  Fool  his  Scepter  breaks. 
And  through  his  Gen'raF^  Wounds  his  own  Doom 

fpeaks',  .  _ 
Weaving  thus  richly  Vaientinian, 
J^he  cofllieji  Monarch  with  the  cheapeji  Man. 

3  ^  Like  Deftiny  of  Poems,  nvho,  as  Jhi 

Sings  Death  to  all,  herfelf  can  ne'ver  dye.}  This  if  extremely  ob- 
fcure :  He  fays  firft,  that  Fletcher  is  the  Spirit  of  Poetry,  that  he  is  the 
God  of  it,  and  has  decreed  the  Fate  of  all  other  Poems,  whether  they 
are  to  live  or  dye ;  after  this  he  is  like  the  Deftiny  of  Poems,  and  living 
only  himfclf  figns  Death  to  all  others.  This  is  very  high-ftrain'd  indeed, 
and  rather  felf-contradidory,  for  Fletcher^%  Spirit  gives  Commiflion  how 
far  fomc  ftiall  live  and  yet  fjgns  Death  to  all,  A  flight  Change  wiH 
make  fomewhat  eafier  and  clearer  Senfc.  I  underftand  the  four  firft 
Lines  thus  j  Fletchers  Poetry  is  the  ftandard  of  Excellence ;  whatever 
is  not  form'd  by  that  Model  muft  dye,  therefore  I  read. 

Like  Depny,  thy  Poems ;  i.  e.  Thy  Poems  being  the  ftandard  of 
Excellence,  are  like  Deltiny,  which  determines  the  Fate  of  others, 
but  herfeif  remains  ftill  the  fame.  I  republifll  this  Poem  as  there  are 
ftrong  Marks  cf  Genius  in  it,  particularly  in  fomc  of  the  following 
Paragraph?. 

Soldiers. 
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Soldiers  may  here  to  their  eld  Glories  add^ 
The  Lover  love^  and  be  with  reafon  Mad :  The  Mad  uytu 
Not  as  of  old  Alcides  furious^ 
JVhOy  wilder  than  his  Bully  did  tear  the  Houfe ; 
{Hurling  his  Language  with  the  Cajivas  Stone) 
*Twas  thought^  the  Monjier  roar'd  the  fob* rer  Tone, 

Buty  ah!  when  thou  thy  for  row  didjl  infpire 
With  Pajfions  black  as  is  her  dark  Attire^ 
Virgins^  as  Sufferers,  have  wept  to  fee  Areas. 
So  white  a  Soul,  fo  red  a  Cruelty ;  Bciiario, 
T^hat  thou  haft  griev'dy  andy  with  unthought  Redrefs^ 
Drfd  their  wet  Eyes  who  now  thy  Mercy  blefs  ; 
Tety  loth  to  lofe  thy  watry  Jewels  when 
Joy  wifd  it  off.  Laughter  Jirait  fprung't  agen* 

Now  ruddy-cheeked  Mirth  with  rofy  Wings  Th^'^ptnfi 
Fansev'ry  Brow  with  gladnefs^  whilft  Jhe  fengs  Curate. 
Delight  to  all ;  and  the  whole  Theatre  rousLicut"enan'f. 
A  Feftival  i?i  Heaven  doth  appear^ 
Nothing  but  Pleafure^  Love ;  and  (like  the  The  Ttmet 

Each  Face  a  general  Jmtkng  doth  adorn,    French  Lawyer, 

Hear^  ye  foulSpeakerSy  that  pronounce  the  Air 
Of  Stews  and  Sewers ^  I  will  inform  you  where ^ 
And  hoWy  to  cloath  aright  your  wanton  Wit ; 
Without  her  nafly  Bawd  attending  it.         The  Cuftow 
View  here  a  loofe  Thought  f aid  with  fuch  a  ^^«co«atrr. 
Grace^ 

Minerva  might  have  fpoke  in  Venus'  Face ; 
So  well  difguis'dy  that  'twas  conceived  by  nonel 
But  Cupid  had  Diana'j  Linjien  on ; 
And  all  his  naked  Parts  fo  vaiVd^  f  exprefs 
The  Shape  with  clouding  the  Uncomelinefs  5 
That  if  this  Reformation^  which  we 
Receiv'd^  had  not  been  buried  with  thee, 

h  2  The 
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T'he  Stage,  as  this  Work,  might  have  liifd  and  lov'J} 
Her  Lines  the  auflere  Scarlet  had  approved ; 
And  th'  Adors  ivifely  been  from  that  Offence 
As  clear,  as  they  are  now  from  Audience.  ^ 

thus  with  thy  Genius  did  the  Scene  expire^ 
Wanting  thy  aStive  and  enlivening  Fire, 
That  now  (to  fpread  a  Darknefs  over  all,) 
Nothing  remains  but  Poefy  to  fall 
And  though  from  thefe  thy  Embers  we  receive 
Some  Warmth,  fo  much  as  may  befaid,  we  live-, 
That  we  dare  praife  thee,  bluJIAefs,  in  the  Head 
Of  the  befi  piece  Hermes  to  Love  e'er  read ; 
That  we  rejoice  and  glory  in  thy  Wit, 
Andfeaft  each  other  with  remembring  it-, 
"That  we  dare  fpeak  thy  Thought,  thy  ASls  recite : 
Tet  all  Men  henceforth  be  afraid  to  write. 

37  Rich.  Lovelace. 


Upon  the  unparallel'd  Plays  written  by  thofc 
renov^ned  Twins  of  Poetry,  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher. 
XVIL 

WHAT'S  here?     another  Library  of  Praife, 
Met  in  a  Troop  f  advance  contemned  Plays, 

And 

3  7  Rich,  Lovelace.']  This  Gentleman  was  eldeft  Son  of  a  good  Fa- 
mily, extremely  accomplilh'd,  being  very  eminent  for  Wit,  Poetry,  and 
Mufic,  but  ftiU  more  fo  for  Politcnefs  of  Manners  and  Beauty  of  Perfon. 
He  had  an  ample  Fortune  and  every  Advantage  that  feem'd  to  pro-  , 
mife  Happinefs  in  Life ;  but  his  Heady  Attachment  to  the  Royal  Caufc,  I 
and  a  Liberality  that  perhaps  approach*d  too  near  Profufenefs,  reduced  I 
him  to  extreme  Poverty.    Something  of  the  Gaiety  of  the  Soldier  ap- 
pears in  the  beginning  of  this  Poem.  His  Poems  virere  publifhcd  in  1 749* 

J  8  ,         another  Library  of  Praife,']  This  alludes  to  the  numerous 

commendatory  Copies  of  Yerfes  on  Tom.  Coryat^^  Crtdities,  which  fweU'd  ^ 

into  ■ 


f4ij 

^jlnd  bring  exploded  Wit  again  in  Fajhion  ? 

I  can't  but  wonder  at  this  Reformation. 

My  skipping  Soul  furfeits  with  fo  much  good, 

T[ofee  my  Hopes  into  Fruition  bud, 

A  happy  Chymiftry  /  blejl  Viper ^  Joy ! 

T^hat  through  thy  Mother's  Bowels  gnaw*Jl  thy  way  I 

Wits  fiock  in  Shoals,  39  and  club  to  re^ereSi 
In  fpite  of  Ignorance  the  ArchiteSi 
Of  Occidental  Votiy-y  and  turn 
Gods^  to  recal  Wits  AJhes  from  their  Urn. 
Like  huge  Colofles,     they've  together  knit 
T^heir  Shoulders  to  fupport  a  World  of  Wit. 

The  Tale  of  Atlas  {though  of  Truth  it  mifs) 
We  plainly  read  Mythologiz'd  in  this-, 

into  an  entire  Volume.    This  is  touch'd  at  in  the  23d  Copy  of  Verfcsi 
by  Richard  Brome. 

For  the  witty  Copies  took. 
Of  his  Encomiums  made  themfehei  a  Book,      Mr.  Theobald. 

39  «  and  club  to  re-eleft 

In  Jpite  of  Ignorance  the  ArchiteSi 

Of  Occidental  Poefy ;— ]  I  am  now  correfling  the  foul  flieet  from 
the  Prefs,  at  thirty  Miles  diftance  from  my  old  Editions,  fo  know  not 
whether  re-ele5i  be  the  Error  of  former  PrefTes  or  only  of  the  prefent.  I 
read  re-ereSl,  which  better  correfponds  with  the  Metaphors  both  in  this 
and  the  following  Sentence.  As  an  Architect  his  Poems  are  re-built; 
as  he  was  dead  he  was  raifed  to  Life. 

4 0    they've  together  met 

7heir  Shoulders  to  fupport  a  World  of  TFit.']  I  Ihould  not  find  fault 
With  Met  and  Wit  being  made  Rhimes  here,  (the  Poets  of  thofe  Times 
giving  themfelves  fuch  a  Licence)  but  that  two  Perfons  meeting  their 
Shtulders  is  neither  Senfe  nor  Englijh!  I  am  therefore  perfuaded  the  Au- 
thor wrote  knit.    So  twice  in  the  Vlllth  Copy  by  Jafper  Maine, 

In  Fame,  as  nvell  as  Writings^  both  fo  knit^  j 

lhat  no  Man  knoijus  'where  to  divide  your  Wit. 
And  again, 

iV(7r  *wirfyou  thus  in  Wtrks  and  Poems  knit,  &c. 

Mr.  ^eobald. 

h  3  Orpheus 
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Orpheus  and  Amphion,  whofe  undying  Btorm 

Made  Athens  famous ^  are  but  Allegories. 

'Tis  Poetry  has  Power,  to  civilize  . 

Men^  worfe  than  Stones^  more  blockifh  than  the  Treeu 

I  cannot  choofe  but  think  (now  things  Jo  fall) 

That  Wjt  is  pajl  its  Clira^fterical ; 

j^nd  though  the  Mufes  have  been  dead  and  gone^ 

I  know^  they'll  find  a  Refarreftion. 

"T^is  vain  to  praife ;  they're  to  ihemf elves  a  Glory ^ 
'^nd  Silence  is  our  fweetefi  Oratory. 
For  hey  that  names  but  Fletcher,  muft  needs  be 
Found  guilty  of  a  loud  Hyperbole. 
His  Fancy  fo  tranfcendently  afpires^ 
He  fdows  himfelf  a  Wit,  who  but  admires. 

Here  are  no  Volumes  Jiuft  with  cheverel  Senfe^ 
7he  very  Anagrams  of  Eloquence ; 
JSIor  long'long'Winded  Sentences  that  be. 
Being  rightly  fpelVd,  but  Wifs  Stenography  j 
Nor  Words,  as  void  of  Reafon,  as  of  Rhime^ 
Ofily  cafura'd  to  fpin  out  the  time. 
But  here's  a  Magazine  of  purejl  Senfe, 
Clothed  in  the  newefl  Garb  of  Eloquence : 
Scenes  that  are  quick  and  fprightly,  in  whofe  Veins 
Bubbles  the  ^intejjence  of  fweet^high  Strains, 
Lines,  like  their  Authors,  ajid  each  Word  of  it 
Does  fay,  'twas  writ  b'  a  Gemini  of  Wit, 

How  happy  is  our  Age  I  how  bleji  our  Men  ! 
When  fuch  rare  Souls  live  themfelves  o'er  again^ 
We  err,  that  think  a  Poet  dies ;  for  this 
Shews,  that  'tis  but  a  Metempfychofis. 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  here,  at  lajl,  we  fee 
Above  the  reach  of  dull  Mortality,^ 


Or 
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Or  Pow'r  of  Fate :  and  thus  the  Proverb  hits^ 
(Thafs  fo  much  crofs'd)  Thefe  Men  live  by  their 
Wits.  Alex,  B7'ome. 


On  the  D  E  A  t  H  and  WORKS  of 
Mr.  John  Fletcher. 

XVIII. 

MT  Namey  fo  far  from  great  ^  that  'tis  not  known'^ 
Can  hid  no  Praife  but  what  thou'dji  blufo  to  own ; 
And  no  rude  Hand^  or  feeble  Wit^  Jhould  dare 
21?  vex  thy  Shrine  with  an  tmlearned  'T <^ar. 

Id  have  a  State  of  Wit  convok'dy  which  hath 
A  Power  to  take  up  on  the  common  Faith ; 
^haty  when  the  Stock  of  the  whole  Kingdom's  fpent 
In  biit  Preparative  to  thy  Monument^ 
The  prude?it  Council  may  invent  frejh  Ways 
To  get  new  Contribution  to  thy  Praife ; 
And  rear  it  highy  and  equal  to  thy  Wit ; 
Which  muji  give  Life  a?id  Monument  to  it. 

So  whejiy  latCy  ElTcx  dy'd^  the  public k  Face 
Wore  Sorrow  in't ;  and  to  add  mournful  Grace 
To  the  fad  Pomp  of  his  lamented  Fall^ 
The  Commonwealth  ferv'd  at  his  Funeral^ 
And  by  a  folemn  Order  built  his  Hearfe  j 
— But  not  like  thine ^  built  by  thyfelf  in  Verfe. 
Where  thy  advanced  Image  fafely  ftands 
Above  the  reach  of  facrflegious  Hands, 

t*'  So  cix,hen,  late,  Effex  ^V,]  The  Earl  of  EJex,  who  had  been 
General  for  the  Parliament  in  the  Civil  War  againft  King  Charles  the 
Firft,  dyed  on  the  1 4th  of  September,  1646,  and  the  firft  Folio  of  Beau^ 
piont  and  Fletcher  i  Works  was  publilhM  in  1647.         Mr.  Theobald. 
■      h4  Bafe 
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Bafe  Hands,  how  impotently  you  dtfclofe 

Tour  Rage  'gainjl  Camden'j  learned  AJhes^  ivbofe 

Defaced  Sfatua  and  martyr' d  Book, 

Like  an  Antiquity  and  Fragment  look. 

Nonnulla  defunt'i  legibly  appear^ 

So  truly  now  Camden'j  Remains  lye  there. 

Vain  Malice!  how  he  mocks  thy  Rage,  while  Breath 

Of  Fame  Jhall  fpeak  his  great  Elizabeth  ! 

^Gainji  "time  and  thee  he  well  provided  hath ; 

Britannia  is  the  Tomb  and  Epitaph. 

Thus  Princes  Honours ;  but  Wit  only  gives 

A  Name  which  to  fucceeding  Ages  lives. 

Singly  we  now  confult  Ourfelves  and  Famty 
Ambitious  to  twift  ours  with  thy  great  Name. 
Hence  we  thus  bold  to  praife.    For  as  a  Vine, 
With  fubtle  Wreath  and  clofe  Embrace,  doth  twine 
A  friendly  Elm,  by  whofe  tall  Trunk  it  Jhoots 
And  gathers  Growth  and  Moiflure  from  its  Roots  \ 
About  its  Arms  the  thankful  Clujiers  cling 
Like  Bracelets,  arid  with  Purple  ammelling 
The  blue-cheek'd  Grape,  fluck  in  its  vernant  Hairy 
Hangs  like  rich  Jewels  in  a  beauteous  Ear. 
So  grow  our  Praifes  by  thy  Wit  5  we  do 
Borrow  Support  and  Strength,  and  lend  but  Shpw^ 

Oh  for  a  Spark  of  that  diviner  Fire, 
Which  thy  full  Br  e  aft  did  animate  and  infpire\ 
That  Souls  could  be  divided,  thou  traduce 
But  a  fmall  Particle  of  thine  to  us  ! 
Of  thine-,  which  we  adtnir'd  when  thou  didjl Jit 
But  as  a  Joint-commijioner  in  Wit 
When  it  had  Plummets  hung  on  to  fupprefs 
Its  too  luxuriant  growing  Mightinefs : 
'Till  as  that  Tree  which  f corns  to  be  kept  down^ 
Thou  grew'Jl  to  govern  the  whole  Stage  alone. 

In 
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In  which  Orb  thy  throng' d  Light  did  make  the  Star^ 
Thou  wer't  th'  Intelligence  did  move  that  Sphere. 
Thy  Fury  was  composed  j  Rapture  no  Fit 
That  hung  on  thee  ;  nor  thou  far  gone  in  Wit 
As  Men  in  a  Di/eafe;  thy  Fancy  clear, 
4*  Mufe  chajiy  as  thofe  Flames  whence  they  took  their 
Fire  ; 

No  fpurious  Compofures  amongfi  thine 
Got  in  Adultery  'twixt  Wit  and  Wine. 

And  as  tU  hermetical  Fhyficians  draw 
From  things  that  Curfe  of  the  firji-broken  Law, 
That  Ens  Venenum,  which  extracted  thence 
Leaves  nought  but  primitive  Good  and  Innocence: 
So  was  thy  Spirit  calcin'd ;  no  Mixtures  there 
But  perfect y  fuch  as  next  to  Simples  are. 
Not  like  thofe  Meteor-wits  which  wildly  fly 
In  Storm  and  Thunder  through  th'  amazed  Skyy 
Speaking  but  th'  Ills  and  Fillanies  in  a  State, 
Which  Fools  admire,  and  wife  Men  tremble  at. 
Full  of  Portent  and  Prodigy,  whofe  Gall 
Oft  f capes  the  Vice,  and  on  the  Man  doth  falL  ' 
Nature  us'd  all  her  Skill,  when  thee  fhe  meant 
A  Wit  at  once  both  Great  and  Innocent. 

Tet  thou  hadfl  Tooth ;  but  'twas  thy  Judgment,  not 
SFor  mending  one  W ord  a  whole  Sheet  to  blot. 

4  s  Mufe  chajiy  as  thofe  Frames  nvhence  they  took  their  Fire ;]  This  fecms 
obfcure,  for  what  are  thofe  Frames  whence  Fletcher  took  his  Fire  ?  The 
Stars  ?  Ev*n  if  this  was  meant,  I  fliould  think  Flames  the  better  Word ; 
but  as  Flames  will  fignify  hea^venly  Fire  in  general,  either  the  Stars,  Sun» 
Angels,  or  even  the  Spirit  of  God  himfelf,  who  maketh  his  Minifters 
Flames  of  Fire :  I  much  prefer  the  Word,  and  believe  it  the  Original. 
As  this  Poet  was  a  Clergyman  of  Charader,  with  regard  to  his  Sandity, 
and  much  celebrates  Fletcher  s  Chaftity  of  Sentiments  and  Language, 
it  is  very  evident  that  many  Words  which  appear  grofs  to  us  were  not 
fo  in  King  Charles  the  Firft's  Age.  See  Page  54,  55,  and  56  of  the 
Preface. 

Thou 
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7hu  couldft  anafomife  with  ready  Art, 

And  skilful  Hand,  Crimes  lockt  clofe  up  i*  fh*  Heart, 

Thou  couldft  unfold  dark  Plofs^  and Jhew  that  Path 

By  which  Ambition  climb' d  to  Greatnefs  hafh ; 

Thou  couldft  the  RifeSy  Turns^  and  Falls  of  States^ 

How  near  they  were  their , Periods  and  Dates -y 

Couldft  mad  the  Subjeci  into  popular  Rage^ 

And  the  grown  Seas  of  that  great  Storm  afpwage^ 

Dethrone  ufurping  Tyrants^  and  place  there 

The  lawful  Prince  and  true  Inherit er ; 

Knewft  all  dark  Turnings  in  the  Labyrinth 

Of  Policy^  which  who  but  knows  he  finn'th^ 

Save-  thecy  who  un-infeSled  didft  walk  in't 

As  the  great  Genius  of  Government, 

And  when  thou  laidji  thy  T ^agic  Buskin  by 

To  court  the  Stage  with  gentle  Comedy ^ 

How  neWy  how  proper  th*  Humours^  how  exprefs'd 

In  rich  Variety ^  how  neatly  drefs'd 

In  Language y  how  rare  Plots y  what  Strength  of  Wit 

Shind  in  the  Face  atid  every  Limb  of  it  I 

The  Stage  grew  narrow  while  thou  grewft  to  be 

In  thy  whole  Life  an  Excellent  Comedy, 

To  thefe  a  Virgin-modefty  which  firft  met 
Applaufe  with  Blujh  and  Feary  as  if  he  yet 
Had  not  deferv'd ;  7/7/  bold  with  conftant  Praife 
His  Brows  admitted  the  unfought  for  Bays, 
Nor  would  he  ravifto  Fame ;  but  let  Men  free 
T 1  their  own  Vote  and  Ingenuity. 
When  his  fair  Shephcrdefs  oil  the  guilty  Stagey 
Was  martyr' d  between  Ignorance  and  Rage 
At  which  the  impatient  Virtues  of  thofe  few 
Could  judgeygrew  highy  crfd  Murder :  though  he  knew 
The  Innocence  and  Beauty  of  his  Child^ 
He  only^  as  if  unconcernedy  fmil'd. 

Princes 
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♦3  Princes  have  gathered fince  each  fcatter'd  Grace^ 
Each  Line  and  Beauty  of  that  injured  Face  ; 
And  on  th'  united  Farts  breath  d  fiich  a  Fire 
As  fpight  of  Malice  fie  Jhall  ne'er  expire. 

Attending,  not  affe^ingy  thus  the  Crown^ 
U'ill  every  Hand  did  help  to  fet  it  on^ 
He  came  to  be  fole  Monarchy  and  did  reign 
In  Wifs  great  Empire ^  absolute  Sovereign. 

4^  John  Harris. 


On  Mr,  John  Fletcher,  and  his  Wo  r  k 
never  before  Publiflied. 

XIX. 

TO  flatter  living  Fools  is  eafy  Slight: 
But  hardy  to  do  the  living-dead  Men  Right. 

*J  Princes  ha^ve  gather  d  Jtnce  each  fcatterd  Grate, 

Each  Line  and  Beauty  of  that  injur  d  Face'y"\  This  relates  to  King 
Charles  the  Firft  caufing  The  Faithful  Shepherdefs  to  be  revived,  and  afted 
before  him.  The  Lines  are  extremely  beautiful,  and  do  honour  to  the 
King's  Tafte  in  Poetry,  which  as  it  comes  from  an  Adverfary  (tho* 
certainly  a  very  candid  one,  and  who  before  ccndemn'd  the  Fire-brand- 
Scriblers  and  Meteor-Wits  of  his  Age)  is  a  ftrong  Proof  of  its  being 
a  very  good  one.  Queen  Elizaheth  may  be  call'd  the  Mother  of  the 
Englijh  Poets;  James  the  Firft  was  a  Pedagogue  to  them,  encourag'd 
tlieir  Literature  but  debas'd  it  with  Puns  and  Pedantry  ;  Charles  the 
Firft  revivM  a  good  Tafte,  but  the  Troubles  of  his  Reign  prevented  the 
great  EiFefts  of  his  Patronage. 

4*  John  llarris  was  of  New-College^  Oxford,  Greek  Profeflbr  of  the 
Univerfity,  and  fo  eminent  a  Preacher  that  he  was  callM  a  fecond  Chry 
fojiom.  In  the  Civil  Wars  he  fided  with  the  Presbyterians,  and  was  one 
of  the  AJfemhly  of  Di^oinesy  and  is  the  only  Poet  in  this  Colleflion  whom 
we  certainly  know  to  h^ve  been  for  the  Parliament  againft  the  King, 
His  Poem  has  great  Merit ;  the  fine  Break  after  the  mention  of  the  Earl 
pf  EJjfex,  and  the  Simile  of  the  Elm  and  Clufters  of  Grapes,  deferve  a 
particular  Attention.  After  this  Simile  I  have  ftruck  out  fome  Lines 
that  were  unequal  in  Merit  to  their  Brethren,  left  the  Reader,  tired  with 
thefe,  (hould  flop  too  {hort;  for  thofe  which  now  follow,  tho'  unjuft  with 
regard  to  Beanmont,  are  poetically  good. 
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^0  praife  a  landed  Lordy  is  gainful  Art  t 

But  thanklefs  to  fay  Tribute  to  Defert. 

This  Jfmdd  have  been  my  Task:  I  had  Intent 

To  bring  my  Rubbijh  to  thy  Monument, 

To  Jiop  Jhme  Crannies  there ,  but  that  I found 

No  Need  ofleaji  Repair ;  all  firm  and  found. 

Thy  well-built  Fame  doth  Jlill  itfelf  advance 

Above  the  World's  mad  Zeal  and  Ignorance. 

Though  thou  diedjl  not  pojfeft  of  that  fame  Pelf 

Which  nobler  Souls  call  Dirt,  the  City,  Wealth : 

Yet  thou  hajl  left  unto  the  Times  fo  great 

A  Legacy^  a  Treafure  fo  compleat. 

That  'twill  be  hard,  I  jear,  to  prove  thy  Will: 

Men  will  be  Wrangling^  and  in  Doubting  flill^ 

How  fo  vaji  Sums  of  Wit  were  left  behind  5 

And  yet  nor  Debts,  nor  Sharers,  they  can  find. 

^Twas  the  kind  Providence  of  Fate  to  lock 

Some  of  this  Treafure  up  ;  and  keep  a  Stock 

For  a  Referve  until  thefe  fullen  Days : 

When  Scorn,  and  Want,  and  Danger,  are  the  Bays 

That  crown  the  Head  of  Merit.    But  now  he^ 

Who  in  thy  Will  bath  part,  is  rich  and  free. 

But  there's  a  Caveat  entered  by  Command, 

None  fl:>ould  pretend,  but  thofe  can  underftand. 

^5  Henry  Moody,  Bart. 

<  s  Sir  Henry  Moody  was  of  the  Number  of  thofe  Gentlemen  who  had 
honorary  Degrees  conferred  by  King  Charles  the  Firft  at  his  Return  to 
Oxford  after  the  Battle  of  Edgehill,    The  Poem  has  fome  ftrong  Marki 
of  Genius  in  it,  particularly  in  thefe  Lines, 
— -—  until  thefe  fullen  Days  : 
When  Scorn,  and  Want,  and  Danger,  are  the  Bays 
That  cro^n  the  Head  of  Merit. 
I  confefs  myfelf  a  great  Admirer  of  Verfes  in  Rhime,  whofe  Paufes  run 
into  each  other  as  boldly  as  blank  Vcrfe  itfelf.  When  our  Moderns  cor- 
refted  many  Faults  in  the  Meafure  of  our  Verfe  by  making  the  Acccnta 
lUw^ya  fall  on  right  i>yllables,  and  laying  afide  thofe  harih  Elifions  us*d 

by 
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On  the  Deceafed  Author,  Mr.  John  Ft  etcher,' 
his  Plays  j  and  efpecially.  The  Mad  Lover, 

XX. 

46  WJHilft  his  well-organ' d  Body  doth  retreat 

W       itsjirfi  Matter,  and  the  Formal  Heat 
T:riumphant  Jits  in  Judgment  to  approve 
'Pieces  above  our  Cenfure,  and  our  Love  ; 

by  our  ancient  Poets,  they  miftook  this  Run  of  the  Verfes  into  each  other 
after  the  Manner  of  Virgil^  Homer,  Sec,  for  a  Fault,  which  deprivM  our 
Rhime  of  that  Grandeur  and  Dignity  of  Numbers  which  arifes  from  a 
perpetual  change  of  Paufes,  and  turn'd  whole  Poems  into  Diftichs, 

46  The  firft  four  Lines  of  this  Copy  of  Verfes,  I  own,  are  quite 
above  my  Comprehenfion.    What  formal  Beat  can  mean,  and  Heat 
fitting  in  Judgment^  is  a  Riddle  too  intricate  for  me  to  gucfs  at.  Then, 
why  any  Piece  fhould  be  above  our  Candour,  I  am  equally  at  a  lofs  to 
underftand.    If  thefe  Verfes  are  printed  among  Sir  Jflon  Cokaine'% 
Poems,  they  may,  perhaps,  ftand  in  a  more  intelligible  Plight.  But, 
ts  I  never  met  with  that  Gentleman's  Writings,  I'll  venture  to  fubjoim 
iry  Sufpicion  how  the  Text  might  have  originally  ftood, 
Whilji  his  'well-organ  d  Body  is  retired 
To  its  firft  Matter^  and  the  formal  Herd 
Triumphant  Jits  in  Judgment,  to  approve 
Pieces  above  our  Cenfure,  and  our  Love  ; 
The  formal  Herd  I  would  interpret  to  be  the  Croud  of  Fanatics,  that 
fwarm'd  at  the  Time  of  the  firft  Publication  of  Beaumont's  and  Fletcher  % 
Works.    Then,  as  to  the  Corredlion  in  the  fourth  Line,  it  gives  an 
Antithefts  that  makes  good  Senfe;  whereas  Candour  and  Love  are  merely 
Tautology.    An  excellent  Work  may,  with  Reafon,  be  faid  to  be  as 
much  above  Cenfure,  as  it  is  above  our  Admiration  and  Praifes»  The 
Word  approve,  I  conceive,  is  to  be  taken  in  an  equivocal  Senfe ;  not, 
direftly,  to  commend ;  but  to  fee  whether  the  Piece,  under  Judgment, 
will  ftand  the  Teft  of  being  approved,  ^  Mr.  Theohald, 

This  Note  of  Mr.  Theobald'^s  is  ingenious ;  but  there  are  great  Liber- 
ties taken,  and  the  Senfe  is,  I  believe,  made  totally  different  from  the 
true  one,  which  at  beft  is  very  obfcure.  Formal  Heat,  I  take  to  be 
a  metaphyfical  and  logical  Term  for  the  Soul,  as  the  Formal  Caufe  is 
that  wHch  conftitutes  the  Effence  of  any  thing  Fletchers  Soul  there- 
fore now  fits  in  Judgment,  to  approve  Works  dcferving  of  Praife  Af 
to  Cenfurt  for  Candour,  it  is  certainly  a  very  probable  Conje^ure. 


[  so  ] 

Sucb,  as  dare  boldly  venture  to  appear 

Unto  the  curious  Eye^  and  Critic  Ear  : 

hoy  the  Mad  Lover  in  thefe  various  Times 

Is  prefs'd  to  LifCy  faccufe  us  of  our  Crimes, 

While  Fletcher  liv'd^  who  equal  to  him  writ 

Such  lafiing  Monuments  of  natural  Wit  ? 

Others  might  draw  their  Lines  with  Sweaty  like  thofe 

That  {with  much  Pains)  a  Garrifon  inclofe ; 

Whil/i  his  fweet^fuent^  Vein  did  gently  run^ 

As  uncontrol'd  and fmoothly  as  the  Sun. 

After  his  Deaths  our  Theatres  did  make 

Him  in  his  own  unequal  Language  fpeak : 

And  now^  when  all  the  Mufes  out  of  their 

Approved  Mode  fly  filent  appear^ 

This  Flay  of  Fletcher*^  braves  the  envious  Lights 

As  Wonder  of  our  Ears  once^  now  our  Sight. 

Three-and-fourfold'hleft  Poety  who  the  Lives 

Of  PoetSy  and  of  Theatres^  furvives  ! 

A  Groomy  or  OJller  of  fome  Wity  may  bring 

His  Pegafus  to  the  Giftalian  Spring ; 

Boajly  he  a  Race  o'er  the  Pharfalian  Plain, 

Or  happy  Tempe'i  Valleyy  dares  maintain  : 

Bragy  at  one  Leap,  upon  the  double  Cliffe 

(Were  it  as  high  as  monjlrous  TenarifFe) 

Of  far-renown' d  ParnafTus  he  will  gety 

And  there  ( f  amaze  the  World )  confirm  his  Seat : 

When  our  admired  Fletcher  vaunts  not  Aught y 

And  flighted  every  thing  he  writ  as  Naught : 

While  all  our  Englifh  wondring  World  (in's  Caufe) 

Made  this  great  City  echo  with  Applaufe. 

Read  htmy  thereforCy  all  that  can  read    and  thofe. 

That  cannot  y  learn ;  if  fare  not  Learnings  Foes ; 

And  wilfully  refolved  to  refife 

The  gentle  Raptures  of  thi^  happy  Muft, 

From^ 


[  SI  ] 

From  thy  great  ConJleUation  {noble  Soul) 

Look  on  this  Kingdom  ;  fi[ffer  not  the  whole 

Spirit  of  Poejy  retire  to  Heaven ; 

But  7nake  us  entertain  what  thou  hajl  given. 

Earthquakes  and  Thunder  Diapafons  ynake  ; 

T^he  Seas  vaji  Roar^  and  irrejtjilefs  Shake 

Of  horrid  Winds^  a  Sympathy  compofe  5 

So  in  thefe  things  there* s  Mufick  in  the  Clofe  : 

And  though  they  feem  great  Difcords  in  our  Ears^ 

T[hey  are  not  fo  to  them  above  the  Spheres. 

Granting  thefe  Mufick ^  how  much  fweeter's  That 

Mnemofync'i  Daughters'  Voices  do  create  ? 

Since  Heav^n^  and  Earthy  and  Seas^  and  Air  confent 

7o  make  an  Harmony^  {the  Inftrumenty 

Their  own  agreeing  f elves)  fjallwerefujh 

The  Mufick  which  the  Deities  doufet 

Troy'i  ravijht  Ganymede  doth  fng  to  Jove, 

And  Phoebus  felf  plays  on  his  Lyre  Above. 

The  Cretan  Gods^  or  glorious  Men^  who  will 

Imitate  rights  mujl  wonder  at  thy  Skill ; 

Befl  Poet  of  thy  Times !  or  they  will  prove 

As  mad^  as  thy  brave  Memnon  was  with  Love. 

J7  Alton  Cokaine,  Bart. 

♦  7  AJlon  Cokaine,  Bart.j  This  Gentleman  who  claimed  being  made 
a  Baronet  by  King  Charks  I.  at  a  Time  when  the  King's  Diftrefs  pre- 
vented the  Creation  palling  the  due  Forms,  was  a  Poet  of  fome  Repute, 
for  which  Reafon  this  Copy  is  inferted  more  than  for  its  intrinfic  Worth, 
He  was  Lord  of  the  Manors  of  Pooley  in  Polefivorth  Parilh,  Wamvick- 
/hire,  and  of  J/hburn  in  Derby/hire ;  but  with  a  Fate  not  uncommon  to 
Wits,  fpent  and  fold  both  ;  but  his  Defccndants  of  this  Age  have  been 
and  are  Perfops  of  difunguifh'd  Merit  and  Fortune, 
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On  the  Edition  of  Mn  Francis  Beaumont 
and  Mr.  John  Fletcher's  Plays 
never  printed  before. 

XXI. 

IAm  amaz'd ;  and  this  fame  Exfajy 
Is  both  my  Glory  and  Apology. 
Sober  Joys  are  dull  FaJJiom-y  they  muft  bear 
Proportion  to  the  SubjeB :  if  fo^  where 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  fliall  vouchfafe  to  be 
The  Subjedl,  That  Joy  muft  be  Extafy. 
Fury  is  the  Complexion  of  great  Wits ; 
The  FooVs  Dijiemper :  He,  that's  Mad  by  Fits^ 
Is  wife  fo  too.    It  is  the  Poefs  Mufe ; 
The  Prophefs  God ;  the  Fool's^  and  my  Excufe. 
For  (in  Mt)  nothing  lefs  than  Fletcher's  Name 
Could  have  begot ^  or  jujiiffdy  this  Flame. 

fl2hT\^'^''''''^'^'  methinks,  it  fhould  not  be: 
Noy  not  in's  Works  5  Plays  are  as  Z)W  as  He^ 
The  Palate  of  gufts  nothing  H/]g-y& ; 

That  has  not  Cuftard  in't,  or  Bawdery. 
Folly  and  Madnefs  fill  the  aS/^^^:  The 
Is  Athens  ;  where ^  the  Guilty y  and  the  Mean, 
The  F(?o/  '/Z*^/^  well  enough  3  Learned  and  Great j 
Suffer  an  OJlracifm  ;  ftand  exulate. 

Mankind  is  yjz//';^  ^^^/;/,  Jhrunk  a  Degree^ 
A  *S/^/>  below  his  very  Apojiacy. 
Nature  her  S^*^  is  out  of  'r^^w^ ;  and  iS/ViS 
Of  Tumult  and  Diforder^  Lunatick, 
Yet  'z^^i^^/  World  would  not  cheerfully  endure 
The  Torture^  or  Difeafe^  t*  ^'^'^  the  C«r^? 
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^his  Book's  the  Balfamy  and  xh^  Helkkre^ 
Muft  preferve  bleeding  Nature y  and  rejiore 
Our  ^T^^sy  Stupor  to  a y/^  j'w/Vi  Senfe 
Both  of  Ingratitude^  and  Providence. 
That  teaches  us  (at  O//^^')  to y^'^/(?  and  iz/ow, 
n^wo  deep  Points :  What  we  Want,  and  what  we  Owe, 
Yet  Gr^*^/  G<?i?<^i        their  Ills :  Should  we  tranfmit. 
To  future  Times,  the  Pow'r  of  Z/£?'u^  and  /iT/V, 
In  this  Example :  would  they  not  combijie. 
To  make  Our  Imperfedtions  Their  Dejign  ? 
They'd Jludy  our  Corruptions  ;  and  take  more 
Care  to  be  III,  than  to  be  Good,  before. 
For  nothing,  but  fo  great  Infirmity, 
Could  make  Them  worthy  of  fuch  Remedy. 

Have  you  not  feen  the  Sun's  almighty  Ray 
Refcue  th'  affrighted  World,  and  redeem  Day 
From  black  Defpair  f  how  his  victorious  Beam 
Scatters  the  Storm,  and  drowns  the  petty  Flame 
Of  Lightning,  in  the  Glory  of  his  Eye : 
How  full  of  Pow'r,  how  full  of  Majefiy  ? 
When,  to  us  Mortals,  nothing  elfe  was  knowny 
But  the  fad  Doubt,  whether  to  burn,  or  drown, 

Choler,  znd  Phlegme,  Heat,  and  dull  Ignorance, 
Have  caft  the  People  into  7^^-^  a  Trance, 
,  That  Fifizri  and  Danger  feem  Gr^'^/  equally y 
And  no  Difpute  left  now,  but  ^ot^  to  ^/>. 
Juft  in  this  nick,  Fletcher  fets  the  World  clear 
Of  all  Diforder,  and  reforms  us  here. 

The  formal  Touth,  that'  knew  no  other  Grace, 
Or  Value,  but  his  Title,  and  his  L<^r^, 
Glaffes  himfelf:  and,  in      faithful  Mirror, 
V lews,  dif approves,  reforms,  repents  his  Error, 

The  credulous,  bright  Girl,  that  believes  all 
Language,  in  0^//;;  (if  good)  Canonical, 

Vol.  L  i  Is 
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Isforfijy^d,  and  taught ,  here,  to  beware 

Of  ev'ry  fpecious  Bait,  of  ev'ry  Snare 

Save  o?2e ;  and  that  fame  Caution  takes  her  more^ 

Than  /^//  the  Flattery  {he  felt  before. 

She  finds  her  Boxes,  and  her  Thoughts  betrafd 

By  the  Corruption  of  the  Chamber-Maid ; 

Then  throws  her  Wajhes  and  Difemblings  by  ^ 

And  'UWJ  nothing  but  Ingenuity. 

The  yj'u^r^  Statefma?i  quits  his  y^///^;^  Ji^m 
Of  Gravity  and  Bus'nefs ;  The  Lukewarm 
Religious,  his  Neutrality ;  The 
Brainfick  Illuminate,  his  Z^^/ ;  The  5^?/, 
Stupidity  ;  The  Soldier,  his  Arrears ; 
The  G?^^r/,  its  Confidence  %  The  P//?/Ji,  their  ^V^r^  j 
Gallants,  their  Apifhnefs  and  Perjury ; 
Wo?neny  their  Pleafure  and  Inconjlancy  ; 
Pi?^/j,  their  /F/;^^  ;  the  JJfurer,  his  ; 
The  Worlds  its  Vanity  3  and  /,  my  5^^. 

4^  Roger  L'Eftrange. 

On  the  E  D  I  T  I  O  N. 
XXII. 

F Letcher  [whofe  Fame  no  Age  can  ever  wajie  j 

facred  AJhes  wak'd  into  a  Flame  ; 
iS^/^:y&  before,  did  by  a  fecret  Charm 
The  wildejl  Heart  fubdue,  the  coldejl  warm  ; 

4  8  For  the  fame  Reafon  that  Sir  Aflon  Cockairiz  Poem  is  reprinted. 
Sir  Roger  VEflrange\  keeps  its  Place.  His  Name  is  well  known  to 
the  learned  World,  but  this  Copy  of  V'erfes  does  no  great  Honour  either 
to  himfelf  or  our  Authors, 
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And  lend  the  Ladies'  Eyes  a  Power  more  bright^ 
Difpenjing  thus  to  either.  Heat  and  Light, 

He  to  a  Sympathy  thofe  Souls  betrayed, 
Whbm  Love,  or  Beauty,  never  could  perfwade-. 
And  in  each  mov'd  Spectator  could  beget 
A  real  PaJJion  by  a  Counterfeit : 
When  firji  Bellario  bled,  what  Lady  there 
Did  not  for  every  Drop  let  fall  a  Tear  ? 
And  when  Afpafia  wept,  not  any  Rye 
But  feem'd  to  wear  the  fame  fad  Livery ; 
By  him  infpir'd,  the  feign' d  Lucina  drew 
More  Streams  of  melting  Sorrow  than  the  true ; 
But  then  the  Scornful  Lady  did  beguile 
Their  eafy  Grief,  and  teach  them  all  to  fmile. 

Thus  he  Affections  could,  or  raife,  or  lay  ; 
Love,  Grief,  and  Mirth,  thus  did  his  Charms  obey  j 
He  Nature  taught  her  PaJJions  to  out-do^ 
How  to  refine  the  old,  and  create  new ; 
Which  fuch  a  happy  Likencfs  feem'd  to  bear^ 
As  if  that  Nature  Art,  Art  Nature  were. 

Tet  all  had  nothiftg  been,  obfcurely  kept 
In  the  fame  Urn  wherein  his  Dufi  hathjlepf'. 
Nor  had  he  ris*  the  Delphic  Wreath  to  claim^ 
Had  not  the  dying  Scene  expired  his  Name  ; 
Defpair  our  foy  hath  doubled,  he  is  come  5 
Thrice  welcome  by  this  Poft-liminium. 
His  Lofs  preferv'd  him    They,  that  filenc'd  Wit^ 
Are  now  the  jiuthors  to  Eternize  it  • 

Thus  Poets  are  in  ffight  of  Fate  revived. 

And  Plays  by  Intermiffon  longer-liv' d, 

49  Tho.  Stanley. 

-♦9  Mr,  Stanley  educated  at  Pembroke  Hall,  Cambridge ^  was  a  Poet  of 
fgrne  Eminence,  and  his  Verfes  have  Merit ;  and  contain  a  Proof  of 
what  is  aflerted  in  the  Preface,  of  Plays  being  kept  unpubliih*d  for  the 
Benefit  of  the  Players, 

i  3  To 
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To  the  Memory  of  the  Deceafed  but  Ever-living 
Author,  inthefehis  Poems,  Mr.  John  Fletcher. 

XXIII. 

ON  the  large  Train  of  Fletcher'i  Friends  let  me 
(Retaining  Jim  my  wonted  ModeJlyJ 
Become  a  Writer^  in  my  ragged  Verfe^ 
As  Follower  to  the  Mufes  Followers, 
Many  here  are  of  Noble  Rank  and  Worthy 
That  have^  by  Jirength  of  Art,  fet  Fletcher  forth 
In  true  and  lively  Colour Sy  as  they  faw  him^ 
And  had  the  beji  Abilities  to  draw  him ; 
Many  more  are  abroad y  that  write y  and  look 
To  have  their  Lines  fet  before  Fletcher'^  Book ; 
^omey  that  have  known  him  too ;  fome  morCyfome  lefs ; 
Some  only  but  by  Hear  f ay y  fome  by  Guefs ; 
And  fome  for  Fajhion-fake  would  take  the  Hinty 
To  try  how  well  their  Wit  will Jhew  in  Print. 
ToUy  that  are  here  before  mey  Gentlemeny 
And  Princes  of  Parnaflbs  by  the  Peny 
And  your  juji  Judgments  of  his  Worthy  that  havi 
Preferv'd  this  Author'^  MemWy  from  the  Grave^ 
And  made  it  glorious  ;  let  mey  at  your  Gatey 
Porter  it  hercy  'gainji  thofe  that  come  too  late^ 
And  are  unfit  to  enter.    Something  I 
Will  deferve  here :  Fory  where  you  verfify 
In  flowing  Number Sy  lawful  Weighty  and  Time^ 
III  write y  though  not  rich  VerfeSy  honeft  Rhime, 
I  am  admitted,    NoWy  have  at  the  Rout 
Of  thofe  that  would  crowd  iny  but  muft  keep  out. 
Bear  back,  my  M afters  \  Prayy  keep  back ;  Forbear: 
Tou  cannot y  at  this  time^,  have  Entrance  here. 

rou, 
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ToUy  that  are  worthy ^  may^  by  Intercejfion^ 

Find  Entertainment  at  the  next  Imprejjion. 

But  let  none  then  attempt  it^  that  not  know 

T^he  Reverence  due^  which  to  this  Shrine  they  owe  : 

All  fuch  muji  be  excluded  j  and  the  Sort^ 

That  only  upon  Trujiy  or  by  Report ^ 

Have  taken  Fletcher  up^  and  think  it  trim 

T 1  have  their  Verfes  planted  before  Him  : 

Let  them  read  firji  his  Works ^  and  learn  to  know  him  ^ 

And  offer y  then^  the  Sacrifice  they  owe  him. 

But  far  from  hence  be  fuch^  as  would  proclaim 

neir  Knowledge  of  /fo'i  Author,  not  his  Fame-,  , 

And  fuchy  as  would  pretend^  of  all  the  rejiy 

To  be  the  befi  Wits  that  have  known  him  bejl. 

Depart  hence  all fuch  Writers ;  andy  before 

Inferior  ones  thrufi  iny  by  many  a  Score  \ 

As  formerly  y  before  Tom  Coryate, 

Whofe  Worky  before  his  PraiferSy  had  the  Fate 

To  perijh :  for  the  witty  Copies  took 

Of  his  Encomiums  made  them/elves  a  Book. 

Here's  no  fuch  Subje5i  for  you  to  out-do y 

Out-Jhiney  out-livey  [though  well  you  may  do  too 

Jn  other  Spheres:)  for  Fietcher'i  flour tfiing  Bays 

Mujl  never  fadey  while  Phoebus  wears  his  Rays. 

Therefore  forbear  to  prefs  upon  him  thus. 

Whyy  what  are  yoUy  [cryfome)  that  prate  to  us  ? 

Do  not  we  know  you  jor  a  flafjy  Meteor  ? 

And  fiil'd  [at  beft)  the  Mufes'  Serving-Creature  ? 

Do  you  comptrole  ?  T'  have  had  your  Jeer :  Sirs^  no  j 

Buty  in  an  humble  manner y  let  you  knoWy 

Old  Serving-Creatures  oftentimes  are  fit 

T  inform  young  MafterSy  as  in  Landy  in  Wity 

What  they  inherit ;  and  how  well  their  Dads 

heft  one^  and  wiffd  the  other y  to  their  Lads, 
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And  from  departed  Poets  I  can  guefs 
IVho  has  a  greater  fk-are  of  JVit,  ^ijcko  lefs. 
'fFav  Fool,  another  fays,  *  /,  let  him  rail,     i.  e.  Jj. 
And  "bout  his  crwn  Ears  Jlouri/h  his  Wit-Flail, 
^ill  'witk  his  Swi?igle  he  his  Noddle  break  ; 
While  this  of  Fletcher,  and  his  Works,  /  fpeak  : 
His  Works  ?  (JaysMcmus)  nay,  his  Plays,  xou'd fay: 
^hou  haft  faid  right,  for  that  to  him  'ivas  Play 
Which  ivas  to  others'  Brains  a  Toil  :  with  eafe 
He  plafd  on  Wa^ces,  which  icere  Their  troubled  Seas. 
His  nimble  Births  L:ve  Icjiger  livd  than  theirs 
That  have,  ivitb  fircngefi  Labour,  divers  Tears 
Eeen  f  nding  forth  the  Iffues  of  their  Brains 
Upon  tije  Stage  j  and  fiail,  to  th'  Stationer'^  Gains, 
Life  after  Life  take,  till  fome  After- Age 
Shall  put  do-'ui'n  Printing,  as  this  doth  the  Stage; 
Which  nothing  fio-u  prefents  unto  the  Eye, 
But  in  Damb-fhews  her  o\in  fad  Tragcdv. 
'Would,  there  had  be:n  no  faAder  Wcrks  abroad. 
Since  her  Dt  cay,  odl  d  in  Fields  of  Blood  I 

But  to  the  Man  rgain,  of  ivhom  we  write, 
The  Writer  that  mc:de  Writing  his  Delight, 
Rather  than  Work.    He  did  not  pump,  nor  drudge. 
To  beget  Wit,  or  7nanjge  it ;  nor  trudge 
To  Wit-Conventions  with  Note- Book,  to  glean. 
Or  Jleal,  feme  J  efts  to  foifi  into  a  Scene  : 
He  Jcorn'd  thofe  Shijts.    ll)u,  that  have  knorwn  him, 
know 

The  common  Talk,  that  from  his  Lips  did  flow. 
And  run  at  wafte,  did Javour  more  of  Wit, 
T han  any  of  his  Time,  orfmce,  have  writ 
{But  few  excepted)  in  the  Stage's  r^ay : 
His  Scenes  were  Ads,  and  every  Ad  a  Play. 
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tkncw  him  in  his  Strength-,,  even  then,  when  He, 

That  -was  the  5°  Mafier  of  his  Art  and  Me, 

Moll  knowing  Jonfon  {proud  to  call  hm  bon) 

In  friendly  Envy  fwore.  He  had  out-done 

His  very  5elf.    /  knew  him,  till  he  died ; 

And,  at  his  Dijfolution,  what  a  Tide  r 

Of  Sorrow  overwhelm' d  the  Stage ;  which  gave 

Follies  of  Sighs  to  fend  him  to  his  Grave. 

And  grew  DijiraSied  in  mofi  violent  Fits, 

For^\ichadloflthebeJlpartofherWit%. 

In  the  firft  Tear,  our  famous  Fletcher  fell. 

Of  good  King  Charles,  who  graced  thefe  Poems  well. 

Being  then  in  Life  of  ABion :  But  they  dy'd. 

Since  the  King's  Abfence ;  or  were  laid  ajide. 

As  is  their  Poet.    Now,  at  the  Report 

Of  the  King' sfecond  Coming  to  his  Court, 

the  Books  creep  from  the  Prefs  to  Life,  not  Attion ; 

Crying  unto  the  World,  that  no  Protra^ion 

May  hinder  SzcTcdMzpAy  to  give 

Fletcher,  in  them.  Leave  on  the  Stage  to  live. 

Others  may  more  in  lofty  Verfes  move ; 

lonh,  thus,  exprefs  my  Truth  and  Love. 

>    /-  J  Richard  Brome. 

i»  -Mailer  of  hi,  Art  and  M.,]    Mr.  Kichari  5r»««  was  many 
Years  a  Servant  to  Ben  Jonfon,  (an  Amanuenfis    I  P«'.<^"'«;  '  ^" 
leara'd  the  Art  of  writing  Comedy  under  him.    Upon  this.  Ben  com 
pliments  him  in  a  (hort  Poem  prefix'd  to  irome\  Northern  Lajs. 

J  had  you  for  a  Servant,  once  Dick  Brome, 
And  you  perform  d  a  Servant's  faithful  Parts  i 
Norn  you  are  got  into  a  nearer  Room 

Of  Fello^Jhlp,  Meffing  my  old  Arts,  &C.  Mr.  Ihtolald. 


Upon 
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Upon  the  Printing  of  Mr.  John  Fletcher's 
Works. 

XXIV. 

\  T  ZiT^/  means  this  numerous  Guard'?  or  do  we  come 

"lo  file  our  Names,  orVerfe^  upon  the  Tomb 
O/"  Fletcher,  and^  by  boldly  making  known 
His  Wit^  betray  the  Nothing  of  our  Own  ? 
J* or,  if  we  grant  him  dead,  it  is  as  true 
Againfi  ourfehes.  No  Wit,  no  Poet  now ; 
Or  if  he  be  return' d  from  his  cool  Shade ^ 
To  us,  this  Book  his  RefurreBion's  made ; 
We  bleed  ourfelves  to  Death,  and  but  contrive 
By  our  own  Epitaphs  to  Jhew  him  alive. 
But  let  him  live  I  and  let  me  prophefy. 
As  I  go  Swan-like  out,  our  Peace  is  nigh  ; 
A  Balm  unto  the  wounded  Age  I  fing  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting,  but  the  King. 

51  Ja.  Shirley. 

'««  Ulr,  Shirley       Publifhcr  of  the  firfl  Folio  Edition  in  1 647. 
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ODUCTION  to  the  Preface 
of  the  Edition  of  171 1. 


By  7.  S  TM  PS  OIV. 

I  S  really  furprlfing  that  all  we  know  of 
two  fuch  Illuftrious  Authors  as  Mr. 
Beaumont  and  Mr.  Fletcher  were  is,That 
we  know  nothing.  The  Compofer  of 
the  following  Preface,  and  Editor  of 
their  Works  in  1711,  €alh  it  An  Account  of  the 
LiveSy  &c.  of  his  Authors.  But  he  greatly  mifcalh 
it,  for  that  they  were  born  in  fuch  a  Year,  and  dy'd 
in  fuch  a  one,  is  all  he  has  given  us  of  their  Hiftory 
and  Adions;  and  by  what  I  can  find,  had  they 
never  wrote  a  Comedy,  we  fhould  not  have  known, 
but  upon  Mr.  Shirley^  Word,  that  in  Converfation 
they  ever  had  talked  one. 

Our  Authors,  *tis  true,  take  up  Articles  in  two  Dic- 
tionaries, but  thefe  contain  little  more  than  Remarks 
on  their  Dramatic  Performances.  Believing  therefore 
that  the  no  Account ^  of  the  following  Preface,  contains 
z^good  an  Account  o{  our  Authors  as  any  can  be  given, 
I  fubmit  it  to  the  Reader  pure  and  unmix'd,  as  it 
came  out  of  the  Editor's  Hands,  without  any  Altera- 
tion or  Interpolation  at  all,  only  ftriking  out  a  long 
Quotation  from  a  very  imperfedl  Anfwer  of  Mr. 

Dryden's 


[  62  ] 

Dryden'i  to  the  Objedions  made  againft  Shakefpear 
and  our  Authors  by  Mr.  Rhymer. 

But  their  Dramatic  is  no  better  known  than  their 
Civil  Hiftory;  I  mean,  what  Part  each  fuftain'd  in 
their  Poetical  Capacities.  Did  Beaumont  plan,  and 
Fletcher  raife  the  Superftrufture  ?  Then  'tis  no 
wonder  the  Work  ftiould  be  all  of  a  Piece. 

But  if  each  fuftain'd  both  Charadlers  (as  I  think 
is  fo  plain  as  not  to  be  doubted)  'tis  ftrange  there 
fliould  appear  no  greater  diverfity  in  their  Writings, 
when  the  feparate  Parts  came  to  be  put  together. 

For,  unlefs  I  be  greatly  miftaken,  we  can't  fay 
that  here  one  laid  down  the  Pencil,  and  there  the 
other  took  it  up,  no  more  than  we  can  fay  of  any 
two  contiguous  Colours  in  the  Rainbow,  here  this 
ends  and  there  that  begins,  fo  fine  is  the  Tranfition, 
that 

 -SpeBantia  Lumina  fallity 

IJfque  adeo  quod  tangit  idem  eft.  

Mr.  Reward  will  lay  before  the  Reader  what  in- 
ternal Evidence  he  thinks  he  has  difcover'd  of  a 
diftinaion  of  their  Hands ;  but  in  general  Beaumonfs 
Accuracy,  and  Fletcher's  Wit,  are  fo  undiftinguifli- 
able,  that  were  we  not  fure,  to  a  Demonftration, 
that'  the  Mafqiie  was  the  former's,  and  the  Shep- 
herdefs  the  latter's  fole  Produdion,  they  might  each 
have  pafTed  for  the  concurrent  I>abour  of  both,  or 
have  changed  Hands,  and  the  laft  been  taken  for 
Beaiimonf%  and  the  former  for  Fletcher's. 

And  where  is  the  Wonder,  that  Fletcher's  Works, 
which  he  wrote  fingly  after  Beaumont's  Death,  (hou'd 
carrv  the  feme  Strength,  Wit,  Manner,  and  Spirit 
in  them,  fo  as  not  to  be  difcern'd  from  what  both 

wrote 


[  63  ] 

wrote  in  Conjunftion,  when  as  Sir  J.  Berkenbead 
tells  us, 

Beaumont  dfd :  yet  left  in  Legacy 
His  Rules  and  Standard-wit  (Fletcher)  to  thee  ; 
Still  the  fame  Flanet^  though  not  filtd fo  foon^ 
A  TwO'horn'd  Crefcent  then^  now  one  Full-Moon, 
Joint  Love  before^  now  Honour  doth  provoke ; 
So  th*  old  T' win-Giants  forcing  a  huge  Oak^ 
One  flip'd  his  footings  th'  other  fees  him  fall^ 
Graff  d  the  whole  Tree  and  Jingle  held  up  alL 

And  fince  I  have  quoted  one  poetical  Authority, 
let  me  give  another  (with  a  little  variation)  from  the 
Immortal  Spejfer,  which  may  farther  illuftrate,  if 
not  confirm  our  Opinion.  The  Poet  fpeaking  of 
Priamondy  after  he  had  dy'd  by  CambelN  Hand  in 
fingle  Combat,  fays 

His  weary  Ghofl  affoyVd  from  flefhly  band  • 
Did  not,  as  others  wont,  diredlly  fly 
Unto  her  reft  in  PlutoV  griefly  Land^ 
Ne  into  Air  did  vanifj  prefently^ 
Ne  chaunged  was  into  a  Star  in  Sky, 
But  by  traduction  was  eftfoon  derived 
Into  his  other  Brother  that  furviv'd. 
In  whom  he  liv'd  anew^  of  former  Life  deprived. 

The  Application  of  thefe  Lines  to  our  Authors, 
is  fo  eafy  that  no  Reader  can  mifs  it,  and  the  Reafon 
given  for  the  Samenefs  of  Manner,  Spirit,  &c.  in 
their  joint  and  fingle  Performances,  fo  clear  for  a 
poetical  One^  that  no  one  can  difpute  it. 
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And  as  to  external  Evidence^  tho*  we  have  enough 
of  it,  'tis  fo  little  to  be  depended  on,  that  it  has  no 
Weight  with  me,  whatever  it  may  have  with  the 
intelligent  Reader.  The  Teftimony  of  the  Ver- 
fifiers,  before  our  Authors  Works,  is  fo  extravagant 
on  the  one  Side  or  on  the  other,  that  if  we  truft  thit^ 
Panegyrift,  Fletcher  was  the  fole  Author,  if  that 
Beaumont  wrote  alone,  and  if  a  thirds  the  whole  was 
the  united  Work  and  Labour  of  both. 

The  Printers  of  the  ^larto  Editions  are  no  more 
Concordant)  for  in  different  Years  and  Editions, 
you  have  fometimes  Beaumont's  and  Fletcher's  Name, 
and  fometimes  the  Latter's  fingly  before  the  fame 
Play. 

The  Prologue  and  Epilogue  Writers  may  perhaps 
be  more  depended  upon,  but  they  don't  go  quite 
through  with  their  Work ;  for  neither  the  ^arto 
Copies,  nor  the  Thirty-four  Plays  in  the  1647 
Edition,  have  all  their  full  quotas  of  Head  and  Tail- 
Pieces  y  and  of  thefe  we  have,  there  are  few  that 
fpeak  out,  and  tell  us  from  whofe  Labours,  their 
Audiences  were  to  expert  either  Pleafure  or  In- 
ftrudtion. 

However  this  Evidence,  fuch  as  it  is,  I  {hall  lay 
before  the  Reader,  by  way  of  Notes  to  the  Alpha- 
betical Account  of  our  Authors  Pieces  (as  drawn  up 
by  Dr.  Langbaine)  towards  the  conclufion  of  the 
following  Preface ;  and  leave  it  to  his  Judgment  to 
determine,  how  far  upon  fuch  Teftimony,  the  Au- 
thors were  fingly  or  jointly  concerned ;  only  I  muft 
give  this  Caution,  that  where  the  Prologue  mentions 
Poet,  or  Author  in  the  Singular,  there  I  fuppofe 
Fletcher  is  only  defigned,  where  in  the  Plural,  Beau^ 
?nont  is  included. 
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PREFACE, 

(to  the  E  D  I  T  I  o  N  of  1 7 1 1  ) 

GIVING 

ISome  Account  of  the  Authors 
and  their  Writings. 

Ranch  Beaumont^  Efq;  was  defcended 
from  the  ancient  Family  of  that  Name, 
at  Gracedieu  in  Leicefierjlnre^  and  Brother 
to  Sir  Henry  Beaumont^  Knight,  of  the 
fame  Place  ;  his  Grandfather  was  ^ohn  Beaumont^ 
Mafter  of  the  Rolls  j  and  his  Father  Francis  Beau- 
mont^ Judge  of  the  Common  Pleas,  who  married 
Anne  Daughter  of  George  Pierrepont  of  Home- 
Pierrepont^  Noftinghamjhire,  He  was  Educated  at 
CambridgCy  and  after  at  the  Inner  "Temple,  He  died 
before  he  was  30  Years  of  Age,  and  was  buried  the 
9th  of  March  1615,  at  the  Entrance  into  St.  Be- 
nediSl'^  Chapel  in  Wejlminjier- Abbey,  He  left  one 
Daughter  behind  him,  Mrs.  Frances  Beaumont ,  who 
died  in  Leicefterjhire  fince  the  Year  1700  :  She  had 
been  pofTefTed  of  feveral  Poems  of  her  Father's 
Writing,  but  they  were  loft  at  Sea  coming  from 
Jreland^  where  (he  had  fometime  lived  in  the  Duke 

of 
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of  Ormond's>  Family.  There  was  publifh'd,  after 
our  Author's  Death,  a  fmall  Book  containing  feveral 
Poems  under  his  Name,  and  among  them  the  Story 
of  Salmacis  from  the  Metamorphofes  of  Ovid ;  and 
a  Tranflation  of  the  Remedy  of  Love,  from  the  fame 
Author.  The  Poem  of  Bofworth  Field,  which  has 
been  univerfally  efteem'd,  was  written  by  his  Bro- 
ther John  Beaimont. 

John  Fletcher,  Efq;  (Son  of  Dr.  Richard  Fletcher^ 
who  was  created  by  Queen  Elizabeth  Bifhop  of 
Brijlol,  and  after  removed  to  Worcejler,  and  from 
thence,  in  the  Year  1593,  to  London,)  was  Educated 
at  Cainbridge,  and  probably  at  Bennet  College,  to 
which  his  Father  was  by  his  Will  a  Benefador.  He 
died  of  the  Plague  in  the  firft  Year  of  the  Reign  of 
King  Charles  the  Firft,  and  was  buried  in  St.  Mary 
Overf^  Church  in  Southwark,  Augujl  the  19th, 
1625,  in  the  49th  Year  of  his  Age. 

Several  of  their  Plays  were  Printed  in  Qiiarto 
while  the  Authors  were  living ;  and  in  the  Year 
1645  (Twenty  Years  after  the  Death  of  Fletcher^ 
and  Thirty  after  that  of  Beau?nont)  there  was  Pub- 
lifli'd  in  Folio  a  Collection  of  fuch  of  their  Plays  as 
had  not  before  been  Printed,  amounting  to  between 
thirty  and  forty.  At  the  beginning  of  this  Volume 
are  inferted  a  great  many  Commendatory  Verfes, 
written  in  Praife  of  the  Authors  by  Perfons  of  their 
Acqu-iintance,  and  the  moft  Eminent  of  that  Age 
for  Wit  and  Quality.  This  Colledion  was  Publifhed 
by  Mr.  Shirley  after  the  fliutting  up  of  the  Theatres, 
and  Dedicated  to  the  Earl  of  Pernbroke  by  Ten  of 
the  mofl  famous  Adlors,  who  profefs  to  have  taken 

5-  iTfo/f/o's  Preface  to  the  Reader  bears  date  ftbruarj  14,  1646. 
But  the  Tide  Page  runs  for  1647. 

great 
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great  Care  in  the  Edition  ;  they  lament  their  not 
being  able  to  procure  any  Pidlure  of  Mr.  Beaumont^ 
from  which  to  take  his  Effigies,  as  they  had  done 
that  of  Mr.  Fletcher :  But,  through  the  favour  of 
the  prefent  Earl  of  Dorfet^  that  is  now  fupplied, 
the  Head  of  Mr.  Beaumont^  and  that  of  Mr.  Fletcher^ 
being  taken  from  Originals  in  the  noble  CoUeftion 
his  Lordfhip  has  at  Knowles. 

In  the  Year  1679,  there  was  an  Edition  in  Folio 
of  all  their  Plays  Publifli'd,  containing  thofe  for- 
merly Printed  in  Quarto,  and  thofe  in  the  before- 
mentioned  Folio  Edition.  Several  of  the  Commen- 
datory Verfes  are  left  out  before  that  Impreffion  ; 
(many  of  them  relating  to  Particulars  of  the  Au- 
thors, or  their  Plays,)  but  they  are  all  prefix'd  to 
this,  and  a  large  Omiffion  of  part  of  the  laft  Adl  of 
The  Tragedy  ^Thierry  and  Theodore t,  is  fupply'd 
in  this. 

The  frequent  and  great  Audiences  that  feveral  of 
their  Plays  continue  to  bring,  fufficiently  declares 
the  Value  this  Age  has  for  them  is  equal  to  that  of 
I  the  former  ;  and  three  fuch  extraordinary  Writers 
as  Mr.  Waller^  the  Duke  of  Buckiiigham^  and  "John 
late  Earl  of  Rochejier,  feledling  each  of  them  one  of 
their  Plays  to  alter  for  the  Stage,  adds  not  a  little 
to  their  Reputation. 

53  The  Maids  Tragedy  was  very  frequently  Aded 
after  the  Reftoration,  and  with  the  greatefl:  Ap- 

53  As  our  Authors  were  planning  one  of  their  Plays  [this  moji 
probably)  in  a  Tavern,  Mr.  Fletcher  was  over-heard,  by  fome  of  the 
Houfe,  to  fay,  Vll  undertake  to  Kill  the  King,  Words  in  appearance 
fo  treafonable  as  thefe  were,  cou'd  not  long  be  kept  conceard,  and  the 
Difcovery  of  'em  had  like  to  have  coft  our  Poet  dear :  But  it  being  de- 
monftrated  that  this  Defign  was  only  againft  the  Perfon  of  a  Scenical 
$o'vereign,  our  Author  was  freed  from  any  farther  Trouble,  and  the 
intended  Proce  fs  entirely  drop C.    Vide  Winfianley\  Englijh  Poets. 

■  plaufe  i 
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plaufe  ;  Mr.  Hart  playing  Amintor^  Major  Mohun^ 
Melanthis^  and  Mrs.  Marjhaly  Evadne^  equal  to  any 
other  Parts  for  which  they  were  defcrvedly  famous. 
Bat  the  latter  End  of  that  Play,  where  the  King 
was  kiird,  making  it  upon  fome  particular  Occafion 
not  thought  proper  to  be  farther  reprefented,  it  was 
by  private  Order  from  Court  filenc'd.  This  was  the 
Reafon  Mr.  Waller  undertook  the  altering  the  latter 
part  of  that  Play,  as  it  is  now  printed  in  the  laft 

Edition  of  his  Works  Upon  which  Alteration, 

this  following  Remark  was  made  by  an  Eminent 
Hand. 

//  is  not  to  be  doubted  who  fat  for  the  two  Bro^ 
thers  Cbaradlers,  '  Twas  agreeable  to  Mr.  Waller*^ 
T emper  to  foften  the  Rigour  of  the  Tragedy^  as  he 
exprejfes  it  j  but  whether  it  be  agreeable  to  the  Na^ 
ture  of  'T y-agedy  itfelf  to  make  every  thing  come  off 
eafily^  I  leave  to  the  Critics. 

The  Duke  of  Buckingham^  fo  celebrated  for 
Writing  the  Rehearfal,  made  the  two  laft  Adls  of 
the  Chances  almoft  New.  Mr,  Hart  play'd  the 
Part  of  Don  John  to  the  higheft  Satisfaftion  of  the 
Audience ;  the  Play  had  a  great  Run,  and  ever  fince 
has  been  followed  as  one  of  the  beft  Entertainments 
of  the  Stage.  His  Grace,  after  that,  beftow'd 
fome  time  in  altering  another  Play  of  our  Authors, 
called  Philafler^  or  Love  lies  a  Bleeding :  He  made 
very  confiderable  Alterations  in  it,  and  took  it  with 
him,  intending  to  finifli  it  the  laft  Journey  he  made 
to  Torkjlnre  in  the  Year  1686.  I  cannot  learn  what 
is  become  of  the  Play  with  his  Grace's  Alterations, 
^  but  am  very  well  informed  it  was  fince  the  Revolu- 
tion in  the  Hands  of  Mr.  Nevil  Payne^  who  was 
imprifon*dat  Edinburgh  in  the  Year  1689. 
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The  Alterations  in  Valentinian,  by  the  Earl  of 
Jiochejler^  amount  to  about  a  third  part  of  the 
whole ;  but  his  Lordfhip  died  before  he  had  done 
all  he  intended  to  it.  It  was  Adled  with  very  great 
Applaufe,  Mr.  Goodman  playing  Valentinian^  Mr. 
Batterton,  JEcius^  and  Mrs.  Barry ^  Lucina,  My 
Lord  died  in  the  Year  1680,  and  the  Play  was  adted 
in  the  Year  J684,  and  the  fame  Year  publifh'd  by 
Mr.  Robert  Woljley^  with  a  Preface,  giving  a  large 
Account  of  my  Lord,  and  his  Writings.  This 
Play,  with  the  Alterations,  is  printed  at  the  end  of 
his  Lordfhip's  Poems  in  Odlavo. 

Mr.  Dryden^  in  his  EfTay  of  Dramatic  Poetry^ 
Page  17,  (in  the  firft  Volume  of  the  Folio  Edition 
of  his  Works)  in  a  Comparifon  of  the  French  and 
Englijh  Comedy,  fays,  '  As  for  Comedy,  Repartee 

*  is  one  of  its  chiefeil  Graces.    The  greateft  Pleafure 

*  of  an  Audience  is  a  Chafe  of  Wit  kept  up  on  both 

*  Sides,  and  fwiftly  managed:  And  this  our  Fore- 

*  fathers  (if  not  we)  have  had  in  Fletcher's  Plays, 

*  to  a  much  higher  Degree  of  Perfedion  than  the 

*  French  Poets  can  arrive  at. 

And  in  the  fame  Effay,  Page  19,  he  fays,  *  Beau- 

*  mont  and  Fletcher  had,  with  the  Advantage  of 

*  Shake/pear's  Wit,  which  was  their  Precedent,  great 

*  Natural  Gifts,  improved   by  Study.  Beaumont 

*  efpecially  being  fo  accurate  a  Judge  of  Plays,  that 

*  Ben  Jonfon^  while  he  Hv'd,  fubmitted  all  his 

*  Writings  to  his  Cenfure,  and  'tis  thought  us'd  his 
'  *  Judgment  in  corredting,  if  not  contriving  all  his 

*  Plots.    What  Value  he  had  for  him  appears  by 

*  the  Verfes  he  wrote  to  him,  and  therefore  I  need 

*  fpeak  no  farther  of  it.    The  firft  Play  that  brought 

*  Fletcher  and  him  in  efteem,  was  Philajier-,  for 
Vol.  L  k  *  before 
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*  before  that,  they  had  written  two  or  three  very 

*  unfuccefsfuUy ;  as  the  like  is  reported  of  Be7z 

*  Jonfon,  before  he  writ  Every  Man  in  his  Humour  : 

*  Their  Plots  were  generally  more  regular  than 

*  Shakefpear's^  efpecially  thofe  that  were  made  before 

*  Beaumonfs  Death  :   And  they  undcrftood  and 

*  imitated  the  Converfation  of  Gentlemen  much 

*  better;  whofe  wild  Debaucheries,  and  quicknefs 

*  of  Wit  in  Repartees,  no  Poet  can  ever  paint  as 

*  they  have  done.    Humour,  which  Ben  yonfon 

*  deriv'd  from  particular  Perfons,  they  made  it  not 
^  their  Bufinefs  to  defcribe  ;  they  reprefented  all  the 
^  Paffions  very  lively,  but  above  all  Love.    I  am  apt 

*  to  believe  the  Englijh  Language  in  them  arrived 
^  to  its  higheft  Perfeftion ;  what  Words  have  fince 

*  been  taken  in,  are  rather  fuperfluous  than  ne- 

*  ccflary.    Their  Plays  are  now  the  moft  pleafant 

*  and  frequent  Entertainments  of  the  Stage,  two  of 

*  theirs  being  Adtcd  through  the  Year,  for  one  of 

*  Shakelpear'%  or  yonfon's, ;  the  Reafon  is,  becaufe 

*  there  is  a  certain  Gaiety  in  their  Comedies,  and 

*  Pathos  in  their  more  ferious  Plays,  which  fuits 

*  generally  with  all  Mens  Humour.    Shake/pear  s 

*  Language  is  likewife  a  little  obfolete,  and  Beji 

*  yonjon'%  Wit  comes  fhort  of  theirs. 

This  Effay  of  Mr.  Drydens  was  written  in  the 
Year  1666. 

Mr.  Dryden  faid  he  had  been  inform'd,  that  after 
Beaumont's  Death,  Mr.  ya?nes  Shirly  was  confulted 
by  Fletcher  in  the  plotting  feveral  of  his  Plays.  It 
does  feem  that  Shirly  did  fupply  many  that  were  : 
left  imperfedt,  and  that  the  old  Players  gave  fome 
Remains,  or  imperfeft  Plays  of  Fletcher's  to  Shirh 
to  make  up  :  And  it  is  from  hence,  that  in  the  firft 

MX 
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Adt  of  Love's  Pilgrijnage,  there  is  a  Scene  of  an 
Oftler,  Tranfcribed  Verbatim  out  of  Ben  yonjcn^ 
New  Inn^  Aft  3.  Scene  i.  which  Play  was  written 
long  after  Fletcher  died,  and  tranfplanted  into  Love's 
Pilgrimage  after  the  Printing  the  New  Inn,  which 
was  in  the  Year  1630.  And  two  of  the  Plays 
printed  under  the  name  of  Fletcher^  viz.  the  Coro- 
nationj  and  The  Little  Thief,  have  been  claimed  by 
Shirly  to  be  his ;  'tis  probable  they  were  left  impcr- 
fefl:  by  one,  and  finilli'd  by  the  other. 

Mr.  Langbaine,  in  his  Account  of  the  T)ra^ 
matic  Poets,  printed  in  the  Year  1691,  is  very  par- 
ticular upon  the  feveral  Plays  of  our  Authors,  and 
therefore  I  fhall  conclude  with  Tranicribing  from 
him,  page  204.  viz.  '  Mr.  Beaumont  was  a  Mafter 

*  of  a  good  Wit,  and  a  better  Judgment,  that  Mr. 

*  yonjbn  himfelf  thought  it  no  Difparagement  to  fub- 
^  mit  his  Writings  to  his  Corredion.  Mr.  Fletchers 
^  Wit  was  equal  to  Mr.  Beaimonfs  Judgment,  and 

*  was  fo  luxuriant,  that  like  fuperfluous  Branches  it 
^  was  frequently  prun'd  by  his  judicious  Partner. 
^  Thefe  Poets  perfedlly  underftood  Breeding,  and 
^  therefore  fucccfsfuUy  copy'd  the  Converfation  of 
'  Gentlemen.    They  knew  how  to  defcribe  the 

*  Manners  of  the  Age  ;  and  Fletcher  had  a  peculiar 

*  Talent  in  expreffing  all  his  Thoughts  with  Life  and 

*  Brisknefs.  No  Man  ever  underftood  or  drew  the 
^  Paffions  more  lively  than  he ;  and  his  witty  Rallery 
^  was  fo  deep,  that  it  rather  pleased  than  difgufted 
'  the  modeft  part  of  his  Audience.    In  a  word, 

i    *  Fletcher's  Fancy  and  Beaumont's  Judgment  com- 

*  bin'd,  produced  fuch  Plays,  as  will  remain  Monu- 

*  ments  of  their  Wit  to  all  Pofterity.    Mr.  Fletcher 
/  *  himfelf,  after  Mr.  Beaumont's  Death,  comoos'd 

k  2  ^  feveral 
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*  feveral  Dramatic  Pieces,  which  were  worthy  the 

*  Pen  of  fo  great  a  Mafter.'  And  this  Mr.  Cart- 
wright  alludes  to,  in  his  Verfes  before  the  Book. 

The  following  Verfes,  put  under  his  Folio  Piilurc, 
were  written  by  Sir  John  Berkenhead, 

Felicis  cevi^  ac  Prasfulis  Natm  ^  comes 
Beaumontio  ^  fic^  quippe  Tarnajjus^  Biceps ; 
FLE  T CHERUS  unam  in  Pyramida  f ureas  agens^ 
Struxit  choriim  plus  fimplicem  Vates  Duplex  ; 
Plus  Duplicem  Jolus  :  nee  ullum  tranftulit ; 
Nec  transferendus  :  Dramatum  ceterni  fales^ 
Anglo  Theatro,  Orbiy  Sibi^  fuperjlites, 

FLET^CHEREj  fades  abfque  vultu  pingifur 
^antus  I  vel  umbram  circuit  nemo  tuam. 

There  are  Fifty-two  Plays  written  by  thefe  Au- 
thors, each  of  which  I  fhall  mention  Alphabetically, 
Beggars  BuJIj,  a  Comedy.  This  Play  I  have 
feen  feveral  times  adled  with  Applaufc. 

Bonduca^  a  Tragedy.  The  Plot  of  this  Play  is 
borrowed  from  Tacitus's  Annals^  Lib.  14.  SteMil- 
tons  Hiftory  of  Ejtgland^  Book  2.  Vbaldino  deVita, 
delle  Donne  Illujlri  del  Regno  d'lnghelterra^  &  Scotia, 
pag.  7.  &c. 

55  Bloody  Brother^  or  Rollo  Dukt  of  Normandy^ 
a  Tragedy  much  in  requeft  ^  and  notwithftanding 
Mr.  Rymer's  Criticifms  on  it,  has  ftill  the  good  for- 

f'^  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardintr  and  Htlls^  attribute  this  Play 
to  fhtcher*    Prologue  and  Epilogue  none. 

J  >  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hilhy  and  Quarto  of  1 640, 
attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher.  Crooke,  in  his  Catalogue  of  our  Authors 
Plavs  fu bjoin'd  to  Wit  'without  Money  166 1,  gives  it  to  both.  Prologue 
and  Epilogue  none. 

tunc 
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tune  to  plcafc  :  It  being  frequently  adled  by  the 
prefent  Company  of  Adtors,  at  the  Queen's  Play- 
Houfe  in  Dorfet-Garden,  The  Defign  of  this  Play 
is  Hiftory :  See  Herodian^  lib,  4.  Xiphilini  Epif. 
Dion,  in  Fit.  Ant,  Caracallce.  Part  of  the  Language 
is  copy*d  from  Seneca's  Thebais. 
5^  Captain y  a  Comedy. 

57  Chances,  a  Comedy,  revived  by  the  late  Duke 
of  Buckingham,  and  very  much  improved  ;  being 
adled  with  extraordinary  Applaufe  at  the  Theatre  in 
Dorfet'Garden^  and  printed  with  the  Alterations, 
Lond,  ^tOy  1682.  This  Play  is  built  on  a  Novel 
written  by  the  famous  Spaniard  Miguel  de  CervanteSy 
caird  The  Lady  Cornelia ;  which  the  Reader  may 
read  at  large  in  a  Fol.  Vol.  called  *S/.v  Exemplary 
Novels. 

5^  Coronation,  a  Tragi-comedy. 

59  Coxcomby  a  Comedy,  which  was  reviv'd  at  the 
Theatre- Royal,  the  Prologue  being  fpoken  by  Jo. 
Hains, 

Cupid's  Revenge,  a  Tragedy. 

Cujiom  of  the  Country,  a  Tragi-comedy.  This 
is  accounted  an  excellent  Play;  the  Plot  of  Rut  ilia  ^ 
Duarte,  and  Guyomar,  is  founded  on  one  of  Male- 
fpini's  Novels,  Deca.  6.  Nov.  6. 

Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills  and  Gardiner,  attribute  this  Play 
XO  Fletcher.    Maine  to  both.    Prologue  to  one.    Epilogue  filent. 

J  7  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  to  one. 
Epilogue  filent. 

^3  Quarto  1640,  attributes  this  Play  to  Fletcher,  Crookes  Catalogue 
to  both.    Prologue  to  one.    Epilogue  filent. 

J  9  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hills,  attribute  this  Play 
to  Fletcher.    Prologue  to  both.     Epilogue  filent. 

Quarto  of'1630,  1635,  ^"'^  Crooked  Catalogue,  attribute  this 
Play  to  both. 

6  ^  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Lo'velace,  attribute  this 
Play  to  Fletcher,    Prologue  to  both. 

k  3         ^  Double 
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Double  Marriage^  a  Tragedy,  v^hich  has  been 
revived  fome  Years  ago ;  as  I  learn  from  a  new  Pro- 
logue printed  in  Covcnt-Garden  Drollery^  p.  14. 

^3  Elder  Brother.^  a  Comedy,  which  has  been 
afl:ed  with  good  Applaufe. 

Faithful  Shepberdefs^  a  Pafloral,  writ  by  Mr. 
Fletcher^  and  commended  by  two  Copies  written  by 
the  judicious  Beaumont^  and  the  learned  yonfon^ 
which  are  inferted  among  the  Commendatory  Poems 
at  the  beginning  of  this  Edition.  When  this  Paftoral 
was  firft  adled  before  their  Majellies  at  Somerfet-Houfe 
on  Twelfth-Nighf^  1633,  inftead  of  a  Prologue,  there 
was  a  Song  in  Dialogue,  fung  between  a  Prieft  and  a 
Nymph,  which  w^as  writ  by  Sir  William  D'Ave- 
nant  ^  and  an  Epilogue  was  fpoken  by  the  Lady 
Mary  'Mordant^  which  the  Reader  may  read  in 
Covefit-Garden  Drollery^  p.  86. 

Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  a  Tragi-comedy.  Mari^ 
ana's  difowning  Ccefario  for  her  Son,  and  the  Duke's 
Injundtion  to  marry  him,  is  related  by  Caufn  in  his 
Holy  Court,  and  is  tranfcrib'd  by  Wanley  in  his  Hijlory 
of  Man,  Fol.  Book  3.  Chap.  26. 

Falfe  One,  a  Tragedy.  This  Play  is  founded 
on  the  Adventures  of  yulius  Ccefar  in  /Egypt,  and 
his  Amours  with  Cleopatra,  See  Suetonius,  Plutarch^ 
Dion,  Appian,  Florus,  Eutropius,  Orofius,  &c. 

Four  Plays,^  or  Moral  Reprefentations  in  One ;  viz. 
7ke  Triumph  of  Honour    The  Triumph  of  Love  j 

*  Comipendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner,  attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher, 
^"i  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Hills,  attribute  this  Play  to  Fletcher, 
Quarto  1651,  and  Crocke*s  Catalogue,  to  both.    Quarto  1661,  and 
the  Diftich  to  the  Pleader,  to  Fletcher.    Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  one. 
Univerfally  afcrib'd  to  Fletcher. 
*  J  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher, 

Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.  Prologue  and 
E;'ilogue  to  both, 

Ik 
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I'he  Triumph  of  Deaths  The  Triumph  of  Time.  I 
know  not  whether  ever  thefe  Reprefentations  appeared 
on  the  Stage,  or  no.  The  Triumph  of  Honour  is 
founded  on  Boccace  his  Novels^  Day  lO.  Nov,  5. 
The  Triumph  of  Love^  on  the  fame  Author,  Day  ^, 
Nov.  8.  The  Triumph  of  Death  on  a  Novel  in  The 
Fortunate y  Deceiv'd^  and  Unfortunate  Lover Sy  part  3 . 
Nov.  3.  See  belides  Palace  of  Pleafure^  Nov.  40. 
Belleforejly  &c.  The  Triumph  of  Time^  as  far  as 
falls  within  my  difcovery,  is  wholly  the  Author's 
Invention* 

^7  Honef  Mafi's  Fortune,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  As 
to  the  Plot  of  Montaign's  being  prefer'd  by  Lamira 
to  be  her  Husband,  when  he  was  in  Adverfity,  and 
leaft  expedlcd  :  The  like  Story  is  related  by  Heywood 
in  his  Hijiory  of  Women ,  Book  9.  pag.  641. 

Humourous  Lieutenant,  a  Tragi-Comedy,  which 
I  have  often  feen  adted  with  Applaufe.  The  Cha- 
radler  of  the  Humorous  Lieutenant  refufing  to  fight 
after  he  was  cured  of  his  Wounds,  refembles  the 
Story  of  the  Soldier  belonging  to  Lucullus  defcrib'd 
in  the  Epiftles  of  Horace,  lib.  2.  Fp.  2.  but  the 
very  Story  is  related  in  Ford'%  Apothegms,  p.  30, 
How  near  the  Poet  keeps  to  the  Hiftorian  I  muft 
leave  to  thofe  that  will  compare  the  Play  with  the 
Writers  of  the  Lives  of  Antigonus  and  Demetrius, 
the  Father  and  the  Son.  See  Plutarch\  Life  of 
Demetrius,  Diodorus,  Jujlin,  Appian,  Sec. 

^9  I/land  Princefs,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  This  Play 
about  three  Years  ago  was  revived  with  Alterations 
by  Mr.  Tate,  being  adled  at  the  Theatre-Royal, 

^    Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 
*8  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner ,   Hilis^  and  Lovelacet  to 
Fletcher.    Prologue  and  Epilogue  filent. 

Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher » 

k  4  printed 
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printed  in  Quarto  Lond.  1687,  and  Dedicated  to  the 
Right  Honourable  Henry  Lord  Walgrave. 

7^  Kiftg  and  no  King^  a  Tragi-Comedy,  which 
notwithftanding  its  Errors  difcover'd  by  Mr.  Rymer 
in  his  Criticifms^  has  always  been  afted  with  Ap- 
plaufe,  and  has  lately  been  reviv'd  on  our  prefent 
Theatre  with  fo  great  Succefs,  that  we  may  juftly 
fay  with  Horace^ 

Ucec  placuit  femel^  hac  decies  repetita  placebit, 

7'  Knight  of  the  burning  Tejile^  a  Comedy.  This 
Play  was  in  vogue  fome  Years  fince,  it  being  reviv'd 
by  the  King's  Houfe,  and  a  new  Prologue  (inftead 
of  the  old  one  in  Profe)  being  fpoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen 
Guin,  The  bringing  the  Citizen  and  his  Wife  upon 
the  Stage,  was  polTibly  in  imitation  of  Ben  Jonfon'^ 
Staple  of  News,  who  has  introduced  on  the  Stage 
Four  Goffips,  Lady-like  attir'd,  who  remain  during 
the  whole  A6lion,  and  criticife  upon  each  Scene. 

7^  Knight  of  Malta,  a  Tragi-Comedy. 

Laws  o/'Candyy  a  Tragi-Comedy. 

73  Little  French  Lawyer ^  a  Comedy.  The  Plot  is 
borrowed  from  Gufman,  or  T^he  Spanijh  RoguCy 
Part  2.  Chap.  4.  The  Story  of  Dinant,  Clerimont,  and 
Lamira,  being  borrowed  from  I>on  Dewis  de  Cajiro^ 
and  Don  Roderigo  de  Mofttalva.  The  like  Story  is 
in  other  Novels ;  as  in  Scarron\  Novel,  called  Tihe 

Commendatory  Verfes  by  Honvard  and  Herrick  to  Fletcher. 
F ark  \o  Beaumont.  Quartos  1619,  1631,  1639,  ^^^l,  1 676,  and 
CrooI:e*s  Catalogue,  to  both. 

" '  Quarto  of  1613,  has  no  Nam.e  in  the  Title  Page,  but  the  Dedi- 
cation gives  it  to  borh  ;  fo  does  Crooke%  Catalogue.  Quarto  of  1635, 
Title  Page  gives  it  to  both ;  but  in  the  Preface  to  the  Reader  'tis  at- 
tributed only  to  one.    Prologue  to  one. 

7  '  Commendatory  Vcrles  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher. 

7?  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner ^  Lo^velace,  and  Bills,  to 
Fletcher,    Prologue  and  Epilogue  to  both. 

Fruitlefs 
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Fruitlefs  Precaution  and  in  The  Complaifant  Com^ 
panion^  8vo.  p.  263,  which  is  copied  from  the  above- 
mentioned  Original. 

74  Love's  Cure^  or  The  Martial  Maid,  a  Comedy. 

75  Love's  Pilgrimage,  a  Comedy.  This  I  take  to 
te  an  admirable  Comedy.  The  Foundation  of  it  is 
built  on  a  Novel  of  Miguel  de  Cervantes,  called  The 
Two  Damfels.  The  Scene  in  the  firft  Aft,  between 
Diego  the  Hoft  of  Offuna,  and  Lazaro  his  Oftler, 
is  ftoln  from  Ben  Jorfons  New  Inn :  which  I  may 
rather  term  borrowed,  for  that  Play  mifcarrying  in 
the  Aition,  I  fuppofe  they  made  ufeof  it  with  Ben's 
Confent, 

7^  Lovers  Progrefs,  a  Tragi- Comedy.  This  Play 
IS  built  on  a  French  Romance  written  by  M.  Dau-^ 
diguier,  calPd  Lyfander  and  Califla. 

77  Loyal  Subje^,  a  Tragi- Comedy. 

7^  Mad  Lover,  a  Tragi-Comedy.  The  Delign 
of  Cleanthe's  Suborning  the  Prieftefs  to  give  a  falfe 
Oracle  in  favour  of  her  Brother  Syphax,  is  borrowed 
from  the  Story  of  Mundus  and  Paulina,  defcrib'd  at 
large  by  Jofephus,  Lib.  18.  Cap.  4.  This  Play  Sir 
j4Jion  Cokain  has  chiefly  commended  in  his  Copy  of 
Verfes  on  Mr.  Fletcher's,  Plays.  See  the  Verfes  be- 
fore this  Edition;  and  Cokain' %  Poems,  pag.  10 1. 

79  Maid  in  the  Mill,  a  Comedy.  This  Play, 
amongfl:  others,  has  likewife  been  revived  by  the 

■^-^  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher >  Prologue  to  one. 
Epilogue  to  both. 

"J  ^  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher,  Prologue  to 
both. 

"7  ^  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher.    Prologue  to  one. 
'''^  Commendatory  Verfes   by  Hills   and  Gardiner ,    to  Fletcher, 
Prologue  to  one. 

7  8  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner,  Hillsy  Lo'velaci,  Herrick, 
to  Fletcher.    Maine,  and  Prologue  to  both. 

9  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hillsy  to  Fletcher. 

Duke's 
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Duke's  Houfe.  The  Plot  of  Antonio^  Ifmenia^  and 
Amintdy  is  borrowed  from  Gerardo^  a  Romance 
tranflatedfrom  th^SpaniJh  of  Don  GonzalodeCefpides^ 
and  Moneces ;  fee  the  Story  of  Don  Jayme^  pag.  350. 
As  to  the  Plot  of  Otrantes'%  feizing  Florimel  the  Mil- 
ler's fuppofed  Daughter,  and  attempting  her  Ohaftity : 
*Tis  borrowed  from  an  Italian  Novel  writ  by  Ban-* 
dello'y  a  Tranflationof  which  into  French ^  the  Reader 
may  find  in  Les  Hijloires  Tragiques^  par  M.  Belle-- 
foreji^  T^om.  i.  Hijl.  12.  The  fame  Story  is  related 
by  M,  Goulart'y  See  Les  Hijloires  admirables  de  notre 
terns y  8m  Tom.  i.  p.  212. 

Maids  Tragedy y  a  Play  which  has  always  been 
a£ted  with  great  Applaufe  at  the  King's  Theatre; 
and  which  had  ftill  continued  on  the  Englijh  Stage, 
had  not  King  Charles  the  Second,  for  fome  particular 
Reafons,  forbid  its  further  Appearance  during  his 
Reign.  It  has  fince  been  revived  by  Mr.  Waller ^  the 
laft  Adt  having  been  wholly  alter'd  to  pleafe  the 
Court :  As  the  Author  of  the  Preface  to  the  fecond 
Part  of  his  Poems  informs  us,  and  gives  us  further 
the  following  Account :  ^  'Tis  not  to  be  doubted, 

*  who  fat  for  the  Two  Brothers  Charadlers.  'Twas 
^  agreeable  to  the  Sweetnefs  of  Mr.  Waller' sTemper, 
^  to  foften  the  Rigor  of  the  Tragedy,  as  he  expreffes 

*  it ;  but  whether  it  be  agreeable  to  the  Nature  of 
^  Tragedy  itfelf,  to  make  every  thing  come  off  eafily, 
'  I  leave  to  the  Critics.'  This  laft  Aft  is  publifh'd 
in  Mr.  Waller  s Poems ,  printed  in  Odavo,  Lond.  lyii. 

Mafque  of  Grays-Inn  Gentlemen,  and  the  Inner 
Temple.    This  Mafque  was  written  by  Mr.  Beau^ 

2  "  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Honvard,  Stanley^  Herrkk,  and  Waller^ 
to  Fletcher,  Earle  to  Beaumont.  Quarto  1619,  1622,  Anonymous, 
1630,  1650,  and  Cm^^f' s  Catalogue,  to  both. 

^ '  Beaumont  only. 

7nont 
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mont  alone,  and  prefented  before  the  King  and  Queen 
in  the  Banqueting-Houfe  of  Whitehall^  at  the  Mar- 
riage of  the  Illuftrious  Frederick  and  Elizabeth, 
Prince  and  Princefs  Palatine  of  the  Rhine, 

Monjieur  Thomas^  a  Comedy,  which  not  long 
fince  appear'd  on  the  prefent  Stage  under  the  Name 
of  Trick  for  Trick, 

^3  Nice  Valour^  or  Ihe  Fajjionate  Mad-many  a 
Comedy. 

Night  Walker y  or  The  Little  Thief  a  Comedy, 
which  I  have  feeo  afted  by  the  King's  Servants,  with 
great  Applaufe,  both  in  the  City  and  Country. 

^5  Noble  Gentleman^  a  Comedy  which  was  lately 
reviv'd  by  Mr.  Durfeyy  under  the  Title  of  The  Fools 
Preferment y  or  The  ihree  Dukes  of  Diinjlable. 

Philajlery  or  Love  lies  a  Bkeding :  a  Tragi- 
comedy which  has  always  been  afted  with  Succefs ; 
and  has  been  the  diverlion  of  the  Stage,  even  in  thefc 
Days.  This  was  the  firft  Play  that  brought  thefe 
excellent  Authors  in  Efteem  ;  and  this  Play  was  one 
of  thofe  that  were  reprefented  at  the  old  Theatre  in 
LincolnS'Inn-Fieldsy  when  the  Women  ailed  alone. 
The  Prologue  and  Epilogue  were  fpoken  by  Mrs. 
Marjhaly  and  printed  in  Covent-Garden  Drollery y 
pag,  1 8.  About  this  Time  there  was  a  Prologue 
written  on  purpofe  for  the  Women  by  Mr.  Dryden, 

8*  Quarto  1639,  to  Fletcher.    Crooke's  Catalogue  to  both. 
t3  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher*    Prologue  and 
Epilogue  to  one. 

8+  Quarto  1640,  in  the  Title  Page  and  Dedication,  to  Fletcher, 
Crooke's  Catalogue  to  both. 

^  y  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher,  Prologue  to 
both.    Epilogue  filent. 

8  6  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Zoz-^^W,  Stanley y  He)  rick,  io  Fletcher. 
Earle  io  Beaumont,  Quarto  1628,  1634,  '^S^*  another  Edition 
without  a  Date,  as  well  as  Crooke's  Catalogue,  to  boUi. 

and 
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and  Is  printed  in  his  Mifcellany  Pcems  in  Odlavoj 
/.285. 

Pilgrim^  a  Comedy  which  was  reviv'd  fome 
Years  fince,  and  a  Prologue  fpoke,  which  the  Reader 
may  find  in  Ccvent-Garden  DrolIe?')\  p.  12. 

^'^  Prophetefs,  a  Tragical  Hillory,  which  haf 
lately  been  reviv'd  by  Mr.  DrydeUy  under  the  Title 
of  The  Praphetefs^  or  The  Hi /lory  ofDioclefian,  with 
Alterations  and  Additions  after  the  manner  of  an 
0/^r^,reprefented  at  the  Queen'sTheatre,  and  printed 
Qimno  LonJ.  1690.  For  the  Plot  coniult  Eujebius 
Lib.  8.  Nicephorus  Lib.  6.  and  7.  Vcpifc,  Car,  ci? 
Cari?i,  Aiir,  ViSoris  Epitome,  Eutropius  Lib.  9. 
Baronius  An.  204.  i^c,  OrofMsL..  j,  C.  16.  Ci/^ 
fete  an  L.  20.  iiff. 

^9  Corinth.^  a  Tragi-Comedy. 

5°  <2  ^7/^",  ajid  have  a  Wife,  a  Tragi-Comedy 
which  within  thefe  few  Years  has  been  aded  with 
Applaufe,  at  the  Queen's  Theatre  in  Dorfet- 
Garden. 

9^  Scornful  Lady,  a  Comedy  a£led  with  good 
Applaufe,  even  in  thefe  Times,  at  the  Theatre  in 
Dorfet-Garden,  Mr.  Drydcn  has  condemned  the 
Conclufion  of  this  Plav,  in  reference  to  the  Conver- 
iion  of  Moorcraft  the  Ufurer  ;  but  whether  this 
Cataftrophe  be  excufable,  I  muit  leave  to  the 
Critics. 

9^  Sea  Voyage ,  a  Comedy  lately  reviv'd  by  Mr. 

« Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Tletchtr. 

8  8  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hilhy  to  Tktcher, 
*  9  Commendatory  Verles  by  WlUy  to  Fieichcr, 

Ccmmerdatory  Verfes  by  Hills,  and  Quarto  1640,  to  Fletcher. 
Crockes  Catalogue  to  both.    Prologue  to  one.  ^ 

9'  Commendatory   Verfes    by   Waller  and    Stanley,  to  Flitcher, 
Quarto  1630,  1639,  and  Crcoke*s  Catalogue  to  both. 

9  *  Commendatory  A^'erfes  by  Gardiner ,  to  Fktcher, 

Durfeyy 


PREFACE.  xvii 

Durfey,  under  the  Title  of  The  Commonwealth  of 
Women.  This  Play  is  fuppofed  by  Mr.  Dryden,  (as 
I  have  obferv'd)  to  be  copied  from  Shake/pear's 
Tempejl. 

The  Storm  which  vaniffd  on  the  neighboring  Shore^ 
Was  taught  by  Shakefpear'i  Tempeft  Jirjl  to  roar  5 
That  Innocerice  and  Beauty  which  did  [mile 
In  Fletcher,  grew  on  this  Enchanted  IJle. 

93  Spanijh  Curate^  a  Comedy  frequently  revived 
with  general  Applaufe.  The  Plot  of  Don  Hen- 
rique^  AJcanio^  Violante,  and  Jacintha^  is  bor- 
rowed from  Gerardo's  Hiftory  of  Don  John^  p.  202. 
and  that  of  Leandro^  Bartolus^  Amaranth  a  and 
LopeZy  from  the  Spanifh  Curate  of  the  fame  Au- 
thor, pag^  214.  ^c. 

94  Thierry  and  Theodoret,  2l  Tragedy.  This  Play 
is  accounted  by  fome  an  excellent  old  Play  ;  the 
Plot  of  it  is  founded  on  Hiftory.  See  the  French 
Chronicles  in  the  Reign  of  Clotaire  the  Second. 
See  Fredegarius  Scholajiicus^  Aimoinus  Monachus 
Floriacenfs,  De  Serres,  Mezeray,  Crijpin,  &c. 

95  Two  Noble  Kinfmen,  a  Tragi- Comedy,  This 
Play  was  written  by  Mr.  Fletcher^  and  Mr.  Shake- 
fpear.  The  Story  is  taken  from  Chaucer'j  Knigbt'i 
Tale,  which  Mr,  Dryden  has  admirably  put  into 
modern  Englifli  3  it  is  the  f  rjl  Poem  in  his 
Fables. 

9  J  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Ltyveiace,  to  Fletcher. 
Prologue  and  Epilogue  filent. 

9  4  Quarto  1648,  to  Fletcher,  Quarto  1649,  Crooke\  Cata- 
logue, to  both. 

95  Quarto  1634,  Fletcher  and  Shake/pear.  Crooks' %  Catalogue 
to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher.    Prologue  and  hpilogue  filent. 

Valentinian^ 
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9^  Valentinian^  a  Tragedy  revived  not  long  ago 
by  that  great  Wit,  the  Earl  of  Rochejler  afted 
at  the  Theatre-Royal,  and  printed  in  Quarto  1685, 
with  a  Preface  concerning  the  Author  and  his 
Wiiiings.  For  the  Plot  fee  the  Writers  of  thofe 
Times ;  as  CaJJidori  Chron.  Amm.  Marcell.  Hifi. 
Evagrius  Lib  2.  Procopius^  &c. 

9"  V/ife  for  a  Months  a  Tragi-Comedy.  This 
Play  is  in  my  poor  Judgment  well  worth  reviving, 
and  with  the  alteration  of  a  judicious  Pen,  would 
be  an  excellent  Drama.  The  Charadler  and  Story 
of  Alphonfo^  and  his  Brother  Fredericks  Carriage 
to  him,  much  refembles  the  Hiftory  of  Sancho  the 
Eighth,  King  of  Leon,  I  leave  the  Reader  to  the 
perufal  of  his  Story  in  Mariana^  and  Louis  de 
Mayerne  Turquet. 

92  Wild'Goofe  Chafe^  a  Comedy  valued  by  the 
belt  Judges  of  Poetry. 

99  W'it  at  fever al  Weapons^  a  Comedy  which  by 
fome  is  thought  very  diverting ;  and  poffibly  was 
the  Model  on  which  the  Charadiers  of  the  Elder 
Palatine  and  Sir  Morglay  'Thwack  were  built  by 
Sir  William  D'Avenant^  in  his  Comedy  call'd  The 
Wits. 

^0°  Wit  without  Money ^  a  Comedy  which  I  have 
feen  adted  at  the  Old  Houfe  in  Little  Lincohis- Inn- 
Fields  with  very  great  Applaufe  5  the  Part  of  Va- 

9^  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Lovelace  and  Stanley,  to  Fletcher* 
Prologue  none.    Epilogue  filent. 

97  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher,  Prologue  to 
one.    Epilogue  filent. 

9  8  Commendatory  ^^erfes  by  Hills  to  Fletcher. 

99  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  to  Fletcher,  Epilogue  to 
both. 

Quarto  1639,  ^^^^       Crwi^'s  Catalogue,  to  both. 

lentine 
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kntine  being  play'd  by  that  compleat  Ador  Major 
Mohun^  deceased.  This  was  the  firft  Play  that 
was  afted  after  the  Burning  the  King's  Houfe  in 
Drury-Lane ;  a  new  Prologue  being  writ  for  them 
by  Mr.  Dryden^  printed  in  his  Mifcellany  Poems  ia 
Odavo,  p.  285. 

101  pf/'oman  Hater^  a  Comedy.  This  Play  was 
reviv'd  by  Sir  William  D'Avenanf^  and  a  new 
Prologue  (inftead  of  the  old  One  writ  in  Profe) 
was  fpoken,  which  the  Reader  may  perufe  in  Sir 
William'^  Works  in  Fol.  p.  249.  This  Play  was 
one  of  thofe  writ  by  Fletcher  alone. 

loz  Women  Pleas' a  Tragi- Comedy.  The  co- 
mical Parts  of  this  Play  throughout  between  Bar- 
telloy  Lopez^  IJabella^  and  Claudio^  are  founded  on 
fevcral  of  Boccace's  Novels :  See  Day  7.  Nov.  6. 
and  8.  Day  8.  Nov.  8. 

,03  Woman's  Prize^  or  The  Tamer  Tam'd^  a  Co- 
medy, written  on  the  fame  foundation  with  Shake-- 
fpeaf%  Taming  of  the  Shrew  y  or  which  we  may 
better  call  a  Second  Part  or  Counter-part  to  that 
admirable  Comedy.  This  was  writ  by  Mr.  Fletchers 
Pen  likewife. 

»oi  Quarto  1649,  and  Cm-5f's  Catalogue  to  both.  Prologue  to  one. 

102  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Hillsy  to  Fletcher, 

103  Commendatory  Verfes  by  Gardiner  and  Lo'velace,  to  Fletcher. 
Prologue  to  one.    Epilogue  filent. 
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Names  of  the  principal  ASiors  who  performed  in 
B  E  A  u  M  o  N  tV  and  Fletcher'^  Plays. 

N.  B.  7he  Navies  marked  thus  *  are  the  Names  of  the  Players  twh^ 
dedicated  the  Edition  of  1647  ^^^^  2^  Pembroke. 


William  Allen 
Hugh  Atawell 
Richard  Burbadge 
Theophilus  Byrd 

*  Robert  Beniield 
George  Birch 
William  Barkfted 
Thomas  Baffe 

Henry  Condel 
Alexander  Cooke 

*  Hugh  Clearke 

William  Egleftone 

Nathaniel  Field. 

Sander  Gough 
Giles  Gary. 

Thomas  Holcombe 

*  Stephen  Hammerton 
John  Honymaa 
James  Horn, 


*  John  Lowin, 
William  OftlerJ 

*  Thomas  Pollard 
William  Penn. 

E.manuel  Read 
John  Rice 

*  Richard  Robinfon 
William  Rowly. 

Richard  Sharpe 
Eyiasard  Swanfton 
John  Shank. 

*  Jofeph  Taylor 
Nicholas  Toolie 
William  Trigg 
John  Thomfon. 

John  Underwood, 


An  Account  of  the  prefeiit  Edit  to?:. 
By    r.  S  E  W  A  R  D. 

IN  the  Year  Forty  Two,  Mr.  T'heohald  piiblifliM  an 
Advertifement,  that  he  was  preparing  an  Edition  of 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher  for  the  Frefs,  and  defircd  the  Af- 
fiftance  of  all  Gentlemen  who  had  made  any  Comments 
upon  them.    My  perfonal  FriendHiip  with  the  Proprie- 
tors of  the  Book  engag'd  me  to  give  him  fome  little  Af- 
fiftance ;  and  Mr.  Sympfon  foon  after  added  his.  We  had 
then  only  the  late  Editions  to  confult,  but  -Mr.  Theobald 
had  made  a  very  valuable  Colledlion  of  the  old  ^arto's. 
When  we  had  fent  him  our  Notes  on  two  or  three  Plays, 
he  began  to  print ;  but  the  firft  Play  had  not  all  pafs'd  the 
Prefs,  when  I  thought  I  had  fom.e  fmall  grounds  of  Com- 
plaint.   He  om.itted  feveral  Emendations  which  feem  flill 
to  me  more  deferving  oF  Notice  than  many  which  are  in- 
ferted,  of  which  the  Reader  has  a  Specimen  at  Page  30 
of  my  Preface ;  and  I  fhall  add  fome  others  in  a  Poft- 
fcript  to  the  Firft  Volume.    After  he  had  been  prevaii'd 
on  by  the  Proprietors  to  fend  me  a  Promife  of  a  full  Li- 
berty to  publirti  what  Poftfcript  I  pleas'd  at  the  end  of 
each  Volume,  he  never  after  gave  the  leaft  Offence  but 
by  a  Profufion  of  very  undeferved  Compliments.  Thefe 
fhould  be  inevitably  expung'd,  could  I  take  the  liberty  of 
altering  any  of  Mr.  Theobald's  Notes  :    But  this  would 
be  unjuft,  as  it  would  leave  the  Reader  uncertain  what 
were  his.    I  have  therefore  only  canceird  one  fingle 
Leaf  which  Mr.  Theobald  printed,   and  there  have 
chang'd  no  Syllable  of  his,  but  only  a  Remark  of  my 
own,  which  was  fomething  I  had  faid  to  him  in  a  Letter, 
without  the  leaft  thought  of  his  publidiing  it.     As  1  was 
very  foon  fenfible  how  liable  we  all  were  to  Miftakes,  I 
begg'd  that  he  would  change  every  Syllable  in  my  Notes 
that  carry'd  the  leaft  Air  of  Certainty  or  Pofitivencfs : 
But  as  he  had  no  Obje(5lion  to  fuch-  a  Stile  himfclf,  he  did 
Vo  l.  I.  1  not 
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not  think  it  neceflary  to  take  that  trouble.  Mr.  Theobald 
primed  under  his  Care  the  following  Plays  : 

Volume  the  Firft. 

The  Maid*s  Tragedy^ 
Philajier^ 

A  King  and  No  King^ 
The  Scornful  Lady, 

Volume  the  Second. 

The  Cuftom  of  the  Country^ 

The  Elder  Brother^    And  the  three  firft  Afts  of 

The  Spanifh  Curate^  to  Page  231. 

Of  the  Third  Volume,  part  of 

The  Humourous  Lieutenant^  to  Page  69. 

And  by  his  Death  left  the  Edition  thus  imperfeft, 

I  then  took  the  Care  of  the  two  laft  Ads 
.  (in  Volume  the  Second)  of 

The  Spanifh  Curate^  and  the  whole  of 
Wit  without  Money  ^  and 
The  Beggar's  Bu[h, 

Volume  the  Third,  from  Page  69  of 

The  Humourous  Lieutenant^  and  the  whole  of 

The  Faithful  Shepherdefs^ 

The  Mad  Lover ^ 

The  Loyal  Suhje&^  and 

Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife, 

Volume  the  Fourth, 

The  Laws  of  Candy ^ 

The  Falfe  One, 

The  Little  French  Laivyer^ 

Valentinian, 

Monfieur  Thomas. 


Volume 
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Volume  the  Fifth.    The  two  firft  Plays. 

The  Chances^  and 
The  Blocdy  Brother, 

Volume  the  Ninth.    The  two  laft  Plays. 

If  he  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inriy  and 
Cupid's  Revenge,' 

Volume  the  Tenth. 

The  two  Noble  Kinfmen^ 
Thierry  and  Theodorety 
The  Woman-Hater^ 
The  Nice  Valour^ 
The  Honeft  Man^s  Fortune^ 
The  Mafque, 

Four  Plays ^  or  Moral  ReprefentationSy  in  one. 

Mr.  Sympfon  printed  under  his  Tnfpe6lion,  of 
Volume  the  Fifth,  the  four  lalt  Plays, 

The  Wild  Goofe  Chafe, 
J  Wife  for  a  Month , 
The  Lover* s  Progrefs, 
The  Pilgrim, 

Volume  the  Sixth. 

The  Captain, 
The  Praphetefs, 

The  ^een  of  Corinth,  • 
Bonduca, 

The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Peflle, 

Volume  the  SeventTi. 
Love's  Pilgrimage, 
The  Double  Marriage, 
The  Maid  in  the  Mill, 
The  Knight  of  Malta, 
The  Martial  Maid, 


Volume 
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Volume  the  Eighth. 

tVomen  Fleas* 
The  Night-Walker, 
'The  Wo7nan*s  Prize^ 
The  IJland  Princefs, 
The  Noble  Gentleman, 

Volume  the  Ninth.    The  four  firfl:  Plays. 
The  Coronation, 
The  Sea  Voyage, 
The  Coxcomb, 
Wit  at  fever al  Weapons, 


ERRATA. 

Page  20,  Line  30,  for  Right  read  Night 
127,         24,  for  World  read  Word 
131,         25,  (or  Regarded  tcz^  Reiotrded 
138,         10,  for  Pafi  read  Faft 
168,         20,  for  that  read  than 

25^1  9)  ^^^^ 

341,  Line  the  laft,  inftead  of  Note  34,  read 
-  dry  Bones  can  reach  at  nothing  now, 

Sut  Gords  or  Nine-pins]  Gords,  i.  e.  Inftruments  of  Game  then  in  common  life  5 
we  meet  with  the  fame  Term  again  in  Shake/pears  Merry  Wives  of  Windjtr,  Acl  I, 
Jf  Gord  and  Fullam  holds. 
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MAID'S  TRAGEDY 


Vol.  I. 


B 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


MEN. 

King  (?/ Rhodes. 

Lyfippus,  Brother  to  the  King, 

Amintor,  a  noble  Gentleman, 

Melantius,    1  ^  ^ 

T^.  , 5"  Brothers  to  Evadne. 

Diphiliis,  J 

Calianax,  an  old  humourous  Lordy  and  Father  to  Afpatia« 

'  1  Gentlemen. 
Strato,  J 

Diagoras,  a  Servant  to  Calianax.' 

WOMEN. 

Evadne,  IVife  to  Amintor. 
Afpatia,  Troth-plight  Wife  to  Amintor. 
Antiphila, 
Olympiai 
Dula,  a  Lady. 
Night,  ^ 


.*  '  1  Waiting-Gentlewomen  to  Alpatia. 
lias,  J 


Cynthia, 

Neptune, 

Mollis, 


Mafquers, 


SCENE,  RHODES, 


THE 
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A   C    T     I.       S   C   E    N   E  I. 

A?i  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  Lyfippus,  end  Diphilus. 

S  T  R  A  T  O. 

THE  reft  are  making  ready.  Sir.    {i)  Lyf,  So 
let  them  ; 

l^here's  Time  enough.     Biph.   You  are  the 
Brother  to 

The  King,  my  Lord  ;  we'll  take  your  Word. 
(2)  Lyf.  Strata,  thou  hall  fome  Skill  in  Poetry 

(1)  Strat.  So  let  them-,  fhere*s  Time  enough. 
Diph.  Tou  are  the  Brother  to  the  Khg,  my  Lor  J; 

We'll  take  your  Word.^  'Tis  very  early  to  begin  blundeiing 
at  the  fecond  Line  of  the  firft  Piay.  St^ato  was  not  Brother  to  the  King, 
but  Lyfippus.  ThLs  Line  therefore  is  to  be  placed  to  Lyjippusy  and  not 
to  Strata:  And  fo  it  is  in  the  ^arto  Edition  publ^rh'd  in  the  Year 
1619.  AT\oinQ.T  ^arto  \v\  1650,  and  the  Edition  m  1679,  have 
fall'n  into  the  Error  of  placing  it  to  Struto. 

(2)  Lyf  S-ratO,  thou  h  ^Jl  fume  Skill  in  Poetry  ; 

What  thtnh'jl  ihou  of  a  Ma  que  r\  h  fliOuM  be,  the  Mafque, 
It  was  not  then  to  be  forni'd  ;  nor  doe.s  ti  e  Prince  mean  to  afit,  whe- 
ther it  will  be  well  10  have  One  j  but  Vvhether  1  his,  which  is  pre- 
pared, will  be  a  good  One.  'V\i\i'  Sttaif,\  Aniwer  and  the  Sequel  of 
!.lie  Play  plainly  (hew.  Mr.  '6evjard, 
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What  think'fc  thou  of  the  Mafque  ?  Will  it  be  well  ? 
Strat,  As  well  as  Mafque  can  be.    Lyf,  As  Mafque 
can  be  ?    Strat,  Why,  yes ; 
They  muft  commend  their  King,  and  fpeak  in  Pralfe 
Of  the  AiTembly  \  blefs  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom, 
In  Perfon  of  fome  God  •,  they're  ty'd  to  Rules 
Of  Flattery.    Cle.  See,  good  my  Lord,  who  is 
Rerurn'd ! 

Enter  Melantius. 
Lyf.  Noble  Melantius !  The  Land 
By  me  welcomes  thy  Virtues  home  to  Rhodes 
Thou,  that  with  Blood  abroad  buy'ft  us  our  Peace  ! 
The  Breath  of  Kings  is  -like  the  Breath  of  Gods  ; 
My  Brother  wifh'd  thee  here,  and  thou  art  here  ; 
He  will  be  e'en  too  kind,  and  weary  thee 
With  often  Welcomes   (3)  but  the  time  doth  give  thee 
A  Welcome  above  his,  or  all  the  World's.      [of  mine 
Alei.  My  Lord,  my  thanks ;  but  thefe  fcratch'd  Limb's 
Have  fpoke  my  Love  and  Truth  unto  my  Friends, 
More  than  my  Tongue  e'er  could.  My  Mind's  the  fame 
It  ever  was  to  You    where  I  find  Worth, 
I  love  the  Keeper  till  he  let  it  go. 
And  then  I  follovv^  it.    Dip/i,  Hail,  worthy  Brother  ! 
He,  that  rejoices  not  at  your  Return 
In  Safety,  is  mine  Enemy  for  ever. 

Mel.  I  thank  thee,  Biphilus  :  but  thou  art  faulty  ; 
I  fent  for  thee  to  exercife  thine  Arms 
With  me  at  Patria  :  thou  camTr  not,  Dfphilus  : 
'Twas  ill.    Diph,  My  noble  Brother,  my  Excufe 
Is  my  King's  ftraight  Command-,  which  you,  my  Lord, 
Can  witneis  with  me.    Lyf.  'Tis  moft  true,  Melantius-, 
He  might  not  come,  till  the  Solemnity 
Of  this  great  Match  was  path  Dipk,  Have  you  heard  of  it  ^ 
MeL  Yes    and  have  given  caufe  to  thofe,  that  here 
Envy  my  Deeds  abroad,  to  call  me  gamefome  ; 

lut-  the  Time  doth  gi<ve  thee 
A  V/elcome  abonjie  this,  or  alt  the  WorWi.  Lyfippus  is  fpeaking 
in  particular  of  the  King,  his  Brother's,  VVelcome  to  Melantius-,  there- 
fore, I  think,  I  hav^  adopted  the  genuine  Reading,  which  is  autho- 
riz'd  by  the  i^arto  in- 16 19  ;  and  the  fecond  InipreiTiou  in  1622. 

Ihav. 
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I  have  no  other  Bufinefs  here  at  Rhodes, 

Lyf,  We  have  a  Mafque  to  Night,  and  you  mud  tread 
A  Soldier's  Meafure.  

Mel.  Thefe  foft  and  filkeh  Wars  are  not  for  me, 
The  Mufick  muft  be  fhriil,  and  all  confus'd, 
That  ftirs  my  Blood,  and  then  I  dance  with  Arms  : 
s  But  is  Amintor  wed  ?    Diph.  This  Day. 

Mel.  All  Joys  upon  him  !  for  he  is  my  Friend  ; 
(4)  (Wond'r  not,  I  call  a  Man  fo  young  my  Friend-,) 
His  Worth  is  great    Valiant  he  is,  and  Temperate  : 
And  one  that  never  thinks  his  Life  his  own, 
If  his  Friend  need  it :  When  he  was  a  Boy, 
As  oft  as  I  returned  (as,  without  Boaft, 
I  brought  home  Conqueft)  he  would  gaze  upon  me. 
And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  Limb 
The  Virtue  lay  to  do  thofe  things  he  heard : 
Then  would  he  wifli  to  fee  my  Sword,  and  feel 
The  quicknefs  of  the  Edge,  and  in  his  Hand 
Weigh  it    he  oft  would  make  me  fmile  at  this  ; 
His  Youth  did  promife  much,  and  his  ripe  Years 
Will  fee  it  all  perform'd.  

Enter  Afpatia,  pcijfing  with  Attendants, 

Hail,  Maid  and  Wife  ! 

Thou  fair  Afpatia  !  may  the  holy  Knot, 

That  thou  haft  ty'd  to  day,  laft  till  the  Hand 

Of  Age  undo  it !  may'ft  thou  bring  a  Race 

Unto  Amintor,  that  may  fill  the  World 

Succeflively  with  Soldiers !    Afp,  My  hard  Fortunes 

Deferve  not  Scorn  ;  for  I  was  never  proud. 

When  they  were  good.    Mel.  How's  this  ? 

[Exit  Afp.  with  her  Attendants, 

Lv^  You  are  miftakcn. 
For  Ihe's  not  married.    MeL  You  faid,  Amintor  was. 

Diph,  'Tis  true-,  but —  Mel.  Pardon  me,  I  did  receive 
Letters  at  Patria  from  my  Amintor., 

(4)  {WondK  not,  I  call  a  Man  fi  young  my  Friend-^  ]  This  Verfe 
loft  in  the  modern  Editions,  1  have  retriev'd  fronn  the  ^arto  of 
1619,  and  1650  ;  and  the  Folio  of  1679.  I  have  taken  the  Lioerty  to 
give  it  its  true  Metre  and  Verfification. 
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That  he  fliould  marry  her.    Diph.  And  fo  it  flood 

In  all  Opinion  long,  but  your  Arrival 

Made  me  imagine,  you  had  heard  the  Change. 

Md.  Who  hath  he  taken  then?    Lyf.  A  Lady,  Sir, 
That  hears  the  Light  above  her,  and  ftrikes  dead 
With  Flafaes  of  her  Eye  ;  the  fair  Evadne^ 
Your  virtuous  Sifter.  McL  Peace  of  Heart  betwixt  them ! 
But  tliis  is  ftrange.    Lyf.  The  King,  my  Brother,  did  it 
To  honour  yau  •,  and  thefe  Solemnities 
Are  at  his  Charge. 

Mel.  'Tis  Royal,  like  himfelf   but  I  am  fad. 
My  Speech  bears  fo  unfortunate  a  Sound 
To  beautiful  Afpatia    there  is  Rage 
Hid  in  her  Father's  Bread,  Calianax^ 
Bent  long  againil  me;  and  he  fhould  not  think. 
If  I  could  call  it  back,  that  I  would  take 
So  bafe  Revenges,  as  to  fcorn  the  State 
Of  his  negleded  Daughter    Holds  he  ftill 
His  Greatnefs  with  the  King?  Lyf.  Yes;  but  this  Lady 
Walks  diicontented,  with  her  v;atry  Eyes 
Bent  on  the  Earth  ;  The  unfrequented  Woods 
Are  her  Delight  ;•  where,  when  (lie  fees  a  Bank 
Stuck  full  of  Flowers,  fhe  with  a  Sigh  will  tell 
H^r  Servants  what  .a  pretty  place  it  were 
I'o  bury  Lovers  in  ;  and  make  her  Maids 
Plu-k  'em,  and  ftrow  her  over  like  a  Corfe. 
She  carries  with  her  an  infectious  Grief,, 
That  llrikes  all  her  Beholders    flie  will  fing 
The  mournfurft  things  that  ever  Ear  hath  heard, 
And  ligh,  and  fing  again  *,  and  wiien  the  refl: 
Of  our  young  L-jidies,  in  their  wanton  Blood, 
Tell  mirthful  Tales  in  Courfe  that  fill  the  Room 
With  Laughter,  fne  will  with  fo  fid  a  Look 
Bring  forth  a  Story  of  the  filent  Dea.h 
Of  fome  forfaken  Virgin  ;  which  her  Grief 
Will  put  in  fuch  a  Phrafe,  that,  e'er  fne  end. 
She'll  fend  them  weeping  one  by  one  away. 

(5)  Mel.  She  has  a  Brother  under  my  Command, 

Like 

(5)  She  has  a  Brother,  under  my  Commandt 

Like  htr  j]  The  Criticks  in  all  Ages,  upon  Dramatick  Pocms^ 

have 
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Like  her ;  a  Face,  as  womanifli  as  hers ; 
But  with  a  Spirit  that  hath  much  out-grown 
The  number  of  his  Years. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Cle,  My  Lord,  the  Bridegroom ! 

Mel.  I  might  run  fiercely,  not  more  haflily. 
Upon  my  Foe  :  I  love  thee  well,  Amintor^ 
My  Mouth  is  much  too  narrow  for  my  Heart ; 
I  joy  to  look  upon  thofe  Eyes  of  thine 
Thou  art  my  Friend,  but  my  diforder'd  Speech 
Cut?  off  my  Love.    Amin,  Thdu  art  Melanthis  ; 
All  Love  is  fpoke  in  that.    A  Sacrifice 
To  thank  the  Gods,  Melantius  is  return'd 
In  fafery  ! — Vidory  fits  on  his  Sword, 
As  fhe  was  wont ;  may  (lie  build  there  and  dwell. 
And  may  thy  Armour  be,  as  it  hath  been. 
Only  thy  Valour  and  thy  innocence  ! 
What  endlefs  Treafures  would  our  Enemies  give, 
That  I  might  hold  thee  ilill  thus  !    MeL  I'm  but  poor 
In  Words,  but  credit  me,  young  Man,  thy  Mother 

have  laid  it  down  for  a  Rule,  that  an  Incident  fhould  be  prepared,  but 
not  prevented;  that  is,  not  forefeen,  fo  as  to  take  off  the  Surprize: 
For  then  the  whole  Pleafure  of  the  Incident  is  pall'd,  and  has  no  EfFedl 
upon  the  Audience  or  Readers.  Thefe  Preparatives,  therefore,  muil 
feem  by  Chance  to  the  Spe^lators,  tho'  they  are  always  defignedly 
thrown  in  by  the  Poet.  "  In  tnultis  Oeconotriia  Comicorum  ' Poetarum 
**  ita  fe  habet,  ut  Cafu  putet  Spedator  njenijfe  quod  Confilio  Script o- 
**  rum  faflum  Jit fays  D  o  n  a  t  u  s  upon  Terence.  This  is  the 
moft  artful  preparation,  that  I  remember  in  all  Beaumont  and  Fietcher^s 
Play's,  for  an  Incident  which  is  in  no  kind  fufpeded.  Melantius  fays, 
he  has  a  Brother  of  Jfpatia  under  ]  is  Command,  moft  like  her  in  the 
Softiiefs  of  Face  and  Feature.  This  Brother  never  appears  in  any  Scene 
thro'  the  Piay  :  But  when  Afpatia  comes  in  Boy's  Cloaths  to  fight  with 
Amintor,  to  obtain  her  Death  from  his  Hand,  and  tells  him. 

For  till  the  Change  of  V/ ar  mark" d  this  fmooth  Face 

With  thefe  fe^vo  Blemijhesy  People  njoould  call  fne 

My  Sifter's  PiSlure  ;  and  her,  mine  ;  In  fjort, 

I  am  the  Brother  to  the  n.vrongd  Afpatia. 
This  Fore  Mention  of  the  Brother,  here,  makes  the  Incident  more 
probable,  and  ftriking ;  as  Amintor  mult  have  heard  of  fuch  a  Bro- 
ther, and  could  have  no  Sufpicion  that  he  was  going  to  draw  his 
Sword  againft  Jfpatia.  The  Audience  are  equally  amufed  with  the 
Fallacy. 

B  4  Could 
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Could  do  no  more  but  weep  for  Joy  to  fee  thee 
After  long  Abfence ;  all  the  Wounds  I  have 
Fetch'd  not  fo  much  away,  nor  all  the  Cries 
Of  ¥/ idow'd  Mothers  too :  but  this  is  Peace  ; 
And  that  was  War.    Amin,  Pardon,  thou  holy  God 
Of  Marriage-bed,  and  frown  not,  I  am  forc'd. 
In  anfwer  of  fuch  noble  Tears  as  thofe. 
To  weep  upon  my  Wedding  day. 

(6)  Mel  I  fear,  thou  art  grown  too  fickle;  for,  I  hear, 
A  Lady  mourns  for  thee  ;  Men  fay,  to  Death ; 
Forfaken  of  thee    on  what  terms,  I  know  not. 

Amin.  She  had  my  Promife,  but  the  King  forbad  it; 
And  made  me  make  this  worthy  Change,  thy  Sifter, 
Accompanied  with  Graces  far  above  her; 
With  whom  I  long  to  lofe  my  lufty  Youth, 
And  grow  old  in  her  Arms.    Mel,  Be  profperous ! 

Enter  Mefienger. 

Meff.  My  Lord,  the  Mafquers  rage  for  you. 

hyf.  We  are  gone.    Cleo7i^  Strato^  Diphilus^  ■■ 

[Exeunt  Lyfippus,  Cleon,  Strato,  and  Diphilus. 

'Amin.  We'll  all  attend  you  :  We  fhall  trouble  You 
With  cur  Solemnities'*    MeL  Not  fo,  Amintor  ; 
But  if  you  laugh  at  my  rude  Carriage 
In  Peace,  I'll  do  as  much  for  you  in  War, . 
When  you  come  thither.    Yet  I  have  a  Miftrefs, 
To  bring  to  your'Delights ;  rough  though  I  am, 
I  have  a  Miftrefs,  and  Ihe  has  a  Heart, 
She  fays ;  but,  truft  me,  it  is  Stone,  no  better ; 
(7)  There's  no  place  I  can  challenge  gentle  in't. 

But 

(6)  Mel.  I  fear  thcu  art  grcnon  too  fick  ;  for  I  hear.'\  This  Verfe 
halts  in  ihe  Metre,  thro'  a  flight  Corruption  in  the  modern  Editions. 
The  oldeft  in  1619,  has  it,  cnici:  but  the  next,  in  1622, 
fckle  ;  from  which  Word  it  was  miilakenly  altered  to  fick. 

(7)  Ihere  is  no  Place  that  I  can  challenge  int.]  The  ^arto  in 
1615,  reads  it  thus ; 

There  is  no  Place  that  I  can  challenge.  Gentlemen. 
But  the  Genilem^n  were  all  gone  off,  except  Hinifelf  and  Amintor.  I 
believe,  from  the  Traces  of  the  old  Text,  that  the  Eniendairon,  which 
I  have  ventured.to  adopt,  may  rellore  the  Authors'  genuine  Reading  : 
and,  as  it  is  confonant  in  Senfeto  what  he  fays  in  the  preceding  Verle, 

1  hope. 
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But  you  ftandftill,  and  here  my  way  \ks.  [Exeunt  federally 
Enter  Calianax  with  Diagoras. 

Cal.  Diagoras,  look  to  the  Doors  better  for  fhame  ; 
you  let  in  all  the  World,  and  anon  the  King  will  rail  at 
me  ;  why  ;  very  well  faid  by  Jove,  the  King  will  have 
the  Show  i'th'  Court. 

Diag.  Why  do  you  fwear  fo,  my  Lord  ? 
You  know,  he'll  have  it  here. 

Cal.  By  this  Light,  if  he  be  wile,  he  will  not. 

Diag,  And  if  he  will  not  be  wife,  you  are  forfworn. 

Cal.  One  may  wear  out  his  Heart  with  Swearing,  and 
get  thanks  on  no  fide'-  I'll  be  gone,  look  to'r,  v/ho  v/iil. 

Diag.  My  Lord,  I  fhall  never  keep  them  out. 
Pray,  Hay;  your  Looks  will  terrify  them. 

Cal.  My  looks  terrify  them,  you  Coxcombly  Afs,  you ! 
I'll  be  judg'd  by  all  the  Company,  v/hether  thou  halt  not 
a  worfe  Face  than  I  

Diag.  I  mean,  becaufe  they  know  you  and  your  Office. 

Cal.  Office  !  I  would  I  could  put  it  off;  I  am  fure,  I 
fweat  quite  through  my  Office.  I  might  have  made  room 
at  my  Daughter's  Wedding,  they  ha'  ne'er  kiii'd  her 
among  them.  And  now  I  muft  do  fervice  for  him  that 
hath  foi-faken  her;  ferve,  that  will.       [Exit  Calianax. 

Diag,  He's  fo  humorous  fince  his  Daughter  was  for- 

faken  :  hark,  hark;  there,  t-here ;  fo,  lb  :  ' 

What  nov/  ?  [Knock  within. 

Mel.  Open  the  Door.  Diag.  Who's  there  ?  Mel.Melantius, 

Diag,  I  hope,  your  Lordfliip  brings  no  Troop  with 
you  ;  for,  if  you  do,  I  muft  return  them. 

Enter  Melantius,  and  a  Lady. 

Mel.  None  but  this  Lady,  Sir. 

Diag.  The  Ladies  are  all  plac'd  above,  fa ve  thofe  that 
come  in  the  King's  Troop;  the  beft  oi  Rhodes  fit  there, 
and  there's  room . 

Mel.  I  thank  you,  Sir.  When  I  have  feen  you  plac'd, 

I  hope,  the  Change  will  not  be  look'd  upon  as  an  arbitrary  Con- 
jedlure.  By  gtutle  we  muft  underftand yy>,  in  oppofuion  to  the  Hard- 
?]efi  uf  Slone. 

Madam, 
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MadaiT?,  I  muft  attend  upon  the  King ; 

But,  the  Malque  done,  Til  wait  on  you  again. 

Diag,  Stand  back  there,  room  for  my  L.ord  Melantius^ 
pray,  bear  back;  this  is  no  place  for  fuch  Youths  aod 
their  Truiis;  let  the  Doors  be  fhut  again-,  no!  do  your 
Heads  itch  ;  I'll  fcratch  them  for  you  fo,  now  thruft 
and  hang:  again, — who  is'tnow  ?  I  cannot  blame  my  Lord 
Calidnax  for  going  away,  'would,  he  were  here !  he  would 
run  raging  among  them,  and  break  a  dozen  wifer  Heads 
than  his  own  in  the  twinkling  of  an  Eye  :  what's  the 
news  now  ? 

PFithin,']  I  pray,  can  you  help  me  to  the  Speech  of 
the  M  after-  Cook  ? 

Diag,  If  I  open  the  Door,  I'll  cook  fome  of  your 
Calves-heads.    Feace,  Rogues. — again, — who  is't  ? 

Mel.  Melaniius,  [H^ithin, 

Enter  Calianax. 
Cat.  Let  him. not  in. 

Biag,  C,  my  Lord,  I  mud  ;  make  room  there  for  my 
Lord.    Is  your  Lady  plac'd  I  [To  Mel. 

Alel.  Yes,  Sir, 
I  thank  you.    My  Lord  Ccliarax^  well  met  \ 
Your  caufelefs  Hate  to  nie,  I  hope,  is  buried, 

CaL  Yes,  I  do  fervice  for  your  Sifter  here, 
That  brings  my  own  poor  Child  to  timelefs  Death  ; 
She  loves  your  Friend  Amintor^  fuch  another  v 
Falfe-hearted  Lord  as  you.    Mel,  You  do  me  wrong, 
A  moft  unmanly  one,  and  I  am  flow 
In  taking  Vengeance-,  but  be  well  advis'd. 

Cd,  It  m.ay  be  fo  :  Who  plac'd  the  Lady  there, 
So  near  the  presence  of  the  King  ?    Mel.  I  did. 

CaL  My  Lord,  fhe  muft  not  fit  there.    Mel.  Why  ? 

Cal,  The  Place  is  kept  for  Women  of  more  Worth. 

Mel.  More  Worth  than  ftie  ?  it  mif  becomes  your  Age, 
And  Place,  to  be  thus  womanifti  -,  forbear  ; 
Wliat  you  have  fpoke,  I  am  content  to  think 
1  he  Palfey  ftiook  your  Tongue  to.  Cal.  Why,  'tis  well, 
in  ftand  here  to  place  Men's  Wrenches  for  them. 

MeL  I  ftiail  forget  this  Place,  thy  Age,  my  Safety, 

And 
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And,  thorough  all,  cut  that  poor  fickly  Week, 
Thou  haft  to  live,  away  from  thee. 

Cal.  Nay,  I  know, 
You  can  fight  for  your  Whore.  Mel.  Bate  me  the  King. 
And  be  he  Fleili  and  Blood,  he  lyes,  that  fays  it; 
Thy  Mother  at  fifteen  was  black  and  fmfui 
To  her.    Diag.  Good  my  Lord  !  [Man, 

Mel.  Some  God  pluck  threefcore  Years  from  that  fond 
That  I  may  kill  him,  and  not  ftain  mine  Honour; 
It  is  the  Curfe  of  Soldiers,  that  in  Peace 
(8)  They  fhall  be  brav'd  by  fuch  ignoble  Men, 
As  (if  the  Land  were  troubled)  would  with  Tears 
And  Knees  beg  Succour  from  'em.  'Would,  that  Blood 
(That  Sea  of  Blood)  that  I  have  loft  in  fight. 
Were  running  in  thy  Veins,  that  it  might  miake  thee 
Apt  to  fay  lels,  or  able  to  maintain, 
Shouldft  thou  fay  more  ! — This  Rhodes^  I  fee,  is  nought 
But  a  Place  privileg'd  to  do  Men  Wrong. 

Cal.  Ay,  you  may  fay  your  Pleafure. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  What  vile  Wrong 
Has  ftirr'd  my  worthy  Friend,  who  is  as  , flow 
To  fight  with  Words,  as  he  is  quick  of  Hand  ? 

?yieL  That  heap  of  Age,  which  I  ftiould  reverence 
If  it  were  temperate ;  but  tefty  Years 
Arc  moft  contemptible.    Amin,  Good  Sir,  forbear. 

Cal.  There  isjuft  fuch  another  as  yourfelf. 

Amin.  He  will  wrong  you,  or  me,  or  any  Man  ; 
And  talk  as  if  he  had  no  Life  to  lofe. 
Since  this  our  Match  :  The  King  is  coming  in ; 
I  would  not  for  more  V/ealth  than  I  enjoy, 
He  fhould  perceive  you  raging  ;  he  did  hear. 
You  were  at  difference  now,  which  haftned  him. 

Cal,  Make  room  there.-^   [Hohyes  play  within, 

(8)  They  Jhall  be  brain'd  hy  fuch  ignoble  Men.'\  Thus,  all  the  vulgar 
and  modern  Editions:  But  fuch  ignoble  Men,  as  Melantius  is  de- 
fcribing,  durft  not  knock  a  Soldier's  Brains  out;  tho*  they  might 
venture  to  infult  him.  The  ^arto  of  1619  gives  us  the  genuine 
Pleading,  whicii  I  have  inferted  in  the  Text. 

Enter 
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Enter  King,  Evadne,  Afpatia,  Lords  and  Ladies, 

Xing,  Melantius^  thou  art  welcome,  and  my  Love 
Is  with  thee  ftiil  \  but  this  is  not  a  Place 
To  brabble  in  ;  CalianaXy  join  hands. 

Cal.  Fie  fnall  not  have  my  hand.  King.  This  is  no  time 
To  force  you  to  it  y  I  do  love  you  Both  : 
Calianax,  you  look  well  to  your  Office  ;  ' 
And  you,  Melantius^  are  welcome  home. 
Begin  the  Mafque. 

Mel.  Sifter,  I  joy  to  fee  you,  and  your  Choice. 
You  look'd  with  my  Eyes  when  you  took  that  Man ; 
Be  happy  in  him  !  [Recorders  play, 

Evad.  O  my  deareft  Brother ! 
Your  Prefence  is  more  joyful  than  this  Day 
'  Can  be  unto  me. 

THE  MASQUE. 

N  I  G  fi  T  rifes  in  Mifis. 

Night.  Our  Reign  is  now  ;  for  in  the  quenching  Sea 
The  Sun  is  drown'd,  and  with  him  fell  the  Day 
Bright  Cinthia^  hear  my  Voice  \  I  am  the  Night,, 
For  whom  thou  bear'fl:  about  thy  borrow'd  Light ; 
Appear,  no  longer  thy  pale  Vifage  fhroud, 
But  llrike  thy  Silver  Horns  quite  through  a  Cloud, 
And  fend  a  Ream  upon  my  fwarthy  Face ; 
By  which  I  may  dilcover  all  the  Place 
And  Perfons,  and  how  many  longing  Eyes 
Are  come  to  v/ait  on  our  Solemnities.    [Enter  Cinthia. 
How  dull  and  black  am  I  j  Can  I  not  find 
This  Beauty  without  thee,,  am  I  lb  blind  ? 
Methinks,  they  fhew  like  tp  thofe  Eaftern  Streaks 
That  warn  us  hence,  before  the  iVlorning  breaks  ? 
Back,  my  pale  Servant,  for  thefe  Eyes  know  how 
To  fhoot  far  more  and  quicker  Rays  than  thou. 

Cint/i.  Great  Queen,  they  be  a  Troop  for  whom  alone 
One  of  my  cleared  Moons  I  have  put  on ; 
A  Troop,  that  looks  as  if  thyfelf  and  I 
Had  pluckt  our  Reins  in,  and  our  Whips  laid  by, 

2  To 
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To  gaze  upon  thefe  Mortals,  that  appear 

Brighter  than  we.    Night.  Then  let  us  keep  'em  here  j 

And  never  more  our  Chariots  drive  away,  ' 

But  hold  our  Places,  and  out-fliine  the  Day, 

Cinth,  Great  Queen  of  Shadows,  you  are  pleas'd  to  fpeak 
Of  more  than  may  be  done  ;  we  may  not  break  * 
The  Gods'  Decrees,  but  when  our  time  is  come, 
Muft  drive  aw^ay,  and  give  the  Day  our  room. 
{9)  Yet,  while  our  Reign  lafts,  let  us  ftretch  our  Pow'r 
To  give  our  Servants  one  contented  Hour, 
With  fuch  unwonted  folemn  Grace  and  State, 
As  may  for  ever  after  force  them  hate 
Our  Brother's  glorious  Beams  ;  and  wifli  the  Night 
Crown'd  with  a  thoufand  Stars,  and  our  cold  Light : 
For  almoft  ail  the  World  their  fervice  bend  ^ 
To  Phodhus^  and  in  vain  my  Light  I  lend 
Gaz'd  on  unto  my  Setting  from  m.y  Rife 
Almofl  of  none,  but  of  unquiet  Eyes. 

i\%;^/..Then  ihine  at  full,  fair  Queen,  and  by  thy  Pow'r 
Produce  a  Birth,  to  crown  this  happy  hour. 
Of  Nymphs  and  Shepherds  ;  let  their  Songs  difcover, 
Eafy  and  fweet,  who  is  a  happy  Lover; 
Or,  if  thou  woo't,  thine  own  Endymion 
From  the  fweet  flow'ry  Bank  he  lies  upon. 
On  Latmtis'  top,  thy  pale  Beams  drawn  away  ; 
And  of  this  long  Night  let  him  make  a  Day.  [mine, 
Cinth,  Thou  dream'fl,  dark  Qiie^n  \  tharfair  Boy  was  not 
Nor  went  I  dov/n  to  kifs  him  ;  Eafe  and  Wine 
Have  bred  thefe  bold  Tales  ;  Poets,  when  they  rage. 
Turn  Gods  to  Men,  and  make  an  Hour  an  Age 
But  I  will  give  a  greater  State  and  Glory, 
And  raife  to  time  a  nobler  Memory  ^ 
Of  what  thefe  Lovers  are  :  Rife,  rife,  I  fay, 
,  (10)  Thou  Pow'r  of  Deeps,  thy  Surges  lade  away, 

Neptune^ 

(9)  Tet  fvjhile  cur  Reign  lajis^  &c,]  This  and  the  nine  fubfequent 
Verfes  are  vvantino  in  the  old  ^arto  1619;  But  we  meet  with 
them  in  that  of  1630. 

(10)  thy  Surges  laid  a<iv ay. '[  The  printed  Word  hitherto  haa 

been,  laict-y  but  I  think  it  fcarce  Senfe.  Neptune  in  leaving  the  Ocean 
is  never  fuppcfed  either  to  bring  his  Surges  with  him,  or  lay  them 

'afidc. 
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Neptune^  great  King  of  Waters,  and  by  mc 

Be  proud  to  be  commanded.  [Neptune  rifej, 

Nept.  Cinthia^  fee. 
Thy  word  hathYetch'd  nie  hithpr  ^  let  me  know. 
Why  I  alcend. 

Cihih.  Doth  this  Majellick  Show 
Give  thee  no  knowledge  yet?    Nept.  Yes,  now  I  fee 
Something  intended  (Cinlhia )  worthy  thee 
Go  on,  I'll  be  a  Helper.    Cinth.  Hie  thee  then, 
And  charge  the  Wind  fly  from  his  rocky  Den. 
Let  loofe  thy  Subjedis    only  Boreas^ 
Too  foul  for  our  Intention,  as  he  was. 
Still  keep  him  fail  chain'd    we  muft  have  none  here 
But  vernal  Blafts,  and  gentle  Winds  appear  ; 
Such  as  blow  Flow'rs,  and  through  thegiad  Boughs  fing 
Many  foft  welcomes  to  the  lufty  Spring. 
Thefe  are  our  Mufick  :  Next,  thy  watry  Race 
Bring  on  in  Couples;  (we  are  pleas'd  to  grace 
This  noble  Night,)  each  in  their  richeft  things 
Your  own  Deeps-,  or  the  broken  Veffel,  brings 
Be  prodigal,  and  J  fhall  be  as  kind. 
And  fhine  at  full  upon  you. 

(ii)NepLHo\  the  Wind-  [Enier  JEolus  oui  of  a  Roc/^. 
Com^manding  ^^j/^/j/   /Eel.  GvGZt  Neptune!   Nept.  Hg, 

y^///.  What  is  thy  Will  ^  Nept.  We  do  command  thee  free 

afide,  but  barely  to  leave  them.  The  Word  la/:^£  will  fignify  his  part- 
ing the  Waves  with  his  Trident  to  give  him  a  free  PaiTage ;  which  is 
an  Image  quite  poetical !  Mr.  Se^ara. 

(W)  Ho!  the  Wind- 
Commanding  ^olus  :]  All  the  Editions  have  miftaken  the  Inten- 
tion of  the  Authors  here.  Tis  well  known,  jEohis,  in  poetick  Fa- 
ble, was  the  Mailer  and  Controller  of  the  Winds  ;  which  he  was 
fuppofed  to  keep  bound  in  a  Cave,  and  to  let  loofe  upon  the  Ocean  as 
he  was  commanded  by  Neptune.  He  is  therefore  called  here  the 
Wind-comanding  yEoIus ;  a  compound  Adjei'tive  which  muft  be 
wrote  with  an  Hyphen,  as  I  have  reformed  the  Text.  The  Editors 
were  led  into  a  Miftake  by  the  Word  being  divided,  and  put  into  two 
Lines  for  the  Prefervation  of  the  Rhyme.  I  ought  to  take  Notice, 
for  two  Reafons,  that  both  Mr.  Seward  and  Mr.  Sympfon  join'd  with 
me  in  Parting  this  Corredion  :  Becaufe  it  is  doing  Juftice  to  the  Sa- 
,  gacity  of  my  Friends ;  and,  befjdes,  it  is  certainly  a  great  Confirma- 
tion of  the  Truth  of  an  Emendation,  where  three  Pcrfons,  all  difl;ant 
from  one  another,  lb  ike  out  the  fame  Obfervation. 

Favonitis^ 
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Favonius^  and  thy  milder  Winds,  to  wait 

Upon  our  Cinthia  ;  but  tic  Boreas  llraight ; 

(12)  He's  too  rebellious.  jEoL  Ilhalldo  it.  Nept,  Do. 

jEoL  Great  Mafter  of  the  Flood  ;  and  all  below. 

Thy  full  Command  has  taken.  Ho!  the  Main  ! 

Neptune! — Nept.  Here.  ^Eol.  Bi77Y^j  has  broke  his  Chain, 
And,  ftruggling  with  the  reft,  has  got  away. 

Nept.  Let  him  alone,  Fll  take  him  up  at  Sea ; 
,1  wjll  not  long  be  thence ;  go  once  again, 
And  call  out  of  the  bottoms  of  the  Main 
Blue  Proteus^  and  the  reft,  charge  them  put  on 
Their  greateft  Pearls,  and^the  mod  fparkling  Stone 
The  beaten  Rock  breeds ;  'till  this  Night  is  done 
By  me  a  folemn  honour  to  the  Moon. 
Fly,  like  a  full  Sail.  jEoL  I  am  gone.  GntL  Dark  Night, 
Strike  a  full  Silence,  do  a  thorough  right 
To  this  great  Chorus  j  that  our  Mufick  may 
Touch  high  as  Heav'n,  and  make  the  Eall  break  Day 
At  Mid-night.  [Mu/:cL 

SONG. 

Cinthia,  to  thy  Power ^  and  Thee^ 

We  obey. 
Joy  to  this  great  Company ! 

And  no  Day 
Come  to  fieal  this  Night  away^ 

(12)  Nept.  Do,  great  Mafler  of  .  the  FloocJ,  and  all  helo-xv, 
Ihy  full  Command  has  taken,  Ho!    the  Main!']   I  have 

ventur'd  at  a  fmall,  hut,  as  I  think,  at  a  very  neceffary  Tranlpcfi- 
tion  here  in  the  Charader  fpeaking.  How  can  Neptune  with  any 
Propriety  call  JEolus  great  Mafter  of  the  Floods  and.all  below,  when 
he  himfelf,  according  to  the  Poetical  Syftem,  bore  that  fupreme  Com- 
mand  ?  JEolus,  'tis  true,  was  fuppos*d  to  have  a  Controul  over  the 
Winds;  a  fort  of  limitary  Charge,  in  which  he  was  a  Sobftitutc  to 
Neptune.  In  Oiort,  I  believe  that  the  Poets  intended,  fo  loon  as  Nep- 
tune had  given  out  his  Orders,  j^olus,  (whoft-  Operations  as  a  God 
were  not  confined  to  Time  and  vulgar  IVlotion;)  fnould  immedi- 
ately tell  Neptune  ins  Commands  were  obey'd  ;  and  then  finding  that 
jBor^"«^  had  efcap'd  amongft  the  other  Winds,  He  calls  out  again  to 
acquaint  Neptutte  with  it.  Thus  all  is  clear,  and  they  ail  in  their 
diftin^t  proper  Offices, 

'Till 
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^Till  the  Rites  of  Love  are  ended ; 
And  the  lufiy  bridegroom  fay^ 

Welcome^  Lights  of  all  befriendea. 
Pace  out^  you  watry  Powers  below^ 

Let  your. Feet ^ 
Like  the  Gallies  when  they  row^ 

Even  beat. 
Let  your  unknown  Meafures^  fet 

To  the  ftill  Winds,  tell  to  all^ 
That  Gods  are  come,  immortal,  great, 

T 0  honour  this  great  Nuptial. 

The  Meafure,     Second  Song. 

Hold  back  thy  Hours,  old  Night,  till  we  have  done ; 

The  Day  will  come  too  foon  ; 
Toung  Maids  will  curfe  thee  if  thou  fieaVft  away, 
(13)  And  leav^ft  their  LoJJes  open  to  the  Day. 

Stay,  flay,  and  hide 

The  Blufhes  of  the  Bride. 
Stay,  gentle  Night,  and  with  thy  Darknefs  cover 

The  Kijfes  of  her  Lover. 
Stay,  and  confound  her  T ears,  and  her  fhrill  Cryings'^ 
Her  weak  Denials,  Vows,  and  often  Dyings ; 

Stay,  and  hide  all\ 

But  help  not,  though  fhe  call. 

(14)  Nept.  Great  Queen  of  us  and  Heav*n,  hear  what 
I  bring 

To  make  this  hour  a  full  one.  Cinth.  Speak,  Sea's  King. 

Nept. 

(13)  And  lea'v'Ji  their  Blufhes]  As  the  W or&  Blujhes  immediately 
recurrs,  I  have  chofe  to  adopt -the  Reading  of  the  old  ^arto  of  16 19, 
Lojfei.  i.  e.  "  Maidens  will  curfe  thee,  Nighty  if  thou  leav'ft  the  Lo/s 
"  of  their  Virginity  open  to  the  Day ;  Stay  therefore,  and  hide  the 
«'  Bride's  Blufhes:' 

( 1 4)  Great  ^een  of  us  and  Hea'v'n, 

Hear  ivhat  I  bring  to  make  this  hour  a  full  one, 

If  not  her  meafure.  Cinth.  Speak,  Sea^s  King. 

This  Paflage,  I  am  afraid,  has  been  fadly  mangled:  The  Verfe  and 
Rhyme  have  been  difconcerted ;  and  the  fenfe  quite  loft  by  an  extraor- 
dinary Interpolation.  I  think,  I  have  applied  a  Remedy  to  both. 
What  can  be  the  meaning  of  making  this  tour  a  full  one,  if  not  her 
,  M^afurt? 
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(15)  Nept,  The  Tunes  my  Amphitrit e  ]oy^  to  have. 
When  Ihe  will  dance  upon  the  rifing  Wave, 
And  court  mc  as  fhe  fails.    My  Tritons^  play 
Mufick  to  lead  a  Storm ;  I'll  lead  the  way. 

[Mafqueis  dance  ,  Neptune  leads  it. 

SONG.  Meafure. 
'to  Bed,  to  Bed ;  come^  Hymen,  lead  the  Bride^ 

And  lay  her  by  her  Husband'' s  Side: 

Bring  in  the  Virgins  every  one^ 

^hat  grieve  to  lie  alone : 
That  they  may  kifs  while  they  may  fay^  a  Maid  \ 

To-morrow^  ^ twill  be  other  kift^  and  /aid: 

Helperus  be  long  a  fhining, 

Whilft  thefe  Lovers  are  a  twining. 

JEol  Ho!  Neptune!  Nept.  Molusl 

jEoL  The  Seas  go  high,  • 
Boreas  hath  rais'd  a  Storm  \  go  and  apply 
Thy  Trident,  elfe,  I  prophefy,  e'er  Day 
Many  a  tall  Ship  will  be  caft  away : 
Defcend  with  all  thy  Gods,  and  all  their  Power, 
( 1 6)  To  ftrike  a  Calm .  Cinth,  We  thank  you  for  this  Hour : 
My  Favour  to  you  all.    To  gratulate 
So  great  a  Service  done  at  my  defire. 
Ye  ihall  have  many  Floods,  fuller  and  higher 

Meafure?  i.  e.  if  not  a  full  one?  The  Words  are  certainly  to  be 
ftruck  out.  Some  careful  Annotator  had  made  a  marginal  ^csrCy  at 
the  Clofe  of  the  fecond  Songj  If  not  her  Meafure :  i.  e.  Whecher  this 
Meafure  is  not  to  be  fung  by  Cinthia ;  as  it  undoubtedly  is :  But  the 
Note  of  Reference  to  this  ^are  being  forgot,  it  was  millaken  at  Prefs 
for  a  Part  of  the  Text,  and  cafually  clap'd  to  Neptune^  Speech. 

(15)  Thy  Tunes  my  Amphitrite  joys  to  hanje 
When  they  'will  dance  upon  the  rifng  Wanje, 

And  court  me  as  the  Sails,  c/r.]  I'he  Reformation,  in  thefe  four 
Lines  of  Neptune ^  from  the  vulgar  Editions,  are  prefcribed  by  the  in- 
genious Mr.  Senjoard ;  they  are,  as  he  fays,  extremely  Pidurefque ; 
and,  if  exprefs'd  as  v/eil  in  Colouring,  would  rival  the  Jets  and 
Galatea  of  Raphael. 

(16)  To  firiks  a  Call.  ]  This  is  Nonfcnfe.  The  two  ^arto^i  of  1 6 1 9  and 
1630  com«.into  our  Alfiftance,  who  both  read  ^  Calm.  As  the  Rhymes 
are  interrupted  in  the  fubfequent  Speech  of  Cinthiuy  Something  mufl:  be 
loll ;  a  Defed  which  is  not  to  be  fupplied  by  Conjeflure.  Both  Mr.  Sc'-ward 
and  Mr.  Sympfon  hit  upon  the  Emendation  authorized  by  the  old  Copies. 

Vol.  1.  C  Than 
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Than  you  have  wifhed  for ;  no  Ebb  fliall  dare 
To  let  the  Day  fee  where  your  Dwellings  are : 
Now  back  unto  your  Government  in  hafte. 
Left  your  proud  Charge  Ihould  fwell  above  the  Wafte, 
And  win  upon  the  Ifland.    Nept.  We  obey. 


Cinth.  Hold  up  thy  Head,  dead  Night  \  feeft  thou  not 
The  Eaft  begins  to  lighten  \  I  muft  down,  [Day  ? 

And  give  my  Brother  Place.    Night.  Oh !  I  could  frown 
To  fee  the  Day,  the  Day  that  flings  his  Light 
Upon  my  Kingdom,  and  contemns  old  Night 

(17)  Let  him  go  on  and  flame ;  I  hope  to  fee 
Another  Wild-fire  in  his  Axletree  ; 

And  all  fall  drench'd :  But  I  forget ;  fpeak.  Queen ; 
The  Day  grows  on,  I  muft  no  more  be  feen. 

Cin.  Heave  up  thy  droufy  Head  again,  and  fee 
A  grtater  Light,  a  greater  Majefty, 

(18)  Between  our  Set  and  us  whip  up  thy  Team ; 
The  Day  breaks  here,  and  yon  fame  flaftiing  Stream 
Shot  from  the  South    {ay^  wilt  thou  go  ?  which  way  ? 

Night,  ril  vanifti  into  Mifts.  {Exit. 

Cinth.  I  into  Day.  [Ex/V.  Mafque  ends. 

King.  Take  lights  there;  Ladies,  get  the  Bride  to  Bed  j 
We  will  not  fee  you  laid.    Good-night,  Amintor^ 
We'll  eafe  you  of  that  tedious  Ceremony  *, 
Were  it  my  Cafe,  I  ftiould  think  Time  run  flow. 
If  thou  be'ft  Noble,  Youth,  get  me  a  Boy, 
That  may  defend  my  Kingdom  from  my  Foes. 

Amin.  All  Happinels  to  you ! 

King.  Good-night,  Melantius,  [Exeunt. 

(17)  '  I  hope  to  fee 

Another  Wild-fre  in  his  Axletree , 

And  all  falfe  drench' d:"]  This  alludes  to  the  Fable  of  Phaeton, 
borrowing  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun,  and  fetting  the  World  on  Fire. 
The  old  ^larto's  have  it  right,  And  all  fall  drenched:  For  Phaeton, 
and  the  Chariot,  both  fell  headlong  from  the  Sk)r  into  the  Ocean. 

(18)  Bet^veen  our  Seft  and  us{\  This  is  Nonfenfe.  The  Night  zxid. 
Cinthia  both  talk  of  the  Morning's  Approach,  and  that  they  muft 
go  down ;  till  the  Latter  finds  out,  that  they  are  only  the  Rays  of  Light 
Ihot  from  the  King  and  Court,  which  they  miftook  for  the  Day- break. 


[Neptune  defcends^  and  the  Sea-Gods. 


Hence  it's  plain,  it  fhould  be  wrote 
our  Setting,  or,  going  down. 
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A  C  T  11.    SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E,        Antechamber  to  Evadne'^ 
Bedchamber. 

Enter  Evadne,  Alpatia,  Dula,  and  other  Ladies, 

D«/^.T\>fAdam,  fliall  we  undrefs  you  for  this  Fight? 
IVX  xhe  Wars  are  naked,  you  muft  make  to 
•Night. 

Evad.  You  are  merry,  Dula, 

Dula.  IJhould  be  merrier  far^  if  ^twere 
With  me  as  'tis  with  you,  [Singing* 

(19)  Evad.  How's  that  ? 

Dula.  "That  J  might  go  to  Bed  with  him 
Wi'  th"  Credit  that  you  do, 

Evad,  Why,  how  now,  Wench? 

Dula,  Come,  Ladies,  will  you  help  ? 

Evad,  I  am  foon  undone. 

Dula,  And  as  foon  done  : 
Good  ftore  of  Clothes  will  trouble  you  at  bothr 

Evad,  Art  thou  drunk,  Dula  ? 

Dula,  Why,  here's  none  but  we. 

Evad,  Thou  think' ft,  belike,  there  is  no  Modefty 
When  we  are  ak)ne. 

Dula,  Ay,  by  my  Troth,  you  hit  my  Thoughts  aright. 

Evad,  You  prick  me.  Lady.  Dula,  'Tis  againft  my  Will : 
Anon  you  muft  endure  more,  and  lie  ftill. 
You're  beft  to  pradife.    Evad.  Sure,  this  Wench  is  mad.' 

Dula,  No,  faith,  this  is  a  Trick  that  I  have  had 

(19)  Evad.  HouJ's  that? 

Dula.  ^hat  I  might  go  to  Bed  *witb  him  nvith  Credit  that  you  do.'] 
Thefe  Words  I  have  retrieved  from  the  old  ^arto  of  1619:  And 
as  Dula  is,  through  the  whole  Scene,  remarkably  a  merry  and  a  wan- 
ton Wench ;  I  have  a  ftrong  Sufpicion  that  flie  is  here  fmging  a  Stanza 
from  fome  old  known  Ballad.  I  have  therefore  ventured  to  replace  the 
whole  in  the  Text,  as  I  verily  believe,  the  Authors  intended  it;  And 
efpecially  as  I  had  Mr.  Se^ard*s  Approbation  for  fo  doing.  Nor 
was  it  a  bad  Wifh  in  Dula  for  hcrfelf,  that  Ihe  might  be  oiatch'd  with 
fuch  a  Man  as  Amintor, 

C  %  Since 
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Since  I  was  fourteen.    Evad.  'Tis  high  time  to  leave  it. 

Dula.  Nay,  now  I'll  keep  it,  'till  the  trick  leave  me  > 
A  dozen  wanton  Words,  put  in  your  Head, 
Will  make  you  livelier  in  your  Husband's  Bed. 

Evad.  Nay,  faith,  then  take  it. — 

Bula.  Take  it,  Madam?  where? 
We  all,  I  hope,  will  take  it,  that  are  here. 

Evad.  Nay,  then,  I'll  give  you  o'er.  Bula.  So  will  I  make 
The  ableft  Man  in  Rhodes^  or  his  Heart  ake. 

Evad.  Wilt  take  my  Place  to  Night  ? 

Bula.  I'll  hold  your  Cards 
'Gainft  any  two  I  know.    Evad.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Bula.  Madam,  we'll  do't,  and  make  'em  leave  Play  too. 

Evad.  Afpatia.,  take  her  part.    Bula.  I  will  refufe  it. 
She  vvill  pluck  down  afide,  Ihe  does  not  ufe  k. 

Evad.  Why,  do,  I  prethee.  Bula.  You  will  find  the 
Quickly,  becaufe  your  Head  lies  well  that  way.  [Play 

Evad.  I  thank  thee,  Bula  \  'would,  thou  could'ft  inftill 
Some  of  thy  Mirth  into  Afpatia  ! 
Nothing  but  fad  Thoughts  in  her  Breaft  do  dwell ; 
Methinks,  a  Mean  betwixt  you  would  do  wtII.  . 

Bula.  She  is  in  Love  ;  hang  me,  if  I  were  fo. 
But  I  could  run  my  Country :  I  love  too 
To  do  thofe  things,  that  People  in  Love  do. 

Afp.  It  were  a  timelefs  Smile  fliould  prove  my  Cheek  j 
It  v/ere  a  fitter  Hour  for  me  to  laugh. 
When  at  the  Altar  the  reUgious  Prieft 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  Powers 
With  Sacrifice,  than  now.    This  fliould  have  been 
My  Right  j  and  all  your  Hands  have  been  imploy'd 
In  giving  me  a  Ipotlefs  Offering 
To  young  Amintor^s  Bed,  as  we  are  now 
For  you.    Pardon,  Evadne^  'would,  my  Worth 
Were  great  as  yours,  or  that  the  King,  or  He, 
Or  Both,  thought  fo !  Perhaps,  he  found  me  worthlefs ; 
But,  till  he  did  fo,  in  thefe  Ears  of  mine 
(Thefe  credulous  Ears)  he  pour'd  the  fweeteft  Words 
That  Art  or  Love  could  frame ;  if  he  were  falfe, 
Pardon  it.  Heaven !  and  if  I  did  want 
Virtue,  you  fafely  may  forgive  that  too  ; 
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(20)  For  I  have  loft  none  that  I  had  from  you. 

Evad.  Nay,  leave  this  fad  Talk,  Madam. 

Jfp.  'Would,  I  could! 
Then  fhould  I  leave  the  Caufe. 

Evad.  See,  if  you  have  not  fpoil'd  all  Dula's  Mirth. 

Jfp.  Thou  think'ft  thy  Heart  hard,  but  if  thou  be'ft 
Remember  mc ;  thou  fhalt  perceive  a  Fire  [caught. 
Shot  fuddcnly  into  thee. 

Bula,  That's  not  fo  good  ;  let  'em  flioot  any  thing  but 
Fire,  I  fear  'em  not. 

Jfp.  Well,  Wench,  thou  may'ft  be  taken. 

Evad.  Ladies,  Good-night ; 
ril  do  the  reft  myfelf   Dula.  Nay,  let  your  Lord  do  fome. 

Alp.  Lay  a  Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  Tew, 

[Singing. 

Evad.  That's  one  of  your  fad  Songs,  Madam. 
j^fp.  Believe  me,  'tis  a  very  pretty  one. 
Evad,  How  is  it,  Madam  ^ 

SONG. 

Afp.  Lay  a  Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  Tew ; 
Maidens.,  Willow  Branches  hear  \  fay.,  I  died  true: 
My  Love  was  falfe^  hut  I  was  firm  from  my  Hour  of  Birth ; 
Upon  my  huried  Body  lye  lightly,  gentle  Earth  ! 

Evad.  Fie  on't,  Madam !  the  Words  are  fo  ftrange, 
they  are  able  to  make  one  Dream  of  Hobgoblins.  /  could 
never  have  the  Pow'r  j  Sing  that,  Dula, 

Dula,  /  could  never  have  the  Pow*r 
To  love  one  above  an  Hour., 

^20)    ■  And  if  I  did  uuant 

Virtue y  you  fafely  may  forgi've  that  too  ; 

Tor  I  hanje  left  none  that  I  had  from  you. "]  Left  none  muft  fig- 
nify  here  none  lefty  I  think,  oi;  nothing :  And  then,  furely,  it  is  a 
ftrange  Mock- plea  in  AJpatia^  to  fay  that  the  Heavens  may  fafely 
forgive  her  for  it.  The  Abfurdity  of  the  Reafoning  makes  it  abfolutely 
necefiary  that  we  ftiould  have  recourfe  to  the  Reading  of  the  three  eldeft 
^arto\,  which  I  have  reftored  to  the  Text.  Then  the  meaning  is 
clear  and  obvious.  Her  Expoftulation  is  with  the  Heavens  to  this 
Purpofe:  If  I  wanted  Virtue,  you  may  forgive  that;  Why  did  you 
not  grant  me  a  larger  Portion  of  it  \  For  by  my  Conduft  and  Adions 
I  have  not  /a/7,  or  forfeited,  any  Part  of  what  youbeftowM  on  me. 

C  3  But 
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But  my  Heart  would  prompt  mine  Eye 

On  fome  other  Man  to  fly, 

Venus,  fix  mine  Eyen  faft. 

Or  if  noty  give  me  all  that  I  Jhall  fee  at  laft. 

Evad,  So,  leave  me  now. 

Dula.  Nay,  we  muft  fee  you  laid. 

jdfp.  Madam,  Good-night;  may  all  the  Marriage-joys, 
That  long;ing  Maids  imagine  in  their  Beds, 
Prove  fo  unto  you  ;  may  no  Difcontent 
Grow  'twixt  your  Love  and  you !  But,  if  there  do, 
Enquire  of  me,  and  I  will  guide  your  Moan ; 
Teach  you  an  artificial  Way  to  grieve. 
To  keep  your  Sor%w  waking.  Love  your  Lord 
No  worfe  than  I ;  But  if  you  love  fo  well, 
Alas,  you  may  dilpleafe  him  ;  fo  did  L 
This  is  the  laft  time  you  fhall  look  on  me  : 
Ladies,  farewel ;  as  foon  as  I  am  dead. 
Come  all,  and  watch  one  Night  about  my  Hearfe ; 
Bring  each  a  mournflil  Story,  and  a  Tear, 
To  offer  at  it  when  I  go  to  Earth. 
{21)  With  flatt'ring  Ivy  clafp  my  CofHn  round; 
Write  on  my  Brow  my  Fortune ;  let  my  Bier 
Be  borne  by  Virgins  that  fhall  fing,  by  courfe. 
The  Truth  of  Maids,  and  Perjuries  of  Men. 

Evad.  Alas,  I  pity  thee.  Evadne. 

Omnes.  Madam,  Good-night. 

I  Lady.  Come,  we'll  let  in  the  Bridegroom. 

Dula,  Where's  my  Lord.^ 

1  Lady,  Here,  take  this  Light. 

Enter  Amintor. 
Dula.  He  will  find  her  in  the  dark. 

(21)  flattMng  I'vy]  It  is  the  Sufpiclon  of  the  ingenious 

Mr.  Sympfon  to  me,  that  the  Poets' Word  here  might  have  been,  Jlow  ring  : 
A  very  pretty,  as  well  as  proper,  Epithet.  But  as  it  has  not  the 
Countenance  of  any  of  the  Copies,  I  only  mention  it  as  a  Conjeflure  ; 
and  have  not  ventured  to  dilturb  the  Text.  And,  indeed,  AJpatia^s 
Idea  feems  to  be,  that  the  Flattery  of  the  Ivy,  in  its  Quality  of  clafp- 
ing  whatever  it  is  placed  to,  refembles  the  flattering  and  deceitful  Em- 
braces of  falfe  Men.  For  all  her  Sentiments  arife  from  the  Subjed  of 
Sorrow  and  Difappointment, 

I  Lady, 
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t  Lady.  Your  Lady's  fcarce  a-Bed  yet,  you  muft  help 
Afp,  Go,  and  be  happy  in  your  Lady's  Love ;  [her. 
May  all  the  Wrongs,  that  you  have  done  to  me, 
Be  utterly  forgotten  in  my  Death ! 
I'll  trouble  you  no  more ;  yet  I  will  take 
A  parting  Kifs,  and  will  not  be  deny'd. 
You'll  come,  my  Lord,  and  fee  the  Virgins  weep 
When  I  am  laid  in  Earth,  though  you  yourfelf 
Can  know  no  Pity.    Thus  I  wind  myfelf 
Into  this  Willow  Garland,  and  am  prouder 
That  I  was  once  your  Love,  (though  now  refus'd) 
Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 
So  with  my  Prayers  I  leave  you,  and  muft  try 
Some  yet  unpradlis'd  Way  to  grieve  and  die. 

Bula.  Come,  Ladies,  will  you  go  ?  [Exit  Afpatia. 
Omnes.  Good-night,  my  Lord. 

Amin.  Much  Happinefs  unto  you  all !    [^Exeunt  Ladies, 
I  did  that  Lady  Wrong  :  Methinks,  I  feel 
A  Grief  flioot  fuddenly  through  all  my  Veins  ; 
Mine  Eyes  rain ;  this  is  ftrange  at  fuch  a  Time. 
It  was  the  King  firft  mov'd  me  to't,  but  he 
Has  not  my  Will  in  keeping. — Why  do  I 
Perplex  myfelf  thus Something  whifpers  me. 
Go  not  to  Bed.    My  Guilt  is  not  fo  great 
As  mine  own  Conference  (too  fenfible) 
Would  make  me  think ;  I  only  brake  a  Promife, 
And  'twas  the  King  inforc'd  me :  Timorous  Flelh, 
Why  fliak'ft  thou  fo  ?  away,  my  idle  Fears ! 

Enter  Evadne,  from  the  Bedchamber, 

Yonder  is  Ihe,  the  Luftre  of  whofe  Eye 
Can  blot  away  the  fad  Remembrance 
Of  all  thefe  things :  Oh,  my  Evadne^  fpare 
That  tender  Body,  let  it  not  take  Cold  ; 
The  Vapours  of  the  Night  fhall  not  fall  here. 
To  Bed,  my  Love    Hymen  will  punifh  us 
For  being  flack  Performers  of  his  Rites. 
Cam'ft  thou  to  call  me  ?     Evad.  No. 

Amin.  Come,  come,  my  Love, 
And  let  us  lofe  ourfelves  to  one  another, 

C4  Why 
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Why  art  thou  up  fo  long  ?  I  am  not  well. 

Jmin,  To  Bed  then    let  me  wind  thee  in  thefe  Arms, 
'Till  I  have  banifli'd  Sicknefs.    Evad.  Good  my  Lord, 
I  cannot  fleep.    Jmin.  Evadne^  we  will  watch, 
I  mean  no  fleeping.    Evad.  I'll  not  go  to  Bed. 

Amin.  I  prethee,  do.    Evad.  I  will  not  for  the  World. 

Amin.  Why,  my  dear  Love? 

Evad.  Why  ?  I  have  fworn,  I  will  not. 

Ami?t.  Sworn!       Evad.  Ay. 

Amin,  How?  fworn,  Evadne} 

Evad.  Yes,  fworn,  Amintor^  and  will  fwear  again. 
If  you  will  v/ifh  to  hear  me. 

Amin.  To  whom  have  you  fworn  this  ? 

Evad.  If  I  fhould  name  him,  the  Matter  were  not  great. 

Amin.  Come,  this  is  but  the  Coynefs  of  a  Bride. 

Evad.  The  Coynefs  of  a  Bride  ?  Amin.  How  prettily 
That  Frown  becomes  thee !    Evad.  Do  you  like  it  fo  ? 

Amin.  Thou  canft  not  drefs  thy  Face  in  fuch  a  Look, 
But  I  fliall  like  it.    Evad.  What  Look  will  like  you  beft  ? 

Am^n.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Evad.  That  I  may  fliew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you. 
Amin.  How's  that  ? 

Evad.  That  J  may  fliew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you. 

Axmin.  I  prethee,  put  thy  Jefts  in  milder  Looks. 
It  fliews  as  thou  wert  angry.     Evad.  So,  perhaps, 
r  am  indeed.    Amin.  Why,  who  has  done  thee  Wrong  ^ 
Name  me  the  Man,  and  by  thyfelf  I  fwear. 
Thy  yet  unconquer'd  felf,  I  will  revenge  thee. 

Evad.  Now  I  fhall  try  thy  Truth ;  if  thou  doft  love  me. 
Thou  weigh'ft  not  any  thing  compar'd  with  me: 
Life,  Honour,  Joys  eternal,  all  Delights 
This  World  can  yield,  or  hopeful  People  feign 
Are  in  the  Life  to  come,  are  light  as  Air 
To  a  true  Lover  when  his  Lady  frowns, 
And  bids  him  do  this :  Wilt  thou  kill  this  Man  ? 
Swear,  my  Amintor^  and  I'll  kifs  the  Sin 
Off  from  thy  Lips.    Amin.  I  will  not  fwear,  fweet  Love, 
Till  I  do  know  the  Caufe.   Evad.  I  wou'd^,  thou  woud'ft  \ 
Why,  it  is  thou  that  wrong' ft  me  ;  I  hate  thee  ; 
Thou  fliould'ft  have  kill'd  thyfelf  

Amin, 
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Amin.  If  I  fhould  know  that,  I  fhould  quickly  kill 
The  Man  you  hated.    Evad.  Know  it  then,  and  do't, 

Amin,  Oh,  no ;  what  Look  foe'er  thou  ftialt  put  on 
To  try  my  Faith,  I  fhall  not  think  thee  falfe ; 
I  cannot  find  one  Blemifh  in  thy  Face, 
"Where  Falfhood  fhould  abide.    Leave,  and  to  Bed ; 
If  you  have  fworn  to  any  of  the  Virgins, 
That  were  your  old  Companions,  to  preferve 
Your  Maiden-head  a  Night,  it  may  be  done 
Without  this  means.  (22)  Evad.  A  Maiden- head,  Amintor^ 
At  my  Years     Amin.  Sure,  fhe  raves ;  this  cannot  be 
Thy  natural  Temper ;  fhall  I  call  thy  Maids  ? 
Either  thy  heakhful  Sleep  hath  left  thee  long. 
Or  elfe  fome  Fever  rages  in  thy  Blood. 

Evad.  Neither,  Amintor ;  think  you,  I  am  mad, 
Becaufe  I  fpeak  the  Truth.''    Amin.  Is  this  the  Truth? 
Will  you  not  lie  with  me  to  Night }    Evad.  To  Night 
You  talk,  as  if  you  thought  I  would  hereafter. 

Amin.  Hereafter }  Yes,  I  do.  Evad.  You  are  deceiv'd. 
Put  off  Amazement,  and  with  Patience  mark 
What  I  fhall  utter    for  the  Oracle 
Knows  nothing  truer ;  *tis  not  for  a  Night, 
Or  two,  that  I  forbear  thy  Bed,  but  ever. 

Amin.  I  dream   awake,  Amintor  ! 

Evad.  You  hear  right ; 
I  fooner  will  find  out  the  Beds  of  Snakes, 
And  with  my  youthful  Blood  warm  their  cold  Flefli, 
Letting  them  curl  themfelves  about  my  Limbs, 
Than  fleep  one  Night  with  thee ;  this  is  not  feign'd, 
Nor  founds  it  like  the  Coynefs  of  a  Bride. 

(23)  Amin.  Is  Flefh  fo  earthy  to  endure  all  this? 

Arc 

(22}  ^  Maiden-headi  Amintor, 

At  my  Years?'\  Mr.  Rymer,  (in  his  Tragedies  of  the  laft  Age 
confiderd  and  examind  by  the  Pra6lice  of  the  Ancients)  not  v/ithout 
juftice  exclaims  againft  the  Effrontery  and  Impudence  of  E<vadne^% 
Charafter.  But  as  the  Colouring  of  his  critical  Refleftions  is  gene- 
rally fo  grofs  and  glaring,  I  lhall  refer  thofe  Readers,  who  have  Cu- 
riofuy  enough,  to  his  Book,  without  quoting  from  him  on  this  Subjed, 

(23)  Is  Tlejh  fo  earthly]  Tho*  all  the  Copies  agree  in  this  Reading. 
1  dare  fay,  the  Poets'  Word  was,  earthy.  The  firft  only  comprehends 

this 
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Are  thefe  the  Joys  of  Marriage  ?  Hymen^  keep 

This  Story  (that  will  make  fucceeding  Youth 

Negledt  thy  Ceremonies)  from  all  Ears  : 

Let  it  not  rife  up  for  thy  Shan^e  and  mine 

To  After-ages ;  we  will  fcom  thy  Laws, 

If  thou  no  better  blefs  them ;  touch  the  Heart 

Of  her  that  thou  haft  fent  me,  or  the  World 

Shall  know  this ;  not  an  Altar  then  will  fmoak 

In  Praife  of  thee ;  we  will  at^opt  us  Sons ; 

Then  Virtue  fhall  inherit,  and  not  Blood. 

If  we  do  luft,  we'll  take  the  next  we  meet. 

Serving  our  felves  as  other  Creatures  do ; 

And  never  take  Note  of  the  Female  more. 

Nor  of  her  Iflue.  — —  I  do  rage  in  vain. 

She  can  but  jeaft ;  Oh !  pardon  me,  my  Love  ; 

So  dear  the  Thoughts  are  that  I  hold  of  thee. 

That  I  muft  break  forth :  Satisfy  my  Fear ; 

It  is  a  Pain,  beyond  the  Pain  of  Death, 

To  be  in  Doubt ;  confirm  it  with  an  Oath, 

If  this  be  true.    Evad,  Do  you  invent  the  Form : 

Let  there  be  in  it  ail  the  binding  Words 

Devils  and  Conjurers  can  put  together. 

And  I  will  take  it.    I  have  fworn  before. 

And  here,  by  all  things  holy,  do  again. 

Never  to  be  acquainted  with  thy  Bed. 

Is  your  Doubt  over  now  ? 

Amin,  I  know  too  much ;  'would,  I  had  doubted  ftill  ? 
Was  ever  fuch  a  Marriage-Night  as  this ! 
You  Pow'rs  above,  if  you  did  ever  mean 
Man  fliould  be  us'd  thus,  you  have  thought  a  Way 
How  he  may  bear  himfelf,  and  fave  his  Honour 
Inftru6i:  me  in  it ;  for  to  my  dull  Eyes 
There  is  no  Mean,  no  moderate  Courfe  to  run ; 
I  muft  live  fcorn'd,  or  be  a  Murderer : 

this  Idea,  belonging  to  Earth,  mortal :  The  other  takes  in  a  farther 
Senfe;  Is  Flefh  fo  entirely  made  up  of  that  grofs  Element,  Earth, 
that  it  participates  of  no  Spirit,  no  enlivening  fire,  to  kindle  a  Re- 
ientment,  a  Feeling  of  Injuries  ? 


Is 
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(24)  Is  there  a  third  ?  Why  is  this  Night  fo  calm  ? 
Why  does  not  Heaven  fpeak  in  Thunder  to  us. 
And  drown  her  Voice  ? 

Evad,  This  Rage  will  do  no  Good. 

Amin.  Evadne^  hear  me  \  Thou  haft  ta'en  an  Oath, 
But  fuch  a  rafh  one,  that,  to  keep  it,  were 
Worfe  than  to  fwear  it ;  call  it  back  to  thee ; 
(Such  Vows,  as  that,  never  afcend  the  Heav'n;) 
A  Tear  or  two  will  wafli  it  quite  away. 
Have  Mercy  on  my  Youth,  my  hopeful  Youth, 
If  thou  be  pitiful ;  for  (without  Boaft) 
This  Land  was  proud  of  me :  what  Lady  was  there. 
That  Men  call'd  fair  and  virtuous  in  this  Ifle, 
That  would  have  ftiun'd  my  Love  ?  It  is  in  thee 
To  make  me  hold  this  Worth  — •  Oh !  we  vain  Men, 
Th'at  truft  out  all  our  Reputation, 
To  reft  upon  the  weak  and  yielding  Hand 
Of  feeble  Woman !  But  thou  art  not  Stone ; 
Thy  Flefti  is  foft,  and  in  thine  Eyes  doth  dwell 
The  Spirit  of  Love ;  thy  Heart  cannot  be  hard. 
Come,  lead  me  from  the  bottom  of  Defpair, 
To  all  the  Joys  thou  haft ;  I  know,  thou  wilt ; 
And  make  me  careful,  left  the  fudden  Change 
Overcome  my  Spirits.  Evad.  When  I  call  back  this  Oath, 
The  Pains  of  Hell  environ  me !    Amin.  I  deep. 
And  am  too  temperate ;  come  Thou  to  Bed, 
Or  by  thofe  Hairs,  which,  if  thou  had'ft  a  Soul 
Like  to  thy  Locks,  were  Threads  for  Kings  to  wear 
About  their  Arms —  Evad,  Why,  fo,  perhaps,  they  are. 

Jmin,  I'll  drag  thee  to  my  Bed,  and  make  thy  Tongue 
Undo  this  wicked  Oath,  or  on  thy  Flefti 
ril  print  a  thoufand  Wounds  to  let  out  Life." 

Evad,  I  fear  thee  not,  do  what  thou  dar'ft  to  mc ; 

(24)   .  Why  is  this  Night  fo  calm  ? 

Why  does  not  Heaven  fpeak  in  thunder  to  aj]  The  Poets  fecm 
manifeftly  to  have  had  in  their  Eye  this  Paffage  of  Seneca,  in  his 
Hippolytus. 

■  Magne  Regnator  Deunty 

Tarn  lentus  audis  Scelera  ?  tarn  lentus  fvides  ? 
Ecquando  fa'vd.  Fulmen  cmittes  manu. 
Si  nunc  ferenum  eft  ? 

Ev'ry 
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Thou  fliew'ft  t 
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Of  Husband  to  me,  that  my  Sin  may  be 

More  honourable.    Amin,  What  a  ftrange  Thing  am  I  ? 

Evad.  A  miferable  one ;  one  that  myfelf 
Amforryfor.    Amin.  Why,  fhew  it  then  in  this ; 
If  thou  haft  Pity,  though  thy  Love  be  none. 
Kill  me  \  and  all  true  Lovers,  that  lhall  live 
In  After-ages  croft  in  their  Defires, 
Shall  blefs  thy  Memory,  and  call  thee  good  ; 
Becaufe  fuch  Mercy  in  thy  Heart  was  found. 
To  rid  a  lingring  Wretch.    Evad.  I  muft  have  one 
To  fill  thy  Room  again,  if  thou  wert  dead, 
Elfe,  by  this  Night,  I  would :  I  pity  thee. 

Amin,  Thefe  ftrange^and  fudden  Injuries  have  fall'n 
So  thick  upon  me,  that  I  lofe  all  Senfe 
Of  what  they  are.    Methinks,  I  am  not  wrong'd  5 
Nor  it  is  aught,  if  from  the  cenfuring  World 

I  can  but  hide  it  Reputation, 

Thou  art  a  Word,  no  more :  But  thou  haft  fhown 
An  Impudence  fo  high,  that  to  the  World, 
I  fear,  thou  wilt  betray  or  fiiame  thyfelf. 

Evad.  To  cover  Shame,  I  took  thee ;  never  fear, 
That  I  would  blaze  myfelf. 

Amin.  Nor  let  the  King 
Know,  I  conceive  he  wrongs  me  ;  then  mine  Honour 
Will  thruft  me  into  Adion,  that  my  Flefti 
Could  bear  with  Patience  \  and  it  is  fome  Eafc 
To  me  in  thefe  Extreams,  that  I  knew  this 
Before  I  touch'd  thee  \  elfe,  had  all  the  Sins 
Of  Mankind  ftood  betwixt  me  and  the  King, 
I  had  gone  through  'em  to  his  Heart  and  thine. 
(25)  I  have  left  one  Defire;  ('tis  not  his  Crown 

(25)  Ihanje  loft  one  Defire,  Uis  not  bis  Croivn 
Shall  buy  me  to  thy  Bed :  A^oau  I  re  fo  I've 
He  has  dijhonour^d  thee  ;  ]  In  this  mangled  Condition  does  this 
PaflTage  ftand  in  all  the  Vulgar  Editions.    But  what  one  Defire  was  it, 
which  Amintor  had  lojl?    The  old  Quarto  of  1619  reads,  I  have  left 
one  Defire,  &c.     This  is  the  true  Reading.     J  have  redified  the 
Pointing,  and  now  I  muft  explain  the  Senfe  of  the  Paffage.  **  I  have 
one  Defire  left\  (fays  Amintor,^  for  it  is  not  his  Crown  fhould  buy 
**  me  to  thy  Bed,  now  I  refol-ve,  (i,  e.  am  refolv'd,  afcertain'd,) 
**  that  he  has  dilhonour'd  Thee ; "  ^c.    But  what  then  was  this  De. 

fire 
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Shall  buy  me  to  thy  Bed,  now  I  refolve, 
Heiias  difhonour'd  thee ; )  give  me  thy  Hand, 
Be  careful  of  thy  Credit,  and  lin  clofe ; 
'Tis  all  I  wifli.    Upon  thy  Chamber-floor 
ril  reft  to  Night,  that  Morning- Vifiters 
May  think,  we  did  as  married  People  ule. 
And,  pr'ythee,  fmile  upon  me  when  they  come. 
And  feem  to  toy,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  pleas'd 
With  what  we  did.    Evad.  Fear  not,  I  will  do  this. 

Amin,  Come,  let  us  pradife ;  and  as  wantonly 
As  ever  loving  Bride  and  Bridegroom  met. 
Let's  laugh  and  enter  here.    Evad.  I  am  content. 

Amin,  Down  all  the  Swellings  of  my  troubled  Heart ! 
When  we  walk  thus  intwin'd,  let*  all  Eyes  fee 
If  ever  Lovers  better  did  agree.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  Calianax'j  Houfe. 

^ 

Enter  Alpatia,  Antiphila  and  Olympias. 

Afp.  Away,  you  are  not  fad,  force  it  no  further ; 
Good  Gods,  how  well  you  look !  fuch  a  full  Colour 
Young  bafliful  Brides  put  on :  Sure,  you  are  new  married. 

Ant.  Yes,  Madam,  to  your  Grief. 

Afp.  Alas !  poor  W"enches. 
Go  learn  to  love  firft,  learn  to  lofe  yourfelves ; 
(26)  Learn  to  be  flatter'd,  and  believe,  and  blefe 

The 

fire /<?/>  him  ?  The  Lines  immediately  following  put  it  out  of  all 
Doubt. 

■  ■■■  Gt-ve  me  thy  Hand, 

Be  careful  of  thy  Credit,  and  Jin  clofe ; 
'Tis  all  1  nxiifh, 
(26)  he  am  to  he  flatter'd,  and  helie*vt,  and  blefs 
7he  double  Tongue  that  did  it ; 

Make  a  Faith  out  of  the  Miracles  of  ancient  Lo'veru 

Did  you  ne'*er  lo've  yet.  Wenches?  fpeak  Olympias, 

Such  as  fpeak  Truth  and  dfd  in*t. 

And,  like  me,  belie've  all  faithful,  and  be  miferable  ; 

Thou  haft  an  eajy  Temper,  fit  for  Stamp.  ]  in  this  mangled 
Condition,  both  as  to  Pointing,  Detriment  of  Senfe,  Defeft  of  Metre, 
and  Confufion  in  the  Order  of  the  Lines,  has  this  Paflage  ftood  in  all 
the  Editions.  The  Readers  will  at  one  Glance  fee,  that  1  have  fully 
cured  it  in  all  thefe  Particulars ;  and  I  ought  to  confefs,  to  the  Praiie 
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The  double  Tongue  that  did  it ;  make  a  Faith 

Out  of  the  Miracles  of  ancient  Lovers ; 

Such  as  fpake  Truth  and  dy'd  in't ;  and,  like  me. 

Believe  all  faithful,  and  be  miferable.  . 

—  Did  you  ne'er  love  yet.  Wenches?  Speak,  Olympias\ 
Thou  haft  an  eafy  Temper,  fit  for  Stamp. 

Olymp,  Never.    Jfp.  Nor  you,  Antvphila? 

Ant.  Nor  I. 

Afp,  Then,  my  good  Girls,  be  more  than  Women,  wife. 
At  leaft,  be  more  than  I  was ;  and,  be  fure. 
You  credit  any  thing  the  Light  gives  Light  to 
Before  a  Man ;  rather  believe,  the  Sea 
Weeps  for  the  ruin'd  Merchant,  when  he  roars ; 
Rather,  the  Wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  Sails, 
When  the  ftrong  Cordage  cracks ;  rather,  the  Sun 
Comes  but  to  kifs  the  Fruit  in  wealthy  Autumn, 
When  all  falls  blafted.    If  you  needs  muft  love, 
(Forc'd  by  ill  Fate)  take  to  your  maiden  Bofoms 
(27)  Two  dead-cold  Afpicks,  and  of  them  make  Lovers; 
They  cannot  flatter,  nor  forfwear ;  one  Kifs 
Makes  a  long  Peace  for  all   but  Man,  bafe  Man, 
Oh,  that  beaft  Man !  —  Come,  let's  be  fad,  my  Girls ; 
That  Down-caft  of  thine  Eye,  Olympias^ 
Shews  a  fine  Sorrow;  mark,  Antiphila-y 
Juft  fuch  another  was  the  Nymph  Oenone, 
When  Paris  brought  home  Helen :  Now,  a  Tear,—-* 
And  then  thou  art  a  Piece  exprefllng  fully 
The  Carthage  Queen,  when  from  a  cold  Sea-Rock, 
Full  with  her  Sorrow,  Ihe  ty'd  faft  her  Eyes 
To  the  fair  Trojan  Ships;  and,  having  loft  them, 
Juft  as  thine  Eyes  do,  down  ftole  a  Tear ;  Antiphila^ 
What  would  this  Wench  do,  if  fhe  were  Afpatia  ? 
Here  fhe  would  ftand,  'till  fome  more  pitying  God 
Turn'd  her  to  Marble.    'Tis  enough,  my  Wench ; 

of  Mr.  SenvartTi  Sagacity,  that  he  ftarted  the  fame  Emendation  ia 
every  point  with  me. 

(27)  ^^Mo  dead  cold  Jfpicks]  Thefe  muft  not  be  two  diftinft  Epi- 
thets, but  one  compound  Adjedive  with  an  Hyphen,  dead-cold,  i.  e. 
cold  as  Death  :  for  if  the  Afpicks  were  dead,  how  could  the  Kifs  of 
them  do  any  hurt  ?  Here,  again,  Mr,  Sevjard  agreed  with  me  in  the 
Alteration  made. 

Shew 
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Shew  me  the  piece  of  Needlework  you  wrought.'^ 

Ant,  Of  Ariadne^  Madam  ?    Afp,  Yes,  that  Piece. 
This  ftiould  be  Tbefeus  \  h'as  a  coz'ning  Face ; 
You  meant  him  for  a  Man.    Ant.  He  was  fo.  Madam. 

Afp.  W  hy,  then  'tis  well  enough ;  —  Never  look  back. 
You  have  a  full  Wind,  and  a  falle  Heart,  Thefeus ; 
Does  not  the  Story  fay,  his  Keel  was  fplit. 
Or  his  Mafts  Ipent,  or  fome  kind  Rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  Vefiel  ?    Ant.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Afp.  It  fhould  ha'  been  fo ;  could  the  Gods  know  this. 
And  none  of  all  their  number  raife  a  Storm  ? 
But  they  are  all  as  ill.    Ay,  this  falfc  Smile 
Was  well  expreft ;  juft  fuch  another  caught  me ; 
(2S)  You  fliall  not  go  on  fo,  Antiphila  y 
In  this  Place  work  a  Quickfand, 
And  over  it  a  fhaliow  fmiling  Water, 
And  his  Ship  ploughing  it ;  and  then  a  Fear :  [Story. 
Do  that  Fear  bravely,  Wench.    Ant.  'Twill  wrong  the 

Afp,  'Twill  make  the  Story,  wrong'd  by  wanton  Poets, 
Live  long  and  be  believ'd.    But  where's  the  Lady  ? 

Ant.  There,  Madam.  Afp.  Oh  fie,  you  have  mifs'd  it 
'Antiphila.,  you  are  much  miftaken.  Wench;  [here, 
Thefe  Colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough. 
To  fliew  a  Soul  fo  full  of  Mifery 
As  this  fad  Lady's  was ;  do  it  by  me, 
Do  it  again  by  me,  the  loft  Afpatia ; 
And  you  fliall  find  all  true,  (29)  but  the  wild  Ifland. 
(30)  Suppofe,  I  ftand  upon  the  Sea-beach  now. 

Mine 

(28)  Tou  Jhall  not  go  fo,]  This  fhould  have  been  printed  as  a  diftinfl: 
Verfe,  had  not  the  Omiflion  of  a  Particle  fpoiPd  both  Senfe  and  Mea- 
fure,  which  are  eafily  reftored.  Mr.  Seaward, 

(29)    iut  the  'wild  IJIand."]   Ariadne,  the  Daughter  of 

Minosy  King  of  Crete,  'tis  well  known,  was  defperately  in  Love  with 
Thefeus.  She  by  the  help  of  a  Clue  extricated  him  from  the  Laby- 
rinth to  which  he  was  confined ;  and  embark'd  with  him  on  his  Re- 
turn for  Athens :  But  he  ungcneroufly  gave  her  the  Drop  on  the  Shore 
of  the  Ifland  Naxos.  Afpatia  fays,  her  Cafe  is  in  every  Particular 
fimilar,  except  as  to  the  wild  Ifland. 

(30)  Suppofe,  I fland'\  This  is  one  of  thofe  PafTages,  where  the 
Poets,  rapt  into  a  glorious  Enthufiafm,  foar  on  the  rapid  Wings  of 
Fancy.  Enthufiafm  I  would  call  the  very  Effence  of  Poetry,  fince, 
without  it,  neither  the  happy  Conduit  of  the  Fable,  the  Juflnefs  of 

Charaders 
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Mine  Arms  thus,  and  mine  Hair  blown  with  the  Wind, 
Wild  as  that  Defart ;  and  let  all  about  me 
(3 1  )  Be  Teachers  of  tny  Story    do  my  Face 
(If  thou  hadft  ever  Feeling  of  a  Sorrow) 
l^hus,  thus,  Jntiphila ;  ftrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  Sorrow's  Monument;  and  the  Trees  about  me. 
Let  them  be  dry  and  leafelels ;  let  the  Rocks 
Groan  with  continual  Surges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a  Defolation ;  fee,  fee,  Wenches, 

(32)  A  miferable  Life  of  this  poor  Pidure. 
Olym.  Dear  Madam ! 

Jfp.  I  have  done,  fit  down,  and  let  us 
Upon  that  Point  fix  all  our  Eyes,  that  Point  there ; 
Make  a  dull  Silence,  'till  you  feel  a  Sadnefs 
Give  us  new  Souls. 

Enter  Calianax. 

CaL  The  King  may  do  this,  and  he  may  not  do  it ; 
My  Child  is  wrong'd,  dffgrac*d.  —  Well,  how  now,  Huf- 
wives  ? 

What,  at  your  Eafe  ?    Is  this  a  time  to  fit  flill  ? 
Up,  you  young  lazy  Whores,  up,  or  I'll  fwinge  you. 
Olym.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

CaL  You'll  lie  down  fhortly; — get  you  in,  and  work-, 

(33)  What,  are  you  grown  fo  refty  ?  you  want  Heats?  ^ 

We 

Chara£lers  or  Sentiments,  nor  the  utmoft  Harmony  of  Metre,  can  al- 
together form  the  Poet.  It  is  the  Frequency  of  fuch  noble  Flights  as 
thefe,  and  their  amazing  Rapidity,  that  fets  the  immortal  Shakefpeare 
above  all  other  Dramatick  Poets ;  and  fufFers  none  of  our  own  Na- 
tion in  any  Degree  to  approach  him,  but  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

Mr.  Senfjard. 

(31)  7"///,  that  I  am  forfaken\'\  This  I  fufpefl  to  be  a  fophifticated 
Reading;  and,  very  probably,  from  the  Players.  The  oldell  Edition, 

in  16 1 9,  has  it  J  BeTtzx&s  e>f  my  Story    This  Reading  neither 

Senfe,  nor  Metre,  will  allow  of  But  I  dcubt  not,  but  the  Emenda- 
tion, which  I  have  given,  retrieves  the  Authors*  true  Words  and  Mean- 
ing ;  Be  Teachers  of  my  Story ;  i.  c.  Let  every  thing  about  me  explain 
the  Story  of  my  Misfortunes. 

(32)  A  miferable  Life  of  this  poor  PiSlure.']  i.  e.  See  in  Me  this 
Piflure  to  the  Life. 

(33)  What  are  you  gro'wn  fo  refiy?  Tou  nvant  Ears, 

We  Jhall  have  fame  of  the  Court  Boys  do  that  Office  ]  Thus 
Vol.  I.  D  the 
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We  fhall  have  fome  of  the  Court-Boys  heat  you  fliortly. 

Ant,  My  Lord,  we  do  no  more  than  we  are  charg'd ; 
It  is  the  Lady's  Pleafure  we  be  thus 
In  Grief ;  fhe  is  forfaken. 

Cal.  There's  a  Rogue  too, 
A  young  diffembling  Slave ;  well,  get  you  in, 
ril  have  a  Bout  with  that  Boy;  'tis  high  time 
Now  to  be  valiant ;  I  confefs,  my  Youth 
Was  never  prone  that  way.    What,  made  an  AfsT 
A  Court-Stale  ?  Well,  I  will  be  valiant. 
And  beat  fome  Dozen  of  thefe  Whelps ;  and  there*s 
Another  of  'em,  a  trim  cheating  Soldier, 
I'll  maul  that  Rafcal ;  h'as  out-brav'd  me  twice ; 

But  now,  I  thank  the  Gods,  I'm  valiant  

Go,  get  you  in ;  I'll  take  a  Courfe  with  all.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  III.    SCENE  L 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  Amintor'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Cleon,  Strato,  and  Diphilus, 

Cle.  V  O  U  R  Sifter  is  not  up  yet. 

*  Bi'ph,  Oh,  Brides  muft  take  their  Morning's  Reft, 
The  Night  is  troublefome.    Stra.  But  not  tedious. 

'Di'ph,  What  odds,  he  has  not  my  Sifter's  Maidenhead 
to  Night  ? 

Stra,  None ;  it's  odds  againft  any  Bridegroom  living,, 
he  ne'er  gets  it  while  he  lives. 

Diph,  You're  merry  with  my  Sifter,  you'll  pleafe  to 
allow  me  the  fame  Freedom  with  your  Mother. 

the  Edition  of  1679  exhibits  the  Text.  The  ^arto  of  1630 
and  1638,  have  it,  You  nxant  heares.  —  But  what  Office,  in  the  Name 
of  Nonfenfe,  were  the  Court-Boys  to  do  for  thefe  young  Wenches  ? 
Or  what  Confonance  is  there  betwixt  being  rejiy,  and  nxjanting  Ears? 
The  old  Man,  in  his  AUufion,  compares  them  to  lazy,  rejiy  Mares, 
that  want  to  be  rid  fo  many  Heats :  and  this  was  the  Office,  that  the 
young,  wanton,  Courtiers  were  to  do  for  them.  I  have  retriev'd  the 
true  Reading  from  the  old  ^iarto^s  of  1619,  and  1622. 

Stra, 
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Stra.  She's  at  your  Service. 

Biph,  Then  jfhe's  merry  enough  of  herfelf,  Ihe  needs 
no  Tickling.    Knock  at  the  Door. 

Sir  a.  We  fliall  interrupt  them. 

Bi-ph.  No  matter,  they  have  the  Year  before  them. 
Good-morrow,  Sifter;  fpare  yourfelf  to  Day, 
The  Night  will  come  again. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amin.  Who's  there,  my  Brother.^  I  am  no  readier  yet  5 
Your  Sifter's  but  now  up.    Biph.  You  look  as  you 
Had  loft  your  Eyes  to  Night  \  I  think,  you  ha'  not  flept; 

Amin.  I'faith,  I  have  not.    Biph,  You  have  done  bet- 
ter then. 

Amin,  We  ventur'd  for  a  Boy ;  (34)  when  he  is  Twelve, 
He  ftiall  command  againft  the  Foes  of  Rhodes. 
Shall  we  be  merry? 

Stra.  You  cannot ;  you  want  Sleep.    Amin.  'Tis  true ; — 
but  fhe. 

As  if  ftie  had  drunk  Z^/i'f',  or  had  m^ade  \_AJide. 
Even  with  Heav'n,  did  fetch  fo  ftill  a  Sleep, 
So  fweet  and  found  Bipb.  What's  that  ? 

Amin.  Your  Siller  frets  this  Morning,  and  does  turn 
Her  Eyes  upon  m.e,  as  People  on  tiieir  Headfman  j 
She  does  fo  chafe,  and  kifs,  and  chafe  again, 
And  clap  my  Cheeks  ;  fhe's  in  another  World. 

Bipb.  Then  I  had  loft ;  I  was  about  to  lay. 
You  had  not  got  her  Maiden-head  to  Night  . 

Amin.  Ha! 

He  does  not  mock  me ;  you  had  loft,  indeed  ; 

I  do  not  ufe  to  bungle.    Cleo,  You  do  deferve  her. 

Amin.  I  laid  my  Lips  to  hers,  and  that  wild  Breath, 
That  was  fo  rude  and  rough  to  me  laft  Night, 

(34)  . —  njohen  he  is  t'wel've. 

He  Jhall  command  againjl  the  foes  of  Rhodes. 

Stra.  You  cannot  \  you  nuant  S!ei:p  ]  In  this  ftupid  Manner,  from 
fomewhat  before,  and  ever  fince,  the  Year  1650,  has  the  Text  flood. 
Strata  makes  a  dired  Anfwer  to  Something,  without  any  previous 
Queftion  ftarted,  or  Point  propounded.  The  Hemijiicb,  which  I  have 
rcilored  from  the  three  eldeft  ^arto^s,  makes,  what  he  replies  to, 
appofite  and  feniible. 
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Was  fweet  as  Jpril;  I'll  be  giiilty  too,  [JJIde. 
If  thefe  be  the  EfFedls. 

Enter  Melantius. 

Mel.  Good  day,  Amintor^  for  to  me  the  Name 
Of  Brother  is  too  diftant ;  we  are  Friends, 
And  that  is  nearer.    Amin,  Dear  M'elantius ! 
Let  me  behold  thee  ^  Is  it  poflible  — 

MeL  What  fudden  Gaze  is  this  ?  • 

Amin.  'Tis  wond'rous  ftrange. 

MeL  Why  does  thine  Eye  defire  fo  flrid  a  View 
Of  that  it  knows  fo  well  ?  There's  nothing  here 
That  is  not  thine.    Amin.  I  wonder  mucli,  Melantius^ 
To  fee  thofe  noble  Looks,  that  make  me  think 
How  virtuous  thou  art ;  and  on  the  fudden 
'Tis  ftrange  to  me,  thoU  fhouldft  have  Worth  and  Honour  ^ 
Or  not  be  bafe,  and  falfe,  and  treacherous. 

And  every  111.    But  Mel,  Stay,  Hay,  my  Friend; 

I  fear,  this  Sound  will  not  become  our  Loves ; 

(35)      vmxt  embrace  me.    Amint.  Oh,  miftake  me  not ; 

I  know  thee  to  be  full  of  all  thofe  Deeds, 

That  we  frail  Men  call  good ;  but  by  the  Courfe 

Of  Nature  thou  Ihou'dft  be  as  quickly  chang'd 

As  are  the  Winds  \  diffembling  as  the  Sea, 

That  now  wears  Brows  as  fmooth  as  Virgins'  be. 

Tempting  the  Merchant  to  invade  his  Face ; . 

And  in  an  Hour  calls  his  Billows  up. 

And  Ihoots  'em  at  the  Sun,  deftroying  all 

He  carries  on  him. — O,  how  near  am  I  [Aftde, 

To  utter  my  fick  Thoughts !    Mel.  But  why,  my  Friend, 

Should  I  be  fo  by  Nature  ^    Amin.  I  have  wed 

Thy  Sifter,  who  hath  virtuous  Thoughts  enough 

For  one  whole  Family;  and  it  is  ftrange, 

{35)  No  fnore,  embrace  me."]  Melantius  is  difguHed  at  Amintor^s 
odd  Behaviour,  vvnich,  not  knowing  the  Source  of  his  Diforder,  he 
cannot  account  for  :  but  he  thinks,  the  Tencur  of  Jmintor*^  Words 
does  not  become  their  wonted  Friendfhip  :  He,  therefore,  feems  to  de- 
mand a  Truce  of  their  ufual  Intimacies,  till  his  Sufpicions  are  clear'd 
up.  This  miftaken  Comma  removed,  we  recover  Melantius  ^  intend- 
ed Referve  ;  and  Amintor\  fubfequent  Apology  accounts  for  the  Ne- 
fcfiity  of  it. 

That 
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That  you  fhould  feel  no  Want.  

Mel.  Believe  me,  this  Complement's  too  cunning  for  me. 

Biph.  What  fliould  I  be  then  by  the  Courfe  of  Nature, 
They  having  Both  robb'd  me  of  fo  much  Virtue  ? 

Stra.  O  call  the  Bride,  my  Lord  Amintor^  that  we  may 
fee  her  blufh,  and  turn  her  Eyes  down^  it  is  the  prettieft 
Sport. 

Amin.  Evadne!    Evad.  My  Lord!  [JVithin, 
Amin,,  Come  forth,  my  Love; 
Your  Brothers  do  attend  to  wifh  you  Joy. 

Evad.  I  am  not  ready  yet.    Amin.  Enough,  enough, 
Evad.  They'll  mock  me. 
Amin.  Faith,  thou  (halt  come  in. 

Enter  Evadne. 

Mel.  Godd-morrow,  Sifter ;  he,  that  underftands 
Whom  you  have  wed,  need  not  to  wifh  you  Joy : 
You  have  enough;  take  heed,  you  be  not  proud. 

Diph.  O  Sifter,  what  have  you  done ! 

Evad,  I  done !  why,  what  have  I  done 

Stra,  My  Lord  Amintor  fwears,  you  are  no  Maid  now. 

Evad.  Pufti !    Stra.  Ffaith,  he  does. 

Evad.  I  knew,  I  fhou'd  be  mockt. 

Diph.  With  a  Truth. 

Evad.  If  'twere  to  do  again,  in  faith,  I  would  not  marry. 
Amin.  Nor  I,  by  Heav'n.  [Afide, 
Diph.  Sifter,  Dula  fwears,  fhe  heard  you  cry  two 
Rooms  off. 

Evad.  Fie,  how  you  talk !    Diph.  Let's  fee  you  walk. 
Evad.  By  my  troth,  you're  fpoil'd.    Mel.  Amintor  ! 
Amin.  Ha!    Mel.  Thou  art  fad. 
Amin.  W^ho,  I  ?    I  thank  you  for  that. 
Shall  Diphilus^  thou,  and  I,  fing  a  Catch  ^    Mel.  How! 
Amin.  Prithee,  let's.    MeL  Nay,  that's  too  much  the 
other  way. 

Amin.  I  am  fo  lightned  with  my  Flappinefs : 
How  doft  thou,  Love  ?  kifs  me. 

Evad.  I  cannot  love  you,  you  tell  Tales  of  me. 

Amin.  Nothing  but  what  becomes  us.  Gentlemen, 
'Would,  you  had  all  fuch  Wives,  and  all  the  World, 
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That  I  might  be  no  Wonder !  You're  all  fad ; 
What,  do  you  ^nvy  me  ?  I  walk,  methinks. 
On  Water,  and  ne'er  fink,  I  am  fo  light. 
Mel.  'Tis  Well,  you  are  fo. 

Jmin,  Well  ?  how  can  I  be  other,  when  flie  looks  thus  ? 
Is  there  no  Mufick  there?  let's  dance. 

Mel.  Why,  this  is  ftrange,  Amintcr! 

Amin^  I  do  not  know  myfelf ; 
Yet  I  could  wifh,  my  Joy  were  lefs. 

Diph.  I'll  marry  too,  if  it  will  make  one  thus.* 

Evad.  Amintor^  hark. 

j^min.  What  fays  my  Love }  I  mufl:  obey. 

Evad.  You  do  it  fcuivily,  'twill  be  perceiv'd. 

Cle,  My  Lord,  the  King  is  here. 

Enter  King  and  Lyfippus. 

Amin,  Where.^^    Stra.  And  his  Brother. 

King.  Good  morrow,  all ! 
Amintor^  Joy  on  Joy  fall  thick  upon  thee ! 
And,  Madam,  you  are  alter'd  fince  I  faw  you; 
I  mufl  falute  you ;  you  are  now  another's  ; 
How  lik'd  you  your  Night's  Reft  ?    Evad.  Ill,  Sir. 

Amin.  Ay!  'deed,  fhe  took  but  little. 

Lyf.  You'll  let  her  take  more,  and  thank  her  too,  fhortly. 

King.  Amintor^  wert  thou  truly  honeft  'till  thou 
Wert  married?    Amin.  Yes,  Sir.     King.  Tell  me  then^ 
how  fhcws 

The  Sport  unto  thee  ?    Amin.  W^hy,  well.    King.  What 
did  you  do  ? 

Amin.  No  more,  nor  lefs,  than  other  Couples  ufe  ; 
You  know,  what  'tis ;  it  has  but  a  courfe  Name. 

King.  (36)  But,  prithee,  I  fliould  think,  by  her  black  Eye, 
And  her  red  Cheek,  ftie  fhould  be  quick  and  ftirring 

In 

(36)  But,  prithee,  1  Jhould^think,  &-C.]  This  King  is  a  very  vicious 
Charadler  throughout ;  firll,  in  debauching  the  Sifter  of  his  brave  and 
vidtcriou?  General ;  and  then  in  marrying  her  to  a  young  Nobleman  of 
j;reat  Hopes,  his  General's  darling  Friend  ;  and  forcing  him  to  break 
a  Contrad  made  with  the  Daughter  of  his  Conftable,  or  Keeper,  of 
his  Citadel.  But  why  is  his  CharaCler  fo  monflroufly  overcharged, 
that  he  fhould,  to  the  Impeachment  of  common  Decency,  quellion 
the  abufed  Husland  about  his  Wife's  Complexion  and  Vigour  in  con- 
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In  this  fame  bufinefs,  ha  ? 

Amtn.  1  cannot  tell,  I  ne'er  try'd  other,  Sir ; 
But  I  perceive,  Ihe  is  as  quick  as  you  delivered. 

.  King.  Well,  you  will  truft  me  then,  Amintor^  to  chufe 
A  Wife  for  you  again?    Amin,  No,  never,  Sir. 

King,  Why  ?  hke  you  this  fo  ill  ?    Amin,  So  well  I  like 
For  this  I  bow  my  Knee  in  Thanks  to  you,  [her. 
And  unto  Heav'n  will  pay  my  grateful  Tribute 
Hourly ;  and  do  hope  we  fhall  draw  out 
A  long  contented  Life  together  here. 
And  die  both  full  of  gray  Hairs  in  one  Day ; 
For  which  the  Thanks  is  yours :  But  if  the  Pow'rs, 
That  rule  us,  pleafe  to  call  her  firft  away. 
Without  Pride  Ipoke,  this  World  holds  not  a  Wife 
Worthy  to  take  her  Room. 

King,  I  do  not  like  this ;  all  forbear  the  Room, 

[Exeunt  Lyf  Melan.  Cleon,  Strat.  and  Diphilus. 
But  you,  Amintor^  and  your  Lady.    I've  fome  Speech 
That  may  concern  your  after-living  well. 

Amin.  He  will  not  tell  me,  he  lies  with  her,  if  he  do. 
Something  heav'nly  ftay  my  Heart,  for  I  fhall  be  apt 
To  thruil  this  Arm  of  mine  to  Ads  unlawful. 

King.  You'll  fuffer  me  to  talk  with  her,  Amintor^ 
And  not  have  jealous  Pangs ! 

Amin.  Sir,  I  dare  truft  my  Wife 
With  whom  Ihe  dares  to  talk,  and  not  be  jealous. 

King.  How  do  you  hke  Amintor  ?   Evad,  As  I  did.  Sir, 

King.  How's  that !   Evad,  As  one,  that,  to  fulfill  your 
Pleafure, 

I  have  given  Leave  to  call  me  Wife  and  Love. 

King.  I  fee,  there  is  no  lafting  Faith  in  Sin ; 
They,  that  break  word  with  Heav'n,  will  break  again 
With  all  the  World,  and  fo  doft  thou  with  me. 

Evad.  How,  Sir? 

King.  This  fubtile  Woman's  Ignorance 

jugal  Carefles  j  and  then  withdraw  her,  out  of  the  Husband's  Hear- 
ing, to  fift  whether  Ihe  had  not  fubmitted  to  let  him  pay  the  Rites  of 
an  Husband  ?  This  is  a  Piece  of  Conduft  fo  flagrantly  impudent,  that, 
abandonM  as  we  may  be  in  private  Enormities,  even  our  worft  Rakes 
would  fliew  To  much  Deference  to  the  Fair  Sex,  as  not  to  let  it  pafs 
without  a  Rebuke. 

D  4  WiU 
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Will  not  excufe  you ;  thou  haft  taken  Oaths 
So  great,  methought,  they  did  not  well  become 
A  Vv  Oman's  Mouth  \  that  thou  wouldft  ne'er  enjoy 
A  Man  but  me.    Evad.  I  never  did  fwear  fo  ; 
You  do  me  Wrong.    King,  The  Day  and  Night  have 
heard  it. 

Evad.  I  fwore,  indeed,  that  I  would  never  love 
A  Man  of  lower  Place ;  but  if  your  Fortune 
Should  throw  you  from  this  height,  I  bad  you  truft, 
I  would  forfake  you  ;  and  would  bend  to  him, 
That  won  your  Throne    I  love  with  my  Ambition, 
Not  with  mine  Eyes ;  but  if  I  ever  yet 
Touch'd  any  other,  Leprofie  light  here 
Upon  my  Face,  which  for  your  Royalty 
I  would  not  ftain !    King,  Why,  thou  diffembleft,  and 
It  is  in  me  to  punifh  thee.    Evad,  Why,  'tis  in  me 
Then  not  to  love  ycu,  which  will  more  afRid 
Your  Body,  than  your  Punifhment  can  mine. 

King,  But  thou  haft  let  Amlntor  lie  with  thee. 

,  Evad,  I  ha'  not.    King.  Impudence !  he  fays  himfelf  fo, 

Evad,  He  lyes.    King.  He  does  not. 

Evad.  By  this  Light,  he  does  ; 
Strangely,  and  bafely,  and  I'll  prove  it  fo; 
I  did  not  only  ftiun  him  for  a  Night, 
But  told  him,  I  would  never  clofe  with  him. 

King,  Speak  lower  \  it  is  falfe.    Evad,  I  am  no  Man 
To  anfwer  with  a  Blow ;  cr,  if  I  were. 
You  are  the  King ;  but  urge  not,  'tis  moft  true. 

King,  Do  not  I  know  the  uncontrouied  Thoughts 
That  Youth  brings  with  him,  when  his  Blood  is  high 
With  Expedlation,  and  Defire  of  that 
He  long  hath  waited  for  ?  Is  not  his  Spirit, 
Though  he  be  temperate,  of  a  valiant  Strain 
As  this  our  Age  hath  known What  could  he  do. 
If  fuch  a  fudden  Speech  had  met  his  Blood, 
But  ruin  thee  for  evcr.^  if  he'd  not  kiU'd  thee. 
He  could  not  bear  it  thus  ;  he  is  as  we. 
Or  any  other  wrong'd  Man.    Evad.  It  is  Diftembling. 

King.  Take  him    farewel ;  henceforth  I  am  thy  Foe  \ 
And  what  Difgraces  I  can  blot  thee  with,  look  for. 

*■  Evad. 
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Evad,  Stay,  Sir^  Amintor  —  yow  lhallheari  Amintor — 

Jmin.  What,  my  Love? 

Evad.  Amintor, ^  thou  haft  an  ingenuous  Look, 
And  Ihouldft  be  virtuous ;  it  amazeth  me, 
That  thou  canft  make  fuch  bafe  malicious  Lyes. 

Amin.  What,  my  dear  Wife !  Evad,  Dear  Wfe  !  I  do 
defpife  thee ; 
Why,  nothing  can  be  bafer,  than  to  fow 
DifTention  amongft  Lovers.    Amin,  Lovers !  who  ? 

Evad.  The  King  and  me.    Amin.  O  Heav'n! 

Evad.  Who  fliould  live  long,  and  love  without  Diftaiu 
Were  it  not  for  fuch  Pickthanks  as  thyfelf ! 
Did  you  lie  with  me  ?  fwear  now,  and  be  punifli'd 
In  Hell  for  this.    Amin.  The  faithlefs  Sin  1  made 
To  fair  Afpatia  is  not  yet  reveng'd ; 
It  follows  me.    I  will  not  iofe  a  Word 
To  this  wild  Woman-,  but  to  you,  my  King, 
The  Anguifh  of  my  Soul  thrufts  out  this  Truth, 
You  are  a  Tyrant    and  not  fo  much  to  wrong 
An  honeft  Man  thus,  as  to  take  a  Pride 
In  talking  with  him  of  it.    Evad.  Now,  Sir,  fee^ 

How  loud  this  Fellow  ly'd.  <  •  "*  •[^Ivlen 

Amin.  You  that  can  know  to  wrong,  fhould  know  how 
Muft  right  thenifelves :  What  Punifhment  is  due 
From  me  to  him  that  fhall  abufe  my  Bed  } 
It  is  not  Death ;  nor  can  That  fatisfy, 
(37)  Unlefs  I  fend  your  Limbs  through  all  the  Land, 
To  fhew  how  nobly  I  have  freed  my  felf. 

King.  Draw  not  thy  Sword ;  thou  know'ft,  I  cannot  fear 
A  Subject's  Hand ;  but  thou  fhalt  feel  the  Weight 
Of  This,  if  thou  doft  rage.    Amin.  The  Weight  of  that? 
If  you  have  any  Worth,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  think, 
I  fear  not  Swords ;  for  as  you  are  meer  Man, 
I  dare  as  eafily  kill  you  for  this  Deed, 

(37)  Unlefs  I  fend  your  Lives  through  all  the  Land."]  To  fend  Peo- 
ple's Li'ves  thro'  all  the  Land  is  certainly  a  very  odd  and  unprefident- 
ed  Exprcffion.  The  Poets,  doubtlefs,  muft  have  wrote,  Limbs,  i.  e. 
Unlels  [  hew  you  to  pieces,  and  fend  your  Quarters,  (as  is  done  by 
Malefaftort)  thro'  the  Kingdom,  to  let  your  Subjefts  know  my  Inju- 
ries, and  the  Jullice  of  my  Revenge :  Your  bare  Deaths  cannot  fatisfy 

Mr.  Sympfon. 

As 
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(38)  As  you  dare  think  to  do  it :  but  there  is 
Divinity  about  you,  that  ftrikes  dead 
My  rifing  PaiTions ;  as  you  are  my  King, 
I  fall  before  you,  and  prefent  my  Sword  ' 
To  cut  nine  own  Flelh,  if  it  be  your  Will. 
Alas !  I'm  nothing  but  a  Multitude 
Of  walong  Griefs;  yet,  fhould  I  murther  you, 
I  migit  bctore  the  World  take  the  Excufe 
Of  Nadnefs  :  for  compare  my  Injuries, 
Ari  they  will  well  appear  too  fad  a  Weight 
K)r  Reafon  to  endure;  but  fall  I  lirft 
Am.ong  my  Sorrows,  e'er  my  treacherous  Hand 
1  ouch  holy  Things !  But  why,  (I  know  not  what 
I  ha/e  to  fay ;)  why  did  you  chufe  out  me 
V^^^o  make  thus  wretched?  there  were  thoufand  Fools 
♦Y.afy  to  work  on,  and  of  State  enough, 
""^n  the  Ifland.    Evad.  I  would  not  have  a  Fool, 
e  no  Credit  for  me.    Amin,  Worfe  and  worfe! 
that  dar'ft  talk  unto  thy  Husband  thus, 
thy  felf  a  Whore,  and,  more  than  fo, 

to  be  fo  IHII,  it  is  my  Fate 

^o^ht^  and  bow  beneath  a  thoufand  Griefs, 
To  keep  that  little  Credit  with  the  World. 
But  there  were  wife  ones  too,  you  might  have  ta'en 
Another.    King.  No ;  for  I  believe  thee  Honeft, 
As  thou  art  Valiant.    Jmi?i.  All  the  Happinefs, 
Beftow'd  upon  me,  turns  into  Difgrace ; 
Gods,  take  your  Honefty  again,  for  I 
Am  loaden  with  it.  Good  my  Lord  the  King, 
Be  private  in  it.    King,  Thou  may'ft  live,  Amintor^ 
Free  as  thy  King,  if  thou  wilt  wink  at  this ; 
And  be  a  means  that  we  may  meet  in  fecret. 

Amin,  A  Baud!  hold,  hold,  myBreaft;  a  bitter  Curfc 

(38)  hut  there  is 

Divinity  about  you,  that  Jirikes  dead 

My  rifing  PaJJions;']  So  Shake fpeare  faid,  before  our  Poets,  in 
his  Hamlet : 

Let  him  go,  Gertrude;  do  not  fear  our  Perfon: 
There's  Tuch  Divinity  doth  hedge  a  King, 
That  Treafon  can  hut  peep  to  vjhat  it  ixould ; 
A^s  little  of  its  Will. 

Seize 
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Seize  me,  if  I  forget  not  all  Refpedls 
That  are  religious,  on  another  Word 
Sounded  like  that ;  and  through  a  Sea  of  Sins 
Will  wade  to  my  Revenge,  though  I  fliould  call 
Pains  here,  and,  after  Life,  upon  lySoul! 

(39)  King.  Well;  I  am  refolute,  you  lie  not  with  her ; 
And  fo  I  leave  you.  ^  lExit  King. 

Evad,  You  muft  needs  be  prating  ; 
And,  fee,  what  follows.    Amin.  'Prithee,  vex  me  not; 
Leave  me;  I  am  afraid,  fome  fudden  Start 
Will  pull  a  Murther  on  me.    Evad.  I  am  gone  ; 
I  love  my  Life  well.  {Exit  Evadne. 

Jmin.  I  hate  mine  as  much. 
This  'tis  to  break  a  Troth ;  I  fhould  be  glad. 
If  all  this  Tide  of  Grief  would  make  me  mad.  [Exit, 

Enter  Melantius. 

Mel.  ril  know  the  Caufe  of  all  Jmintor's  Griefs, 
Or  Friendlhip  fliall  be  idle. 

Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  O  Melantius^ 
My  Daughter — fhe  will  die.    Mel  Truft  me,  I  am  forry; 
'Would,  thou  hadft  ta'en  her  Room  ! 

Cal.  Thou  art  a  Slave, 
A  cut-throat  Slave,  a  bloody  treacherous  Slave. 

Mel,  Take  heed,  old  Man,  thou  wilt  be  heard  to  rave. 
And  lofe  thine  Office.    CaL  I  am  valiant  grown 
At  all  thefe  Years,  and  thou  art  but  a  Slave. 

Mel.  Some  Company  will  come,  and  I  relpedt 
Thy  Years,  not  thee,  fo  much,  that  I  could  wifli 
To  laugh  at  thee  alone.    CaL  V\\  fpoil  your  Mirth, 

(39)  Well,  I  am  refolute  you  \sLy  not  nvith  her,"]    The  oldeft 
leaves  out  the  Negative,  and  gives  us  this  Reading  : 

W ell,  I  am  refolute  you  lay  <^ith  her, 
i.  e.  I  am  refold' d,  certain  in  my  Opinion,  that  you  have  enjoy 'd  her. 
But,  I  think,  this  is  not  the  Intention  of  the  Authors :  The  King, 
*tis  plain,  defires  to  continue  the  Poffelfion  of  her  folely  to  himfelf ; 
and  therefore,  to  keep  up  the  Strain  of  his  Tyranny,  would  fay,  I  am 
fix'd  in  the  Determination,  that  you  (hall  not  tafte  of  her  Embraces, 
and  fo  1  leave  you. 

I  mean 
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I  mean  to  fight  with  thee;  there  lie  my  Cloak,  •  

This  was  my  Father's  Sword,  and  he  durft  fight ; 
Are  you  prepar'd  ?    Mel.  Why,  wilt  thou  doat  thy  felf 
Out  of  thy  Life  ?  Hence  get  thee  to  thy  Bed, 
Have  careful]  Looking  to,  and  eat  warm  things. 
Trouble  net  me-,  my  Head  is  full  of  Thoughts 
More  weighty  than  thy  Life,  or  Death,  can  be. 

CaL  You  have  a  Name  in  War,  where  you  ftand  fafe 
Amongft  a  Multitude ;  but  I  will  try. 
What  you  dare  do  unto  a  weak  old  Man : 
In  fingle  Fight,  you'll  give  ground,  I  fear :  Come,  draw. 

MeL  I  will  not  draw,  unlefs  thou  pull'ft  thy  Death 
Upon  thee  with  a  Stroke ;  there's  no  one  Blow, 
That  thou  canfl  give,  hath  Strength  enough  to  kill  me. 
Tempt  me  not  fo  far  then ;  the  Pow'r  of  Earth 
Shall  not  redeem  thee.    Cal.  I  muft  let  him  alone. 
He's  ftout  and  able  \  and  to  fay  the  Truth, 
I^Iowever  I  may  fet  a  Face,  and  talk, 
1  am  not  valiant:  When  I  was  a  Youth, 
I  kept  my  Credit  with  a  telly  Trick 
I  had  'mongft  Cowards,  but  durft  never  fight. 

MeL  I  will  not  promife  to  preferve  your  Life, 
If  you  do  ftay.    Cal.  I  would  give  half  my  Land 
That  J  durft  fight  with  that  proud  Man  a  httle  : 
If  I  had  Men  to  hold  him,  I  would  beat  him. 
Till  he  askt  me  Mercy.    Mel.  Sir,  will  you  be  gone  ? 

Cal.  I  dare  not  ftay,  but  I  will  beat  my  Servants 
AH  over  for  this.  [^Exit  CaHanax. 

Mel.  This  old  Fellow  haunts  me ; 
But  the  diftraded  Carriage  of  mine  Amintor 
Takes  deeply  on  me,  I  will  find  the  Caufe ; 
I  fear,  his  Confcience  cries,  he  wrong' d  Jfpatia, 

Enter  Amintor. 

Jmin.  Mens  Eyes  are  not  fo  fubtle  to  perceive 
My  inward  Mifery    I  bear  my  Grief 
Hid  from  the  World ;  how  art  thou  wretched  then  ^ 
For  aught  I  know,  all  Husbands  are  like  me ; 
And  every  one,  I  talk  witli  of  his  Wife, 
Is  but  a  well  Diffembler  of  his  Woes, 
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As  I  am :  'Would,  I  knew  it    for  the  Rarcncfs 
Afflids  me  now. 

Mel  Amintor^  we  have  not  enjoy'd  our  Friendrtiip  of  late, 
(40)  For  we  were  wont  to  change  our  Souls  in  Talk. 

Ainin,  Melantius^  I  can  tell  thee  a  good  Jeft  of  Strata 
and  a  Lady  the  laft  Day.    Mel.  How  was't  ? 

Amin.  Why,  fuch  an  odd  one. 

Mel.  I  have  long'd  to  fpeak  with  you,  not  of  an  idle 
Jeft  that's  forc'd,  but  of  matter  you  are  bound  to  utter 
to  me. 

Amin.  What  is  that,  my  Friend  ? 

Mel  I  have  obferv'd,  your  Words  fall  from  your  Tongue 
Wildly ;  and  all  your  Carriage  has  appear'd 
Like  one  that  ftrove  to  fhew  his  merry  Mood, 
When  he  were  ill  difpos*d :  You  were  not  wont 
To  put  fuch  Scorn,  into  your  Speech,  or  wear 
Upon  your  Face  ridiculous  Jollity  : 
Some  Sadnefs  fits  H^re,  which  your  Cunning  wou'd 
Cover  o'er  with  Smiles,  and  'twill  not  be.    What  is  it  ? 

Amin,  A  Sadnefs  here !  what  Caufe 
Can  Fate  provide  for  me,  to  make  me  fo  ? 
Am  I  not  lov'd  through  all  this  Ifle  ?  the  King 
Rains  Greatnefs  on  me :  Have  I  not  receiv'd 
A  Lady  to  my  Bed,  that  in  her  Eye 
(41)  Keeps  mounting  Fire,  and  on  her  tender  Cheeks 
Inimitable  Colour,  in  her  Heart 

A  Prifon 

(40)  For  loe  'were  ivont  to  charge  our  Souls  in  Talk."]  This  is  flat 
Nonfenfe,  by  the  Miftake  of  a  fmgle  Letter.  The  flight  Alteration 
I  have  made,  gives  us  the  true  Meaning.  So,  in  J  King  and  no 
Kingy 

 or  for  Honejly  to  enterchange  my  Bofom  ^with,  &c. 

And,  again. 

And  then  houo  dare  you  offer  to  change  Words  <with  her? 
Mr.  Seaward  and  Mr.  Sympfon,  concurred  with  me  in  ftarting  this 
Emendation. 

(41)  '  and  on  her  tender  Cheeks 

Inevitable  Colour^  This  Epithet,  I  know,  flgnifies,  not  to  be 
a^voided^  not  to  be  efche^jo'd ;  but  1  don't  remember  that  it  takes  in  the 
Idea  of  not  to  be  refijied ;  which  is  the  Senfe  required  here.  The  old 
Sluarto  of  1 619  has  it,  Immutable  Colour, —  But  Metre  and  Emphafls 
prove  that  to  be  a  corrupted  Reading  ;  out  of  which,  I  dare  be  confi- 
dent, I  have  extraded  the  genuine  Leftion  :  Inimitable  Colour ;  /.  e. 

a 
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A  Prifon  for  all  Virtue  ?  Are  not  you, 
Which  is  above  all  Joys,  my  conftant  Friend  ? 
What  Sadnefs  can  I  have  ?  No,  I  am  light,  " 
And  feel  the  courfes  of  my  Blood  more  war'm. 
And  ftirring,  than  they  were  \  faith,  marry  too ; 
And  you  will  feel  lb  unexpreft  a  Joy 
In  chaft  Embraces,  that  you  will  indeed 
Appear  another.     Mel  You  may  lhapc,  Amintor^ 
Caufes  to  cozen  the  whole  World  withal, 
And  yourfelf  too ;  but  'tis  not  Hke  a  Friend, 
To  hide  your  Soul  from  me ;  'tis  not  your  Nature 
To  be  thus  idle  \  I  have  feen  you  Hand, 
As  you  were  blafted,  midft  of  all  your  Mirth ; 
Call  thrice  aloud,  and  then  ftart,  feigning  Joy 
So  coldly  :  World !  what  do  I  here  ?  a  Friend 
Is  nothing ;  Heav'n !  I  wou'd  ha'  told  that  Man 
My  fecret  Sins ;  I'll  fearch  an  unknovfn  Land, 
And  there  plant  Friendfhip  ;  all  is  wither'd  here 

Come  with  a  Complement  ?  1  wou'd  have  fought. 

Or  told  my  Friend,  he  ly'd,  e'er  footh'd  him  fo  j 
Out  of  my  Bofom.  

Amin.  But  there  is  nothing. 

MeU  Worfe  and  worfe ;  farewel ; 
From  this  time  have  Acquaintance,  but  no  Friend. 

Amtn,  Melantius^  ftay ;  you  fhall  know  what  it  is. 

(42)  Mel.  See,  how  you  play*d  with  Friendfliip ;  be  ad-  • 
How  you  give  Caufe  unto  yourfelf  to  fay,  [vis'd. 

You 

a  Complexion  not  to  be  paragoned  by  Nature,  nor  imitated  by  Art. 
"We  may  eafily  account  for  the  Depravation  at  Prefs.  The  Hand- 
Writing  in  thofe  Times  was  almoft  univerfally  what  we  call  Secretary : 
And  their  i's  were  wrote  without  Tittles  over  them.  Let  us  then 
fee  how  minute  is  the  Difference  betwixt  the  two  Words,  and  how 
liable  they  might  be  to  be  miftaken  One  for  the  Other  :  ^ 

Inimitable, 

Immutable. 

(42)  Mel.  See^  honjo  you  plafd  uoith  Frieneijhipi\  The  quarrelling 
Scene,  which  is  now  coming  on,  has  been  the  Subjeft  of  much  Criti- 
cifm  and  Controverfy.  Some  have  cry'd  it  up  above  that  celebrated 
Quarrel  in  Euripides^s  Iphigenia  at  Aulis,  betwixt  Agamemnon  and  his 
Brother  Menelaus:  And  others  have  decry'd  it  as  egregioufly  faulty  in 
the  Motives,  and  Progrefs ;  the  Working  up,  and  Declination  of  th< 

PaiTions. 
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You  ha'  loft  a  Friend.    Amin,  Forgive  what  I  have  done. 
For  I  am  fo  o'ergone  with  Injuries 
Unheard  of,  that  I  iofe  Confideration 
Of  what  I  ought  to  do — oh — oh! 

Mel.  Do  not  weep 
What  is  it  ?  May  I  once  but  know  the  Man, 
Hath  turn'd  my  Friend  thus!   Amin.  I  had  fpoke  at  firft. 
But  that —  Mel.  But  what  ?    Amin.  I  held  it  moft  unfit 
For  you  to  know ;  faith,  do  not  know  it  yet. 

Mel.  Thou  fceft  my  Love,  that  will  keep  Company 
With  thee  in  Tears ;  hide  nothing  then  from  me  ; 
For  when  I  know  the  Caufe  of  thy  Diftemper, 
(43)  With  mine  old  Armour  I'll  adorn  myfelf. 
My  Refolution,  and  cut  through  thy  Foes, 
Unto  thy  Quiet ;  till  I  place  thy  Heart 
As  peaceable  as  Ipotlefs  Innocence. 

What  is  It}    Amin.  Why,  'tis  this  it  is  too  big 

To  get  out ;  •  •  let  my  Tears  make  way  awhile. 

MeL  Punifli  me  ftrangely  Heav'n,  if  he  efcape 
Of  Life  or  Fame,  that  brought  this  Youth  to  this  \ 

Amin,  Your  Sifter ^         Mel.  WeU  faid. 

Amin.  You  will  wifti't  unknown. 
When  you  have  heard  it.    MeL  No.   Amin,  Is  much  to 
blame. 

And  to  the  King  has  giv'n  her  Honour  up. 

And  lives  in  Whoredom  with  him.   MeL  How  is  this ! 

Thou  art  run  mad  with  Injury,  indeed. 

Thou  cou'dft  not  utter  this  elfe ;  fpeak  again. 

For  I  forgive  it  freely  \  tell  thy  Griefs. 

Amin.  She's  wanton ;  I  am  loth  to  fay,  a  Whore ; 
Though  it  be  true.  

Paflions.  For  my  own  part,  I  will  venture  to  be  no  farther  an  Um- 
pire in  the  Cafe,  than  in  pronouncing  that  I  have  always  feen  it  re- 
cciv'd  with  vehement  Applaufej  and  that  I  think  it  very  afFeding 
on  each  Side. 

(43)  With  mine  own  Armour\  I  have  chofe  to  adopt  the  Reading 
here  of  the  two  eldeft  9luarto\\  bccaufe,  I  think,  it  is  juftified  by  what 
Amintor  fays  to  MelantiuSy  at  their  firfl  Meeting,  upon  his  Return 
from  the  Wars. 

And  may  thy  Armour  be,  as  it  hath  been. 
Only  thy  V^alour  and  thy  Innocence  f 

Mel. 
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Mel.  Speak  yet  again,  before  mine  Anger  grow 
Up,  beyond  throwing  down  ;  what  are  thy  Griefs  ? 

Amin.  By  all  our  Friendfhip,  thefe. 

MeL  What  ?  am  I  tam.e  ? 
After  mine  Adlions,  fhall  the  name  of  Friend 
(44)  Blot  all  our  Family,  and  ftick  the  Brand 
Of  Whore  upon  my  Siller,  unreveng'd  ? 
My  fliaking  Flefh,  be  thou  a  Witnefs  for  me, 
With  what  Unwillingnefs  I  go  to  fcourge 
This  Rayler,  whom  my  Folly  hath  calJ'd  Friend ; 
I  will  not  take  thee  bafely  tho' ;  thy  Sword 
Hangs  near  thy  Hand,  draw  it,  that  I  may  whip 
Thy  Rafhnefs  to  Repentance.    Draw  thy  Sword. 

Anin.  Not  on  thee,  did  thine  Anger  fwell  as  high 
As  the  wild  Surges    thou  fliouldft  do  me  Eafe 
Here,  and  eternally,  if  thy  noble  Hand 
Wou'd  cut  me  from  my  Sorrows.    MeL  This  is  bafe 
And  fearful ;  they,  that  ufe  to  utter  Lies, 
Provide  not  Blows,  but  Words,  to  quahfy 
The  Men  they  wrong'd  ;  thou  haft  a  guilty  Caufe. 

Amin.  Thou  pleafeft  me^  for  fo  much  more  like  this 
Will  raife  my  Anger  up  above  my  Griefs, 
(Which  is  a  PafTion  eafier  to  be  borne) 
And  1  lhall  then  be  happy.      MeL  Take  then  more 
To  raife  thine  Anger.   'Tis  meer  Cowardice 
Makes  thee  not  draw  ;  and  I  will  leave  thee  dead 
However ;  but  if  thou  art  fo  much  preft 
With  Guilt  and  Fear,  as  not  to  dare  to  fight, 
I'll  make  thy  Memory  loath'd,  and  fix  a  Scandal 
Upon  thy  Name  for  ever.    Amin.  Then  I  draw. 
As  juilly  as  our  Magiftratcs  their  Swords, 
To  cut  Offenders  off.    I  knew  before, 
'T would  grate  your  Ears  •,  but  it  was  bafe  in  you 
To  urge  a  weighty  Secret  from  your  Friend, 
And  then  rage  at  it ;  I  fhall  be  at  Eafe, 

 and  ftrike  the  Brand 

Of  ivhore  upon  my  Sijier,"]  To  fir  ike  the  Brand  of  any  Infamy  upon 
a  Perfon,  never  was  the  Phrafe  to  exprefs  chat  Idea ;  yet  it  has  poflefs'd 
all  the  printed  Copies  for  above  this  Century  paft.  The  true  Word 
I  have  retrieved  from  the  oldeft:  ^arti  in  161 9. 
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If  I  be  kiird  ;  and  if  you  fail  by  me, 

I  ftiall  not  long  out-live  you.    Mel.  Stay  a  while. 

The  name  of  I^'riend  is  more  than  Family, 

Or  all  the  World  befides  \  I  was  a  Fool. 

Thou  fearching  human  Nature,  that  didft  wake 

To  do  me  Wrong,  thou  art  inquifitive. 

And  thrufls't  me  upon  Queftions  that  will  take 

My  Sleep  away ;  'would,  I  had  dy'd,  e'er  known 

This  fad  Di (honour !  Pardon  me,  my  Friend ; 

If  thou  wilt  ftrike,  here  is  a  faithful  Heart ; 

Pierce  it,  for  I  will  never  heave  my  Hand 

To  thine ;  behold  the  Pow'r  thou  haft  in  me ! 

I  do  believe,  my  Sifter  is  a  Whore, 

A  leprous  one ;  put  up  thy  Sword,  young  Man. 

Amin.  How  fhou'd  I  bear  it  then,  flie  being  fo  ? 
I  fear,  my  Friend,  that  you  will  lofe  me  ftioitly ; 
And  I  ftiall  do  a  foul  Ad  on  imyfclf 
Through  thefe  Difgraces.    Mel.  Better,  half  the  Land 
Were  buried  quick  together;  no,  Anintor^ 
Thou  ftialt  have  Eafe :  O  this  adult' rous  King, 
That  drew  her  to  it !  where  got  he  the  Spirit 
To  wrong  me  fo  ?    Amin.  What  is  it  then  to  me. 
If  it  be  Wrong  to  you !    Mel.  Why,  not  fo  much; 
The  Credit  of  our  Houfe  is  thrown  away ; 
But  from  his  iron  Den  I'll  waken  Death, 
And  hurl  him  on  this  King ;  my  Honefty 
Shall  fteel  my  Sword  ;  and  on  its  horrid  Point 
I'll  wear  my  Caufe,  that  ftiall  amaze  the  Eyes 
Of  this  proud  Man,  and  be  too  glittering 
For  him  to  look  on.    Amin.  I  have  quite  undone 
My  Fame.     Mel.  Dry  up  thy  watry  Eyes  awhikj 
And  caft  a  manly  Look  upon  fhy  Face ; 
For  nothing  is  fo  wild  as  I  thy  Friend, 
Till  I  have  freed  thee  :  Still  this  fwelling  Brcaft ; 
1  go  thus  from  thee,  and  will  never  ceafe 
(45)  My  Vengeance,  till  I  find  thy  Heart  at  Peace. 

Amin, 

(4^)  TV//  /  find  my  Heart  at  Peace."]  Melantius  fhews  but 

little  Friendfliip  in  This,  to  fay,  he  will  parfuc  his  Revenge^  till  he 
has  fatisfied  his  o"jjn  Mind.    He  had  promiied  Something  to  Amintor\ 

Vol..  I.  E  had 
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Amin.  It  muft  not  be  fo  ^  Hay,  mine  Eyes  would  tell 
How  ioth  I  am  to  this ;  but  Love  and  Tears 
Leave  me  awhile,  for  I  have  hazarded 
All  that  this  World  calls  happy    thou  haft  wought 
A  Secret  from  me  under  name  of  Friend, 
Which  Art  could  ne'er  have  found,  nor  Torture  wrung 
From  out  my  Bofom    give  it  me  again. 
For  I  will  find  it,  wherefoe'er  it  hes 
Hid  in  the  mortal'ft  part ;  invent  a  way 
To  give  it  back.     Mel.  W^hy,  wou'd  you  have  it  back  ? 
I  will  to  Death  purfue  him  with  Revenge. 

Amin.  Therefore,  I  call  it  from  thee ;  for,  I  know. 
Thy  Blood  fo  high,  that  thou  wilt  ftir  in  this. 
And  fhame  me  to  Pofterity  :  Take  to  thy  Weapon. 

Mel.  Hear  thou  thy  Friend,  that  bears  more  Years 
than  thou. 

Amin.  I  will  not  hear:  but  draw,  or  I —  MeL  Afnintor^-^ 

Amin.  Draw  then,  for  I  am  full  as  refolute, 
As  Fame  and  Honour  can  inforce  me  be  ; 

I  cannot  linger,  draw.    Mel.  I  do  ■  but  is  not 

My  fhare  of  Credit  equal  then  with  thine, 

If  I  do  ftir  .^^    Amin.  No ;  for  it  will  be  call'd 

Honour  in  thee  to  fpill  thy  Sifter's  Blood, 

If  ftie  her  Birth  abufe  ^  and,  on  the  King, 

A  brave  Revenge :  But  on  me,  that  have  walkt 

With  Patience  in  it,  it  will  fix  the  Name 

Of  fearfi]ll  Cuckold-  O  that  Word !  be  quick. 

Mel.  Then  join  with  me.  A^nin.  I  dare  not  do  a  Sin, 
Or  elfe  I  would:  Be  fpeedy. 

Mel.  Then  dare  not  fight  with  me,  for  that's  a  Sin. 
His  Grief  diftrads  him  ;  call  diy  Thoughts  again. 
And  to  thyfclf  pronounce  the  Name  of  Friend, 
And  fee  what  that  will  work;  I  v/ill  not  fight. 
.Amin,  You  muft.     Mel.  I  will  be  kill'd  firft,  though 
my  Paffions 

kad  advisM  him  to  take  Comfort,  and  pacify  his  Griefs ;  and  there- 
fore it  was  his  Heart  that  was  to  be  fet  at  Reft.  But  the  Quarrel  does 
not  lye  againft  the  Authors,  but  their  incorreft  Editors.  The  oldeft 
^arto,  indeed,  (as  it  docs  in  numberlefs  other  Places,)  help'd  me  to 
the  true  Reading. 

OfFcr'd 
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OfferM  the  like  to  you  ;  'tis  not  this  Earth 

Shall  buy  my  Reafon  to  it ;  think  a  while. 

For  you  are  (I  muft  weep,  when  I  Ipeak  that) 

Almoft  befides  yourfeif.    Amin,  Oh  my  fofc  Temper  I 

So  many  fweet  Words  from  thy  Sifter's  Mouth, 

I  am  afraid,  would  make  me  take  her  to  me 

To  embrace,  and  pardon  her.    I  am  mad,  indeed. 

And  know  nt)t  wiiat  I  do ;  yet  have  a  Care 

Of  me  in  what  thou  doeft.    Mel.  Why  thinks  my  Friend, 

I  will  forget  his  Honour,  or,  to  fave 

The  Bravery  of  our  Houfe,  will  lofe  his  Fame, 

And  fear  to  touch  the  Throne  of  Majeity  ? 

Amin.  A  Curfe  will  follow  that;  but  rather  live 
And  fuffer  with  me.     Mel.  I  will  do  what  Worth 
Shall  bid  me,  and  no  more.    Amin.  'Faith,  I  am  lick., 
And  defp'rately,  I  hope  \  yet,  leaning  thus, 
I  feel  a  kind  of  Eafe.    Mel.  Come,  take  again 
Your  Mirth  about  you.    Amin.  I  ihall  never  do't. 

Mel.  I  warrant  you,  look  up,  we'll  walk  together. 
Put  thine  Arm  here,  all  lhall  be  well  again. 

Amin.  Thy  Love,  (O  wretched !)  Ay,  thy  Love,  Melan- 
Why,  I  have  nothing  elfe.  [tius  \ 

MeL  Be  merry  then.  [ExemL 

Enter  Melantius  again, 

MeL  This  worthy  young  Man  may  do  Violence 
Upon  himfelf ;  but  I  have  cherifti'd  him 
To  my  beft  Pow'r,  and  fent  him  fmiling  from  me. 
To  counterfeit  again.    Sword,  hold  thine  Edge ; 

My  Heart  will  never  fail  me.  Diphilus^  

(46)  Thou  com'ft,  as  fent. 

Enter  Diphilus. 

Biph,  Yonder  has  been  fuch  laughing. 
MeL  Betwixt  whom  ?  [Spleens 
Biph,  Why,  our  Sifter  and  the  King,  I  thought  their 
Would  break ;  they  laught  us  all  out  of  the  Room. 

(46)  Thou  co?nJi  as  fent  ']  This  is,  as  Horace  fays  of  him'elf,  Bre- 
*vis  ejfe  lahoro,  Obfcurm  fio.  The  meaning  is,  thou  com'ft  as  critically, 
as  if  1  had  fent  for  thee. 

E  2  Mel 
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Mel.  They  mufl  weep,  JDipbilus.    Dipb.  Muft  they  ? 
Mel.  They  mult : 
Thou  art  my  Brother,  And  if  I  did  beheve 
Thou  hadft  a  bafe  Thought,  I  would  rip  it  out. 
Lie  where  it  duril:.    Dipb.  You  Ihouid  not,  I  would  firft 
Mangle  myfeir'  and  find  it.    Mel.  That  was  Ipoke 
According  to  our  Strain-,  Come,  join  thy  Hands, 
And  fwear  a  Firmnefs  to  what  Project  I  * 
'Shall  lay  before  thee.     Dipb.  You  do  wTong  us  both ; 
(47}  People  hereafter  fhall  not  fay,  there  pals*d 
A  Bond  more  than  our  Loves,  to  tie  our  Lives 
And  Deaths  together.  

Mel.  It  is  as  nobly  faid  as  I  would  vnfh  ; 
Anon  ril  tell  you  Wonders ;  we  are  wrong'd. 

Dipby  But  I  ^^ill  tell  you  now,  we'll  right  ourfelves. 

Mel.  Stay  not,  prepare  the  Armiour  in  my  Houfe  i 
And  what  Friends  you  can  draw  unto  our  Side, 
Not  knowing  of  the  Caufe,  make  ready  too  j 
Hafte,  DipbiluSy  the  Time  requires  it,  hafte. 

[Exit  Diphilus. 
1  hope,  my  Caufe  is  jufl ;  I  know,  my  Blood 
Tells  me,  it  is  ;  and  I  vnll  credit  it. 
To  take  Revenge,  and  lofe  myfelf  withal, 
Were  idle  j  and  to  fcape  impoffible, 
(4S}  Without  I  had  the  Fort,  which,  (Mifery!) 
Remaining  in  the  Hands  of  my  Old  Enemy 
CdianaXj  but  I  muft  have  it.  See, 

Enter  Calianax. 
Where  he  comes  fhaking  by  m& :  Good  my  Lord, 

(47J  People  hereafier  Jball  not  fay,  there  pafs'd 

A  Bond  more  than  our  Lo<ves,'\  This  Sentiment  Teems  to  be 
£'iado\v'd  fiom  Skake/peare,  in  his  Julius  Cafar. 
Cair.  A?:d  let  us  fwear  cur  Re/elution. 
Bni.  Ko,  not  an  Oath  ;  //  that  the  Face  of  Men, 

The  SuJ^- ranee  of  cur  Souls,  the  Timers  Ahufe, 

If  thcfe  be  Moti'ves  iveak,  break  cff  betimes  ;  &C. 

.  (48)  '  ^jshicb  Mifery 

Remaining  in  the  Hands. Without  the  Reftification  which 
I  have  made  in  the  Pointing,  this  PafTage  was  Itark  Nonfenfc. 
i\i'r.  Sympfon  lUrccd  the  very  lame  Adjuiimen:,  in  Ccnnimauon  of 
jr.y  Conjcdurc. 

Forg 
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Forget  your  Spleen  to  me,  I  never  wrong'd  you. 

But  would  have  Peace  with  ev'ry  Man.    Cal.  'Tis  well ; 

If  I  durft  light,  your  Tongue  would  lie  at  quiet. 

MeL  You*re  touchy  without  all  Caufe. 

Cal,  Do,  mock  me.    Mel.  By 
Mine  Honour,  I  ipeak  Truth.  Cal.  Honour.^  where  is't  ? 

MeL  What  ftarts  you  make  into  your  idle  Hatred 
To  my  good  Love  and  Freedom  to  you.   I  come 
With  Refolution  to  obtain  a  Suit  of  you. 

Cal,  A  Suit  of  me!  'tis  very  like,  it  Ihould 
Be  granted.  Sir.    Mel.  Nay,  go  not  hence ;  'tis  this ; 
You  have  the  keeping  of  the  Fort,  and  I 
Would  wifh  you  by  the  Love  you  ought  to  bear 
Unto  me,  to  deliver  it  to  my  Hands. 

Cal.  I  am  in  hope  thou'rt  mad,  to  talk  to  rhe  thus. 

Mel.  But  there's  a  Reafon  why  I  move  you  to  it. 
I  would  kill  the  King,  that  wrong'd  you  and  your 
Daughter. 

Cal.  Out  Traitor !  MeL  Nay,  but  flay  I  cannot  fcape. 
The  Deed  once  done,  without  I  have  this  Fort.  [Mind 

Cal.  And  fhould  I  help  thee.^  now  thy  treacherous 
Betrays  itfelf     MeL  Come,  come,  delay  me  not 
Give  me  a  fudden  Anfwer,  or  already 
Thy  laft  is  fpoke    refufe  not  ofFer'd  Love, 
When  it  comes  clad  in  Secrets.    CaL  If  I  fay, 
I  will  not,  he  will  kill  me ;  I  do  fee't 
,  Writ  in  his  Looks ;  and  fhould  I  fay,  I  will. 
He'll  run  and  tell  the  King.    I  do  not  lliun 
Your  Friendfliip,  dear  Melantius^  but  this  Caufe 
Is  weighty,  give  me  but  an  Hour  to  think. 

MeL  Take  it — I  know,  this  goes  unto  the  King; 
But  I  am  arm'd.  [^Exit  Melantius. 

CaL  Methinks,  I  feel  myfelf 
But  twenty  now  ag^n;  this  fighting  FooJ 
Wants  Policy  ;  I  lhall  revenge  my  Girl, 
And  make  her  red  again ;  I  pray,  my  Legs 
Will  laft  that  Pace  that  I  will  carry  them  ; 
I  fliall  want  Breath,  before  I  find  the  King. 


A  C  T 
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A  C  T    IV.  SCENE! 

Enter  Melantius,  Evadne,  and  a  Lady, 

Md.  CAVE  you !    Evad.  Save  you,  fweet  Brother ! 
^    MeL  In  my  blunt  Eye, 

Methinks,  you  look,  Evadne^  

Evad.  Come,  you  would  make 
Me  bluft:  • 

Mel.  I  would,  Evadne-,  I  Ihall  difpleafe  my  Ends  elfe. 

{^(^)Evad.  You  fhall,  if  you  commend  me  I  am  bafhful ; 
Come,  Sir,  how  do  I  look?    Mel.  I  would  not  have 
Your  Women  hear  me 

Break  into  Commendation  of  you,  'tis  not  feemly. 

Evad.  Go  wait  me  in  the  Gallery '  now  Ipeak. 

MeL  rU  lock  the  Door  firft.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Evad.  Why? 

MeL  I  will  not  have  your  gilded  Things,  that  dance 
In  Vifitation  with  their  MHan  Skins, 
(50)  Choke  up  my  Bufinefs: 

Evad.  You  are  ftrangely  difpos'd.  Sir. 

MeL  Good  Madam,  not  to  make  you  merry. 

Evad.  No,  if  you  praife  mc,  it  will  make  me  fad. 

MeL  Such  a  fad  Commendation  I  have  for  you. 

Evad.  Brother,  the  Court  hath  made  you  witty, 
And  learn  to  riddle. 

MeL  I  praife  the  Court  for't ;  has  it  learn'd  you  nothing  ? 

Evad.  Me? 

MeL  Ay,  Evadne.,  thou  art  young  and  handfom, 
A  Lady  of  a  fweet  Complexion, 
And  fuch  a  flowing  Carriage,  that  it  cannot 
Chufe  but  inflame  a  Kingdom.    Evad.  Gentle  Brother ! 

(49)  Tou  Jhall,  if  you  command  me ;]  Thus  all  the  Editions  :  /.  e. 
If  you  bid  me  blufh,  I  fhall.  Evadne  is  very  obfequious  in  this  Con- 
defcention  :  but  this,  I  dare  fay,  was  not  the  Poets'  Intentions.  They 
meant,  (he  flioald  fay ;  "  INTay,  if  you  commend  me,  I  am  bafhful, 
"  and  fhall  blufh  at  your  Praifes  And  this  is  confirmed  by  what  Me- 
ianttus  immediately  fubjoins  to  it. 

(50)  Choke  up  my  Bufinefs. 

In  Vifitation,  &c.]  The  Tranfpofition  of  the  Lines,  made  here, 
U  from  the  Authority  of  the  old  Copies.  Mr.  ^'^w^r^^  like  wile  pointed 
out  the  fame  Regulation  to  me.  Mel. 
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(51)  Mel.  'Tis  yet  in  thy  Repentance,  foolifh  Woman, 
To  make  me  gentle.  Evad.  How  is  tliis  ?  Mel.  'Tis  bafe. 
And  I  could  blufli  at  thefe  Years,  thorough  all 

My  honour'd  Scars,  to  come  to  fuch  a  Parly. 

Evad.  I  underftand  you  not.  Mel.  You  dare  not.  Fool; 
They,  that  commit  thy  Faults,  fly  the  Remembrance. 

Evad.  My  Faults,  Sir!  I  would  have  you  know,  I  care  not 
If  they  were  written  here,  here  in  my  Forehead. 

(52)  Mel.  Thy  Body  is  too  litde  for  the  Story, 
The  Lufts  of  which  would  fill  another  Woman, 

As  though  fh'ad  Twins  within  her.  Evad.  This  is  faucy 
Look,  you  intrude  no  more,  there  lies  your  Way. 

Mel.  Thou  art  my  Way,  and  I  will  tread  upon  thee, 
'Till  I  find  Tmth  out. 

Evad.  What  Truth  is  that  you  look  for  ?         [fet  me 

(53)  Mel.  Thy  long-loft  Honour:  'would,  the  Gods  had 
Rather  to  grapple  with  the  Plague,  or  ftand 

One  of  their  loudeft  Bolts !  Come,  tell  me  quickly. 
Do  it  without  Enforcement,  and  take  heed 
You  fwell  me  not  above  my  Temper. 

Evad.  How,  Sir  ^.  where  got  you  this  Report  ^ 

Mel.  Where  there  were  People,  in  every  Place. 

Evad.  They  and  the  Seconds  of  it  are  bafe  People ; 
Believe  them  not,  they  lyed. 

Mel.  Do  not  play  with  mine  Anger,  do  not  Wretch, 

(51)  ^Tis  yet  in  thy  Remembrance,  fooli/h  Woman^'\  How  was  it  in 
Jier  Remembrance  ?  She  was  not  at  all  confcious,  that  Melantius  knew 
any  thing  of  her  Mifcondud  and  Guilt  with  the  King;  fo  was  not  pre- 
pared to  make  any  Confeffion.  Repentance  is  the  Reading  of  the  beft 
and  oldeft  Copies,  and  is  certainly  the  genuine  one. 

(52)  Thy  Body  is  too  little  for  the  Story, 

The  Lujh  of  "Jjhich  nvould  fill  another  Womany 
Though  Jhe  had  Tnvins  'within  her.~\  This  is  Mock-Reafoning, 
and  prima  facie  (hews  its  Abfurdity.  Surely,  if  a  Woman  has  Twins 
withm  her,  (he  can  want  very  little  more  to  fill  her  up.  I  dare  be 
confident,  I  have  reftor'd  the  Poet*s  genuine  Reading.  The  Pro- 
priety of  the  Reafoning  is  a  Convidion  of  the  Certainty  of  the  Emen- 
dation. 

(53)  '^ould,  the  Gods  had  fet  me 

One  of  their  loudeft  Bolts  ;]    Ever  fince  the  Folio  Edition  of 
1679,  downwards,  this  Tmperfeftion,  and  Nonfenfe,  has  poffefs'd  the 
Text.    The  Line,  which  I  have  retriev'd  from  the  Generality  of  the 
-eld  ^arto\  makes  ail  clear. 

E  4  I  come 
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I  come  to  know  that  defperate  Fool  that  drew  thee 
From  thy  fair  Life ;  be  wife,  and  lay  him  open. 

E'vad.  Unhand  me,  and  leam  Manners ;  fuch  another 
Forge tfulnefs  forfeits  your  Life. 

Mel.  Quench  me  this  mighty  Humour,  and  then  tell  me 
Whofe  Whore  you  are ;  for  you  are  one,  I  know  it. 
Let  all  mine  Honours  perifh,  but  I'll  find  him, 
Though  he  lie  lockt  up  in  thy  Blood !  be  fudden ; 
There  is  no  facing  it,  and  be  not  flattered  ; 
The  bumt  Air,  when  the  Bog  reigns,  is  not  fouler 
Than  thy  contagious  Name,  'till  thy  Repentance 
(If  the  Gods  grant  thee  any)  purge  thy  Sicknefs. 

Evad.  Be  gone,  you  are  my  Brother,  that's  your  Safety. 

Mel  I'll  be  a  Wolf  firft  ;  'tis,  to  be  thy  Brother, 
An  Infamy  below  the  Sin  of  Coward  ; 
I  am  as  far  from  being  Part  of  thee. 
As  thou  art  from  thy  Virtue :  Seek  a  Kindred 
^Mongft  fenf jal  Beafts,  and  make  a  Goat  thy  Brother ; 
A  Goat  is  cooler.    W^ill  you  tell  me  yet ! 

Evad.  If  you  flay  here  and  rail  thus,  I  fhaU  tell  you, 
I'll  ha'  you  whipt;  get  you  to  your  Command, 
And  there  preach  to  your  Sentinels,  and  teU  them 
What  a  brave  Man  you  are  ;  I  fhall  laugh  at  you. 

Mel.  You're  grown  a  glorious  W^hore  j  where  be  your 
Fighters  ? 

What  mortal  Fool  durft  raife  thee  to  this  Daring, 
And  I  alive?  By  my  juft  Sword,  h'ad  fafer 
Bedrid  a  Billow  when  the  angry  North 
Plows  up  the  Sea,  or  made  Heav'n's  Fire  his  Food: 
Work  me  no  higher ;  will  you  difcover  yet } 

Evad.  The  Fellow's  mad-,  fleep,  and  fpeak  Senfe. 

Mel.  Force  my  fwoll'n  Heart  no  further;  I  would  fave 
Your  great  Maintainers  are  not  here,  they  dare  not ;    [thee  \ 
'Would,  they  were  all,  and  arm'd !  I  would  fpcak  loud  \ 
Here's  one  fhould  thunder  to  'em:  will  you  tell  me? 
Thou  haft  no  hope  to  fcape ;  he  that  dares  moft. 
And  damns  away  his  Soul  to  do  thee  Service, 
Will  fooner  fetch  Meat  from  a  hungry  Lion, 
Than  come  to  refcue  thee;  thou'ft  Death  about  thee : 
He  has  undone  thine  Honour,  poyfon-d  thy  Virtue, 

And 
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And^  of  a  lovely  Rofe,  left  thee  a  Canker. 

Evad.  Let  me  confider.  Mel,  Do,  whofe  Child  thou  wert, 
Whofe  Honour  thou  hall  murder' d,  whofe  Grave  open'd, 
And  fo  pull'd  on  the  Gods,  that  in  their  Juftice 
They  muft  reftore  him  FleQi  again  and  Life, 
And  raife  his  dry  Bones  to  revenge  his  Scandal. 

Evad.  The  Gods  are  not  of  my  mind;  they  had  better 
Let  'em  lie  fweet  ftill  in  the  Earth  \  they'll  ftink  here. 

MeL  Do  you  raife  Mirth  out  of  my  Eafinefs  ? 
Forfake  me  then  all  Weaknefles  of  Nature, 
That  make  Men  Vv^ omen :  Speak,  you  Whore,  Ipeak  truth ; 
Or  by  the  dear  Soul  of  thy  fleeping  Father, 
This  Sword  fhall  be  thy  Lover :  tell,  or  I'll  kill  thee : 
And  when  thou  haft  told  all,  thou  wilt  deferve  it. 

Evad.  You  will  not  murder  me !  MeL  No,  'tis  a  Juftice 
And  a  moft  noble  one,  to  put  the  Light 
Out  of  fuch  bafe  Offenders.    Evad,  Help! 

Mel.  By  thy  foul  Self, 
No  hum.an  Help  ftiall  help  thee,  if  thou  crieft ; 
When  I  have  kill'd  thee,  as  I  have  vow'd  to  do. 
If  thou  confefs  not,  naked  as  thou  haft  left 
Thine  Honour,  will  I  leave  thee ; 
That  on  thy  branded  Flefti  the  World  may  read 
Thy  black  Shame,  and  my  Juftice.   Wilt  thou  bend  yet  ? 

Evad.  Yes.    Mel.  Up,  and  begin  your  Story. 

Evad.  Oh,  I  am  miferable. 

Mel.  'Tis  true,  thou  art;  ipeak  Truth  ftill. 

Evad.  I  have  offended ;  Noble  Sir,  forgive  me. 

Mel.  With  what  fecure  Slave    Evad.  Do  not  ask  me,  Sir. 
Mine  own  Remembrance  is  a  Mifery 
Too  mighty  for  me.    Mel.  Do  not  fall  back  again ; 
My  Sword's  unftieathed  yet.    Evad.  What  ftiall  I  do  ? 

Mel.  Be  true,  and  make  your  Fault  lefs. 

Evad.  I  dare  not  tell. 

Mel.  Tell,  or  I'll  be  this  Day  a  killing  thee. 

Evad.  Will  you  forgive  me  then  ? 

Mel.  Stay,  I  muft  ask 
Mine  Honour  firft ;  I've  too  much  foolifti  Nature 
In  me  ;  fpeak.    Evad.  Is  there  none  elfe  here } 

Mel.  None  but  a  fearful  Confcience,  that's  too  many. 

Who 
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Who  is't?    Evad.  O,  hear  me  gently;  it  was  the  King. 

Mel,  No  more.  My  worthy  Father's  and  my  Services 
Are  liberally  rewarded !  King,  I  thank  thee  : 
For  all  my  Dangers  and  my  Wounds,  thou  haft  paid  me 
In  my  own  Metal :  Thefe  are  Soldiers'  Thanks. 
How  long  have  you  liv'd  thus,  Evadne? 

Evad.  Too  long. 

Mel.  Too  late  you  find  it :  Can  you  be  fbrry? 

Evad.  '  Wou'd,  I  were  half  as  blamelefs. 

Mel.  Evadne thou  wilt  to  thy  Trade  again. 

Evad.  Firft  to  my  Grave. 

Mel  'Wou'd  Gods,  th'hadft  been  fo  bleft  : 
Doft  thou  not  hate  this  King  now }  prithee,  hate  him  : 
Cou'dft  thou  not  curfe  him.?*  I  command  thee,  curfe  him; 
Curfe,  till  the  Gods  hear,  and  deliver  him 
To  thy  juft  Wifhes ;  yet  I  fear,  Evadne., 
You  had  rather  play  your  Game  out.    Evad.  No,  I  feel 
Too  many  fad  Confufions  here  to  let  in 
Any  loofe  Flame  hereafter. 

Mel.  Doft  thou  not  feel  'mong  all  thofe  one  brave  Anger, 
That  breaks  out  nobly,  and  direds  thine  Arm 
To  kill  this  bafe  King  ? 

Evad.  All  the  Gods  forbid  it ! 

Mel.  No,  all  the  Gods  require  it,  they  are  diflionour'd  in 

Evad.  'Tis  too  fearfijll.  [him. 

Mel.  You're  valiant  in  his  Bed,  and  bold  enough 
To  be  a  ftale  Whore,  and  have  your  Madam's  Name 
Difcourfe  for  Grooms  and  Pages ;  and  hereafter, 
When  his  cool  Majefty  hath  laid  you  by. 
To  be  at  Penfion  with  fome  needy  Sir 
For  Meat  and  coarfer  Cloathes,  thus  far  you  know  no  Fear. 
Come,  you  ftiall  kill  him.    Evad.  Good  Sir! 

Mel.  And  'twere  to  kifs  him  dead,  thou'dft  fmother  him ; 
Be  wife  and  kill  him :  Canft  thou  live,  and  know 
What  noble  Minds  ftiall  make  thee  fee  thy  felf 
Found  out  with  ev'ry  Finger,  made  the  Shame 
Of  all  SuccefTions,  and  in  this  great  Ruin 
Thy  Brother  and  thy  noble  Husband  broken 
Thou  ftialt  not  live  thus ;  kneel,  and  fwear  to  help  me. 
When  I  ftiall  call  thee  to  it,  or  by  all 

Holy 
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Holy  in  Heav'n  and  Earth,  thou  flialt  not  live 
To  breath  a  full  Hour  longer,  not  a  Thought : 
Come,  'tis  a  righteous  Oath ;  give  me  thy  Hand, 
And,  both  to  Heav'n  held  up,  fwear  by  that  Wealth 
This  luftfull  Thief  ftole  from  thee,  when  I  fay  it. 
To  let  his  foul  Soul  out.    Evad,  Here  I  do  fwear  it ; 
And  all  you  Spirits  of  abufed  Ladies 
Help  me  in  this  Performance ! 

Mel.  Enough ;  this  muft  be  known  to  none 
But  you  and  I,  Evadne  \  not  to  your  Lord, 
Though  he  be  wife  and  noble,  and  a  Fellpw 
Dares  ftep  as  far  into  a  worthy  Adion 
As  the  moll  daring    ay,  as  far  as  Juftice. 
Ask  me  not  why.    Farewel.  [Exit  Mel, 

Evad.  'Would,  I  cou'd  fay  fo  to  my  black  Difgrace! 
Oh,  where  have  I  been  all  this  time !  how  friended. 
That  I  fhould  lofe  my  felf  thus  defperately. 
And  none  for  Pity  fhew  me  how  I  wandred? 
There  is  not  in  the  Compafs  of  the  Light 
A  more  unhappy  Creature :  Sure,  I  am  monftrous ; 
For  I  have  done  thofe  Follies,  thofe  mad  Mifchiefs, 
(54)  Wou'd  dare  a  Woman.    O  my  loaden  Soul, 
Be  not  fo  cruel  to  me,  choak  not  up 

Enter  Amintor. 

The  way  to  my  Repentance!  O  my  Lord ! 
Jlmin.  How  now? 

Evad,  My  much  abufed  Lord !  [Kneels, 
Amin.  This  cannot  be. 

Evad.  I  do  not  kneel  to  live,  I  dare  not  hope  it ; 
The  Wrongs  I  did  are  greater  \  look  upon  me. 
Though  I  appear  with  all  my  Faults.    Amin,  Stand  up. 
This  is  a  new  way  to  beget  more  Sorrow  ^ 
Heav'n  knows,  I  have  too  many ;  do  not  mock  me 
Though  I  am  tame  and  bred  up  with  my  Wrongs, 
Which  are  my  Fofter-brothers,  I  may  leap 
Like  a  Hand- Wolf  into  my  natural  Wildnefs, 
And  do  an  Outrage :  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me. 

(;;4)  Would d^xz  a  Woman!\  i.e.  would  fcare,  would  fright  her 
out  of  her  Wits  to  commit. 

Evad, 
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Evad,  My  whole  Life  is  fo  leprous,  it  infedls 
All  my  Repentance :  I  wou'd  buy  your  Pardon 
Though  at  the  higheft  Set,  even  with  my  Life : 
That  flight  Contrition,  that's  no  Sacrifice 
For  what  I  have  commit- ^d.    Amin,  Sure,  I  dazzle : 
There  cannot  be  a  Faith  in  that  foul  Woman, 
That  knows  no  God  more  mighty  than  her  Mifchiefs  : 
Thou  doft  ftill  worfe,  frill  number  on  thy  Faults, 
To  prefs  my  poor  Heart  thus.    Can  I  believe. 
There's  any  Seed  of  Virtue  in  that  Woman 
Left  to  fhoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  Sin 
Known,  and  fo  known  as  thine  is  ?    O  Evadne  ! 
(55)  'Wou'd,  there  were  any  Safety  in  thy  ScXj 
That  I  might  put  a  thoufand  Sorrows  off, 
And  credit  thy  Repentance  !    But  I  muft  not ; 
Thou' ft  brought  me  to  that  dull  Calamity, 
To  that  ftrange  Misbelief  of  all  the  World, 
And  all  things  that  are  in  it ;  that,  I  fear, 
I  fhall  fall  like  a  Tree,  and  find  my  Grave, 
Only  remembring  that  I  grieve. 

Evad.  My  Lord, 
Give  me  your  Griefs :  You  are  an  Innocent, 
A  Soul  as  white  as  Heav'n ;  let  not  my  Sins 
Perifh  your  noble  Youth :  I  do  not  fall  here 
To  fhadow  by  difTembling  with  my  Tears, 
(As,  all  fay.  Women  can,)  or  to  make  lefs 
What  my  hot  Will  hath  done,  which  Heav'n  and  you 
Know  to  be  tougher  than  the  Hand  of  Time 
Can  cut  from  Man's  Remembrance   no,  I  do  not ; 
I  do  appear  the  fame,  the  fame  Evadne^ 
Dreft  in  the  Shames  I  liv'd  in ;  the  fame  Monfter. 
But  thefe  are  Names  of  Honour,  to  what  I  am ; 
I  do  prefent  my  felf  the  fouleft  Creature, 
Moft  pois'nous,  dang'rous,  and  defpis'd  of  Men, 
Lerna  e'er  bred,  or  Niks ;  I  am  Hell, 
'Till  you,  my  dear  Lord,  fhoot  your  Light  into  me. 
The  Beams  of  your  Forgivenefs :  I  am  Soul-fick ; 
And  widier  with  the  Fear  of  one  condemn' d, 

(5O  ''^ould  there  ivere  any  Safety  z>  thy  Sexy^  i.  e.  any  Security, 
any  Truft,  or  Belief  to  be  repofed  in  them. 

'Till 
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'Till  I  have  got  your  Pardon.    Jmin.  Rife,  Evadne, 

Thofe  heav'nly  Pow'rs,  that  put  this  Good  into  thee. 

Grant  a  Continuance  of  it :  1  forgive  thee  ; 

Make  thy  felf  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed, 

Take  heed,  Evadne^  this  be  feriou^ ; 

IVTock  not  the  Pow'rs  above,  that  can  and  dare 

Give  thee  a  great  Example  of  their  Juftice  ^ 

To  all  enfuing  Eyes,  if  that  thou  pi  ay  eft 

With  thy  Repentance,  the  beft  Sacrifice. 

Evad.  I  have  done  nothing  good  to  win  Belief, 
My  Life  hath  been  fo  faithlefs  ;  all  the  Creatures, 
Made  for  Heav'n's  Honours,have  their  Ends,and  good  ones. 
All  but  the  coz'ning  Crocodiles^  falfe  Women ; 
They  reign  here  like  thofe  Plagues,  thofe  killing  Sores, 
Men  pray  againft;  and  when  they  die,  like  Tales 
111  told,  and  unbeliev'd,  they  pafs  away. 
And  go  to  Duft  forgotten :  But,  my  Lord, 
Thofe  fhort  Days  I  fhall  number  to  my  Reft, 
(As  many  muft  not  fee  me)  ftiall,  though  late. 
Though  in  my  Evening,  yet  perceive  a  Will, 
Since  1  can  do  no  Good  becaufe  a  Woman, 
Reach  conftantly  at  fomething  that  is  near  it ; 
I  will  redeem  one  Minute  of  my  Age, 
Or,  like  another  Niobe,  I'll  weep 
'Till  I  am  Water. 

Amin.  I  am  now  diflblv'd  : 
My  frozen  Soul  melts  :  May  each  Sin  thou  haft, 
Find  a  new  Mercy !  Rife,  I  am  at  Peace  : 
Hadft  thou  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good. 
Before  that  Devil  King  tempted  thy  Frailty, 
Sure,  thou  hadft  made^^ar.    Give  me  thy  Hand ; 
From  this  time  1  wiJl  know\thee,  and  as  far 
As  Honour  gives  me  Leave!  be  thy  Amintor. 
When  we  meet  next,  I  will  falute  thee  fairly. 
And  pray  the  Gods^tcrgTve  thee  happy  Days : 
My  Charity  ftiall  go  along  with  thee. 
Though  my  Embraces  muft  be  fa^  from  thee. 
I  ftiould  ha'  kiird  thee,  but  this  fweet  Repentance 
Locks  up  my  Vengeance,  for  which  thus  I  kifs  thee. 
The  laft  kifs  we  muft  takes  and  'wou'd  to  Heav'n 
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The  Holy  Prieft,  that  gave  our  Hands  together. 
Had  giv'n  us  equal  Virtues !    Go,  Evadne ; 
The  Gods  thus  part  our  Bodies,  have  a  care 
My  Honour  falls  no  farther,  I  am  well  then. 

Evad.  All  the  dear  Joys  here,  and  above  hereafter. 
Crown  thy  fair  Soul !  Thus  I  take  Leave,  my  Lord  • 
^nd  never  (hall  you  fee  the  foul  Evadne^ 
*Till  fhe  have  try'd  all  honour'd  Means  that  may 
Set  her  in  Reft,  and  wafti  her  Stains  away. 

[  Exeunt^  feverally. 

Banquet.  Enter  Kingy  Calianax.  Hoboys  play  within. 

King.  I  cannot  tell  how  1  fhou*d  credit  this 
From  you,  that  are  his  Enemy.    Cal.  1  am  fure. 
He  faid  it  to  me,  and  I'll  juftify  it 
What  way  he  dares  oppofe;  but  with  my  Sword. 

King,  But  did  he  break,  without  all  Circumftance, 
To  you  his  Foe,  that  he  wou'd  have  the  Fort 
To  kill  me,  and  then  efcape?    Cal.  If  he  deny  it, 
rjl  make  him  blufh.    King.  It  founds  incredibly. 

Cal.  Ay,  fo  does  every  thing  I  fay  of  late. 

King.  Not  fo,  Calianax.    Cal.  Yes,  1  fhou'd  fit 
Mute,  whilft  a  Rogue  with  ftrong  Arms  cuts  your  Throat. 

King.  Well,  I  will  try  him,  and,  if  this  be  true, 
ril  pawn  my  Life,  I'll  find  it ;  if 't  be  falfe. 
And  that  you  cloathe  your  Hate  in  fuch  a  Lye, 
You  fhall  hereafter  doat  in  your  own  Houfe, 
Not  in  the  Court. 

Cal.  Why,  if  it  be  a  Lie, 
Mine  Ears  are  falfe ;  for,  I'll  be  fworn,  I  heard  it : 
Old  Men  are  good  for  nothing ;  you  were  beft 
Put  me  to  Death  for  hearing,  and  free  him 
For  meaning  of  it ;  you  wou'd  ha'  trufted  nie 
Once,  but  the  time  is  altered.    King.  And  will  ftill. 
Where  I  may  do't  with  Juftice  to  the  World ; 
You  have  no  Wltnefs.  Cal.  Yes,  my  felf.  King.  No  more, 
I  mean,  there  were  that  heard  it,    Cal.  Kow,  no  more  ? 
Would  you  have  more?  why  am  not  I  enough 
To  hang  a  thoufand  Rogues  ?    King.  But  fo  you  may 
Hang  honeft  Men  too  if  you  pleafe.    Cal.  I  may ; 
*Tis  hke,  I  will  do  fo;  there  are  a  hundred 

Will 
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Will  fwear  it  for  a  Need  too,  if  I  fay  it. 

King,  Such  WitnefTes  we  need  not.  CaL  And  'tis  hard 
If  my  Word  cannot  hang  a  boifteroiis  Knave, 

King,  Enough  \  where 's  Strato  ? 

Enter  Strato. 

Stra.  Sir! 

King.  Why,  where  is  all  the  Company?  call  Amintor  in, 
Evadne^  where's  my  Brother,        Melantius  ? 
Bid  him  come  too,  and  Dipbilus ;  call  all,    {Exit  Strato. 
That  are  without  there.  If  he  fhould  defire 
The  Combat  of  you,  'tis  not  in  the  Pow'r 
Of  all  our  Laws  to  hinder  it,  unlefs 
We  mean  to  quit  'em.    Cal.  Why,  if  you  do  think 
'Tis  fit  an  old  Man  and  a  Counfellor 
Do  fight  for  what  he  fays,  then  you  may  grant  it. 

Enter  Amintor,  Evadne,  Melantius,  Diphilus, 
Lyfippus,  Cleon,  Strato. 

King.  Come,  Sirs;  Jmintor^  thou  art  yet  a  Bridegroom, 
And  I  will  ufe  thee  fo ;  thou  fhalt  fit  down ;  ^ 
Evadne^  fit,  and  you  Amintor  too ; 
This  Banquet  is  for  you.  Sir :  Who  has  brought 
A  merry  Tale  about  him,  to  raife  a  Laughter 
Amongft  our  Wine  ?  Why,  Strato^  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  wilt  chop  out  with  them  unfeafonably. 
When  I  defire  'em  not. 

Stra.  'Tis  my  ill  Luck,  Sir,  fo  to  fpend  them  then. 

(56)  King.  Reach  me  a  Boul  of  Wine :  Melantius, 
Thou  art  fad.    Mel.  I  fliould  be.  Sir,  the  merrieft  here. 
But  I  ha'  ne'er  a  Story  of  mine  own 
Worth  telling  at  this  time.    King,  Give  me  the  Wine, 
Melantius^  I  am  now  confidering. 
How  eafy  *twere  for  any  Man  we  truft 
To  poifon  one  of  us  in  fuch  a  Boul. 

(56)  King.  Reach  me  a  Boul  of  Wine\  Melantius,  thou  art  fad. 
Amin.  /  fhould  he  Sir,  &c.]  I  have  adjufted  the  Metre, 
which  was  confufed ;  and,  by  the  Afliftance  of  the  old  ^arto  in  1619, 
affixM  the  Reply  to  the  right  Charaftcr.  The  King  addrefs'd  himfelf 
to  Melantius ;  and  what  Impertinence  it  is  in  Amintor  to  take  his 
Friend's  Anfwer  out  of  his  Mouth  ? 

Mel. 
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Mel  I  think,  it  were  not  hard.  Sir,  for  a  Knave. 
CaL  Such  as  you  are. 

King,  rfaith,  'tv/ere  eafy,  it  becomes  us  well 
To  get  plain-dealing  Men  about  our  felves. 
Such  as  you  all  are  here.    Amintor^  to  thee. 
And  to  thy  fair  Evadne,    MeL  Have  you  thought 
Of  this,  Calianax?  .  [Jfide. 

CaL  Yes,  marry,  have  I . 

MeL  And  what's  your  Refolution  } 

CaL  Ye  fliall  have  it  foundly. 

King,  Reach  to  Amintor^  Strata,  Amin,  Here,  my  Love, 
This  Wine  will  do  thee  Wrong,  for  it  will  fet 
Blulhes  upon  thy  Cheeks,  and  'till  thou  doft 
A  Fault,  'twere  Pity. 

King.  Yet  I  wonder  much 
At  the  ftrange  Delperation  of  thefe  Men, 
That  dare  attempt  fuch  Ads  here  in  our  State  5 
He  could  not  'fcape,  that  did  it.    MeL  Were  he  known, 
Impoffible.    King.  It  would  be  known,  Melantius. 

MeL  It  ought  to  be;  if  he  got  then  away. 
He  muft  wear  all  our  Lives  upon  his  Sword ; 
He  need  not  fly  the  Ifland,  he  muft  leave 
No  one  alive.    King.  No ;  I  fhould  think,  no  Man 
Cou'd  kill  me  and  'fcape  clear,  but  that  old  Man. 
CaL  But  I !  Heav'n  blcfs  me !  I,  Ihould  I,  my  Liege? 
King.  I  do  not  think,  thou  would'ft ;  but  yet  thou  might'ftj 
For  thou  haft  in  thy  Hands  the  Means  to  'fcape. 
By  keeping  of  the  Fort ;  he  has,  Melantius^ 
And  he  has  kept  it  well    MeL  From  Cobwebs,  Sir, 
*Tis  clean  fwept :  I  can  find  no  other  Art 
In  keeping  of  it  now,  'twas  ne'er  befieg'd 
Since  he  commanded  it.    CaL  I  fhall  be  fure 
Of  your  good  Word,  but  I  have  kept  it  fafe 
From  fuch  as  you.    MeL  Keep  your  ill  Temper  in, 
I  Ipeak  no  Malice;  had  my  Brother  kept  it, 
I  fhou'd  ha'  faid  as  much    King.  You  are  not  merry ; 
Brother,  drink  Wine ;  fit  you  all  ftill !  Calianax  [JJide. 
I  cannot  truft  thus :  I  have  thrown  out  Words, 
That  would  have  fetch'd  warm  Blood  upon  the  Cheeks 
Of  guilty  Men,  and  he  is  never  mov'd  5  •  i 

He 
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He  knows  no  fuch  Thing.    CaL  Impudence  may  'fcape. 

When  feeble  Virtue  is  accus'd.    King,  He  muft. 

If  he  were  guilty,  feel  an  Alteration 

At  this  our  Whifper^  whilft  We  point  at  him, 

You  fee,  he  does  not.    Col.  -Let  him  hang  himfelf ; 

What  care  I,  what  he  does.**'  this  he  did  fay. 

(57)  King.  Melantius^  you  can  eafily  conceive 
What  I  have  meant  ;  for  Men,  that  are  in  Fault, 
Can  fubtly  apprehend  when  others  aim 
At  what  they  do  amifs ;  but  I  forgive 
Freely  before  this  Man ;  Hea^'n  do  fo  too ! 
I  wiU  not  touch  thee,  fo  much  as  with  Shame 
Of  telling  it    let  it  be  fo  no  more. 

Cal,  Why,  this  is  very  fine.    Mel.  I  cannot  tell  ' 
What  'ds  you  mean,  but  i  am  apt  enough 
Rudely  to  thruft  into  an  ignorant  Fault, 
But  let  me  know  it ;  happily;  'tis^  nought 
But  Mifconfl:ru61ion ;  and,  where  I  am  clear, 
I  will  not  take  Forgivencfs  of  the  Gods, 
Much  lefs  of  you.    K.no-.  Nay,  if  yoa  ftahd  fo  fl:ifT', 
I  fhall  call  back  my  Mercy.    Mel.  I  want  Smoothiiefs 
To  thank  a  Man  for  pardoning  of  a  Crime 
I  never  knew. 

King.  Not  to  inftrud  your  Knowledge^  but  to  fliew  you 
My  Ears  are  every  where ;  you  mea.nt  to  kill  mfe, 
And  get  the  Fort  to  'fcape.    MeL  Pardon  me/'Sir ; 
My  Bluntnefs  will  be  pardoned :  (58)  You  preferve 
A  Race  of  idle  People  here  about  you. 
Facers,  and  Talkers,  to  defame  the  Worth 

(57)  Melantms,  you  C2Lnnot  eajily  cone ei've]  All  the  Copies,  afcer  the 
fourth  Impreflion  in  ^arto,  in  163^,  have  deftroy'd  the"  Senfe  and 
Mcafure  too  by  this  Negative.  I  have  made  bold  to  expunge  it,  by 
the  Authority  of  the  better  Copies. 

(S^)  '      ■    ■  .  Tou  prefer^ve 

A  Race  of  idle  Veople  here  about you^ 

Eaters  and  Talker $,"1  This  is  the  Reading  of  the  more  modern 
Copies,  after  the  Demife  of  the  Authors;  and,  as  I  prefume,  an  Al- 
teration made  by  the  Players,  who  either  did  not  underftand,  or  like 
the  Sound  of,  the  original  Word.  Facers  is  the  Reading  of  the  eldeft 
^arto  ;  and,  I  dare  fay,  the  Term  intended  by  the  Poets ;  fmce  they  "' 
Vol.  I.  .F  make 
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Of  thofe  that  do  things  worthy.  The  Man  that  utter'd  this 

Had  perifh'd  without  Food,  be't  who  it  will. 

But  for  this  Arm  that  fenc'd  him  from  the  Foe. 

And  if  I  riiought  you  gave  a  Faith  to  this. 

The  Plainnefs  of  my  Nature  would  fpeak  more ; 

Give  me  a  Pardon  (for  you  ought  to  do't) 

To  kill  him  that  Ipake  this.    Cah  Ay,  that  will  be 

The  End  of  aU,  then  I  am  fairly  paid 

For  all  my  Care  and  Service.    MeU  That  old  Man 

"Who  calls  me  Enemy,  and  of  whom  I 

(Though  I  will  never  match  my  Hate  fo  low) 

Have  na^bod  Thought,  would  yet,  I  think,  excufe  me. 

And  fwear,  he  thought  me  wrong'd  in  this.  CaL  Who,  I  ? 

Thou  fhamelefs  Fellow !  Didft  thou  not  fpeak  to  me 

Of  it  thy  felf  ?    MeL  O,  then  it  came  from  him 

CaL  From  me!  who  fhould  it  come  from  but,  from  me? 

MeL  Nay,  I  believe,  your  Malice  is  enough. 
But  I  ha*  loft  my  Anger.    Sir,  I  hope. 
You  are  well  fatisfied.    King,  Lyjtppus^  chear 
Amintor  and  his  Lady ;  there's  no  Sound 
Comes  from  you;  I  will  come  and  do't  my  felf. 

Amin,  You  have  done  already.  Sir,  for  me,  I  thank  you. 

King,  Melantius^  I  do  credit  this  from  him. 
How  flight  foe'er  you  make't. 

MeL  *Tis  ftrange,  you  fhould. 

CaL  'Tis  ftrange,  he  Ihould  believe  an  old  Mart's  Word, 
That  never  Uedm  his  Life.    MeL  I  talk  not  to  thee ; 
Shall  the  wild  Words  of  this  diftemper'd  Man, 
Fran  tick  ^th  Age  and  Sorrow,  make  a  Breach 
Betwixt  your  Majefty  and  me  ?    'Twas  wrong 
To  hearken  to  him;  but  to  credit  him. 
As  much,  at  leaft,  as  I  have  Pow'r  to  bear. 

make  ufe  of  it  in  fevcral  other  Paffagcsof  their  Works.  So  Calianax 
fays  in  the  third  Aft  of  this  Play  : 

Heave'Vir  I  may  fet  a  Face,  and  talk, 

/  am  not  *vaJianJ. 

And  fo  Ca/i^a,  towards  the  End  of  the  third  A£t  of  the  Loverj^ 
Progrefs  ; 

■  I        Leave  Facing,  ^tnvillnot  ferve  you  : 
7his  Impudence  becoma  thee  ixiorfe  than  Lying, 
kc.  Sec. 
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But  pardon  me ;  whilft  I  Ipeak  only  Truth, 

I  may  commend  my  felf  I  have  beftow'd 

My  carelefs  Blood  with  you,  and  fhou'd  be  loth 

To  think  an  Adlion  that  wou'd  make  me  lofe 

That,  and  my  Thanks  too.  When  I  was  a  Boy, 

I  thrufl  my  ielf  into  my  Country's  Caule, 

And  did  a  Deed  that  pluck'd  five  Years  from  Time, 

And  ftil'd  me  Man  then.    And  for  You,  my  King, 

(59)  Your  Subjects  all  have  fed  by  Virtue  of 

My  Arm.  This  Sword  of  mine  hath  plow'd  the  Ground^ 

And  They  have  reapt  the  Fruit  of  it  in  Peace ; 

And  You  your  felf  have  liv'd  at  home  in  Eafe. 

So  terrible  I  grew,  that  without  Swords 

My  Name  hath  fetch'd  you  Conqueft;  and  my  Heart 

And  Limbs  are  ftill  the  fame;  my  Will  as  great 

To  do  you  Service :  Let  me  not  be  paid 

With  fuch  a  ftrange  Diftruft.    King,  Melantius^ 

I  held  it  great  Injuftice  to  believe 

Thine  Enemy,  and  did  not ;  if  I  did, 

I  do  not,  let  that  fatisfy  :  What,  ftruck 

With  Sadnefs  all !  More  Wine,  

CaL  A  few  fine  Words 
Have  overthrown  my  Truth :  Ah,  th'art  a  ViUaln* 

Mel  Why,  thou  wert  better  let  me  have  the  Fort; 
Dotard,  I  will  difgrace  thee  thus  for  ever  ;  {^Aftde. 
There  fhall  no  Credit  lie  upon  thy  Words  5 
Think  better,  and  deliver  it.    Cal,  My  Liege^ 
He's  at  me  now  again  to  do  it  \  fpeak ; 
Deny  it,  if  thou  canft ;  examine  him 
While  he  is  hot,  for  if  he  cool  again. 
He  will  forfwear  it.    King,  This  is  Lunacy, 
I  hope,  Melantius,    Mel.  He  hath  loft  himfelf 
Much,  fince  his  Daughter  mifs'd  the  Happinefs 

(59)  Tour  SuhjeSls  all  are  fed  by  ^virtue  of  my  Arm. 
This  S<word  of  mine  hath  plouo' d  the  Ground, 
And  reapt  the  Fruit  in  Peace. 

And  your  felf  ha^ve  li'v'd  at  home  in  Eafe,  ]  We  have  only 
fomething  like  Metre  left,  and  in  the  third  Verfe  as  little  Senfe.  For 
where  is  the  Merit  of  reaping  the  Fruits  of  his  own  Valour  ?  He 
would  lay  juft  the  contrary.  The  whole,  I  am  well  affar'd,  originally 


ran,  as  1  have  regulated  it. 


F  2 


Mr.  Sfjoard^ 

My 
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My  Sifter  gain'd;  and  though  he  call  me  Foe, 
I  pity  him.    Cat.  Pity  ?  A  Pox  upon  you ! 

(60)  Mel.  Mark  his  diforder'd  Words,  and  at  the  Mafque, 
Dinger  as  knows,  he  rag'd,  and  raiPd  at  me, 
And  call'd  a  Lady  Whore,  fo  innocent 
She  underftcod  him  not   but  it  becomes 
Both  you  and  me  too  to  forgive  Diftradion  ; 
Pardon  him,  as  I  do.    Cd.  Pll  not  fpeak  for  thee. 
For  all  thy  Cunning-,  if  you  will  be  fafe 
Chop  off  his  Head,  for  there  was  never  known 
So  impudent  a  Rafcal.    King.  Some,  that  love  him. 
Get  him  to  Bed :  Why,  Pity  fhould  not  let 
Age  make  it  felf  contemptible ;  we  muft  be 
All  Old   have  him  away.    Mel.  Calianax^ 
The  King  believes  you;  come,  you  fliall  go  home. 
And  reft-,  you  ha'  done  well;  you'll  give  it  up 
When  I  have  us'd  you  thus  a  Month,  I  hope. 

CaL  Now,  now,  'tis  plain.  Sir,  he  does  move  me  ftill; 
He  fays,  he  knows  Pll  give  him  up  the  Fort, 
When  he  has  us*d  me  thus  a  Month  :  I  am  mad. 
Am  I  not,  ftill  ?    Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

CaL  I  fhall  be  mad  indeed,  if  you  do  thus  ; 
Why  would  you  truft  a  fturdy  Fellow  there 
(That  has  no  Virtue  in  him,  all's  in  his  Sword) 
Before  me  ?  Do  but  take  his  Weapons  from  him. 
And  he's  an  Afs,  and  Pm  a  very  Fool, 
Both  with  him,  and  without  him,  as  you  ufe  me. 

Omnes,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

King.  *Tis  well,  Calianax ;  but  if  you  ufe 
This  once  again,  I  fhall  intreat  fome  Other 
To  fee  your  Offices  be  well  difcharg'd. 
Be  merry.  Gentlemen,  it  grows  fomewhat  late. 
Amintor^  thou  would'ft  be  a-bed  again. 

Amin.  Yes,  Sir.  King.  And  you,  Evadne^  let  me  take 
Thee  in  my  Arms,  Melantius^  and  believe 
Thou  art,  as  thou  deferveft  to  be,  my  Friend 

_    (6©)  King.  Mark  his  diforderd  tVords^  and,  at  the  Mafque^ 

Mel.  Diagoras  knonus^  &c.  ]  I  have  afiixM  the  Lines  here 
to  the  right  Charafters,  from  the  Authority  of  the  Eldeft  ^arto. 
Mr.  Seaward  likewife  prefc'rib'd  this  Alteration  to  me. 

Still, 
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Still,  and  for  ever.    Good  Caliqnax^ 
Sleep  foundly,  it  will  bring  thee  to  thy  felf. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Mel.  and  Cal. 

CaL  Sleep  foundly  !  I  fleep  foundly  now,  I  hope, 
I  cou'd  not  be  thus  elfe.    How  dar*fl  thou  (lay 
Alone  with  me,  knowing  how  thou  haft  us'd  me  ? 

Mel.  You  cannot  blaft  me  with  your  Tongue,  and  that's 
The  ftrongeft  Part  you  have  about  you.    CaL  I 
Do  look  for  fome  great  Punifhment  for  this, 
For  I  begin  to  forget  all  my  Hate, 
And  takc't  unkindly  that  mine  Enemy  * 
Should  ufe  me  fo  extremely  fcurvily. 

Mel.  I  lliall  melt  too,  if  you  begin  to  take 
Unkindneffes :  I  never  meant  you  Hurt. 

Cal.  Thou'lt  anger  me  again ;  thou  wretched  Rogue, 
Meant  me  no  Hurt !  Difgrace  me  with  the  King 
Lofe  all  my  Offices !  This  is  no  Hurt, 
Is  it  ?  I  prithee,  what  doft  thou  call  Hurt  ^ 

Mel.  To  poifon  Men,  becaufe  they  love  me  not ; 
To  call  the  Credit  of  Mens  Wives  in  queftions 
To  murder  Chikiren  betwixt  me  and  Land ; 
This  is  all  Hurt.    Cal.  All  this,  thou  think' ft,  is  Sport 
For  mine  is  worfe :  But  ufe  thy  Will  with  me  ; 
For  betwixt  Grief  and  Anger  I  cou'd  cry. 

Mel.  Be  wife  then,  and  be  fafe;  thou  may'ft  revenge. 

Cal.  Ay,  o'  the  King  ?  I  wou'd  revenge  o*  thee. 

Mel.  That  you  muft  plot  your  felf. 

Cal.  I'm  a  fine  Plotter. 

Mel.  The  Short  is,  I  will  hold  thee  with  the  King 
In  this  Perplexity,  till  Peeviflinefs 
And  thy  Difgrace  have  laid  thee  in  thy  Grave : 
But  if  thou  wilt  deliver  up  the  Fort, 
I'll  take  thy  trembling  Body  in  my  Arms, 
And  bear  thee  over  Dangers    thou  fhalt  hold 
Thy  wonted  State.    Cal.  If  I  fhould  tell  the  King, 
Can' ft  thou  deny' t  again?   Mel.  Try  and  believe. 

Cal.  Nay  then,  thou  canft  bring  any  thing  about : 
MelantiuSy  thou  (halt  have  the  Fort.    Mel.  Why,  well ; 
Here  let  our  Hate  be  buried,  and  this  Hand 
Shall  right  us  Both ;  give  me  thy  aged  Breaft 
To  compafs.  .       F  3  To 
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Cal,  Nay,  I  do  not  love  thee  yet  : 
I  cannot  well  endure  to  look  on  thee : 
And,  if  I  thought  it  were  a  Courtefy, 
Thou  fliould'ft  not  have  it :  But  I  am  difgrac'd  ; 
My  Offices  are  to  be  ta'en  away  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  hold  this  Fort  a  Day, 
I  do  believe,  the  King  would  take  it  from  mc. 
And  give  it  thee,  things  are  fo  ftrangely  carried; 
Ne'er  thank  me  for't ;  but  yet  the  King  fhall  know 
There  was  fome  fuch  thing  in't  I  told  him  of ; 
And  that  I  was  an  honeft  Man.    Mel  He'll  buy 
That  Knowledge  very  dearly.  J)iphilus^ 

Enter  Diphilus. 

What  News  with  thee  ?  JDiph,  This  were  a  Night  indeed 
To  do  it  in  j  the  King  hath  fent  for  her. 

Mel.  She  lhall  perform  it  then ;  go,  Diphilus^ 
And  take  from  this  good  Man,  my  worthy  Friend, 
The  Fort ;  he'll  give  it  thee.    Viph,  Ha*  you  got  that  ? 

Cal  Art  thou  of  the  fame  Breed?  canft  thou  deny 
This  to  the  King  too.^   Diph,  With  a  Confidence 
As  great  as  his.    CaL  Faith,  like  enough.    Mel,  Away, 
And  ufe  him  kindly.    Cal,  Touch  not  me,  I  hate 
The  whole  Strain  of  you :  if  thou  follow  me 
A  great  way  off,  I'll  give  thee  up  the  Fort ; 
Apd  h^ng  your  felves. 

Mel,  Be  gone.    Biph.  He's  finely  wrought. 

[Exeunt  Cal.  W  Diph. 

Afj?/.  This  is  a  Night,  *fpite  of  Aftronomers, 
To  do  the  Deed  in ;  I  will  wafh  the  Stain, 
That  refts  upon  our  Houfe,  off  with  his  Blood. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Anin,  MflantiuSy  now  affift  me :  if  thou  beeft 
That  which  thou  fay'ft,  jilTift  me :  I  have  lolt 
All  niy  Diftempers,  and  have  found  a  Rage 
So  pkafing ;  help  me.    Mel,  Who  can  fee  him  thus. 
And  not  Iwear  Vengeance  ?  What's  the  matter.  Friend  ^. 

Amin,  Out  with  thy  Sword ;  and,  hand  in  hand  with  me, 

Rufh 
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Rufh  to  the  Chamber  of  this  hated  King 
And  fink  him  with  the  Weight  of  all  his  Sins 
To  Hell  for  ever.    Mel  'Twere  a  ralh  Attempt, 
Not  to  be  done  with  Safety :  Let  your  Reafon 
Plot  your  Revenge,  and  not  your  PalTion. 

Amin.  If  thou  refufeft  me  in  thefe  Extreams, 
Thou  art  no  Friend :  He  fent  for  her  to  me ; 
ByHeav'n,  tome;  myfelfj  and,  I  muft  tell  ye, 
I  love  her  as  a  Stranger;  there  is  Worth 
In  that  vile  Woman,  worthy  things,  Melantius  ; 
And  fhe  repents.    I'll  do't  my  felf  alone. 
Though  I  be  (lain.    Farewel.    Mel.  He'll  overthrow 
My  whole  Defign  with  Madnefs.    AmntoVy  think 
What  'tis  thou  doft;  I  dare  as  much  as  Valour; 
But  'tis  the  King,  the  King,  the  King,  Amintory 
With  whom  thou  fight'ft  ;  1  know,  that  he  is  honeft, 

S^Afidt. 

And  this  will  work  with  him.    Amm.  I  cannot  tell 
What  thou  haft  faid ;  but  thou  has  charm'd  my  Sword 
Out  of  my  Hand,  and  left  me  fhaking  here 
Defencelefs.    Mel  1  will  take  it  up  for  thee. 

Amin.  What  a  wild  Beaft  is  uncollefted  Man ! 
(6i)  The  Thing,  that  we  call  Honour,  bears  us  all 
Headlong  to  Sin,  and  yet  it  felf  is  not  one. 

Mel.  Alas,  how  variable  are  thy  Thoughts ! 

Amin.  Juft  like  my  Fortunes :  I  was  run  to  that 
I  purpos'd  to  have  chid  thee  for.    Some  Plot 
I  did  diftruft,  thou  hadft  againft  the  King, 
By  that  old  Fellow's  Carriage :  but  take  heed ; 

(61)  The  Thing  that  uoe  call  Honour y  bears  us  all 

Headlong  unto  Sint  and  yet  it  felf  is  nothing.]  This  is  One 
©f  thofe  Places,  which  was  in  danger  of  being  irrecoverably  fpoilt ; 
becaufe,  as  it  carries  fomething  of  Senfe  with  it,  the  exafteft  Reader, 
unlefs  particularly  attentive,  (which  no  Man  can  be  at  all  times) 
might  overlook  it.  But  what,  can  Amintor,  who  has  fo  nice  a  Senfe 
of  Honour,  fay,  that 'tis  nothing?  falfiaffein  his  Catechifm  might 
properly  fay  fo;  becaufe  it  was  nothing  he  could  either  fee,  feel,  cat, 
or  drink  -.  But  a  Man,  who  had  fo  ftrong  a  Feeling  of  it  as  Amintor^ 
could  not  join  with  him.  It  was  then  very  near  hurrying  him  into 
Treafon,  a  Crime  his  Confcience,  when  awaken'd,  ftartledat.  Hov/ 
beautiful  therefore  is  the  Sentiment,  as  the  Poets  undoubtedly  wrote  it  ? 

Mr.  Seaward. 

F  4  There's 
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There's  not  the  leaft  Limb  growing  to  a  King, 
But  carries  Thunder  in  it.    Mel.  I  have  none  [ber, 
Againft  him.    Amin.  Why?  come  then ;  and  ftill  remem- 
We  may  not  think  Reverige.    Mel,  I  will  remember. 

{Exeunt, 


ACT  v.  '  S  C  E  N  E  L 

An  Antechamber  to  the  King'j  Bedchamber. 

Enter  Evadne,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Evad,  C  I R,  is  the  King  a-bed  ? 

Gent,  Madam,  an  Hour  ago. 

Evad,  Give  me  the  Key  then,  and  let  none  be  near ; 
'Tis  the  King's  Pleafure. 

Gent,  I  underftand  you,  Madam, 
'Would,  it  were  mine.   I  muft  not  wifh  good  Reft 
Unto  your  Ladyfhip.'    Evad,  You  talk,  you  talk. 

Gent,  *Tis  all  I  dare  do.  Madam  ;  but  the  King 
Will  wake  and  then,-*-^ — - 

Evad,  Saving  your  Imagination,  pray,  good  Night,  Sir. 

Gent,  A  good  Night  be  it  then,  and  a  long  one.  Madam. 
I  am  gone.  ' 

Evad,  The- Night  grows  horrible,  and  all  about  me 
Like  my  black  Purpofe.    O  the  Confcience 
Of  a  loft  Virgin!  Whither  wilt  thou  pull  me }  ,  | 

To  what  things  difmal,  as  the  Depth  of  Hell, 
(62)  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  Let  no  Woman  dare 
From  this  Hour  be  difloyal :  If  her  Heart  be 
Flefli,  if  fti'have  Blood,  and  can  fear  ;  'tis  a  Daring 
Above  that  delperate  Fool  that  left  his  Peace, 

(62)       ■■     ■         Let  no  Man  dare 

From  this  Hour  be  dijloyal:  If  her  Heart 

"Be  Flejh,  &c.]  Thus  the  FoUo  in  1679,  fubfequent 
Editions,  to  the  Detriment  both  of  the  Numbers  and  Grammar.  I 
have  retrieved  the  Reading  of  the  old  ^arto^s  in  1619,  1622,  and 
1630  J  which  cures  the  JLamenefs  of  the  Metre,  and  the  Defed  in 
Concord. 

And 
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And  went  to  Sea  to  fight :  'Tis  fo  many  Sins, 
(63)  An  Age  cannot  repent  'em ;  and  fo  great. 
The  Gods  want  Mercy  for :  Yet  I  muft  through  'em. 
1  have  begun  a  Slaughter  on  my  Honour, 
And  I  muft  end  it  there : 

[ A  Door  is  open'd^  and  the  King  dtfcover'd  a-hd. 
He  deeps.    Good  Heav'ns! 
Why  give  you  Peace  to  this  untemperate  Beaft, 
That  hath  fo  long  tranfgrefs'd  you  ?  I  muft  kill  him. 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely :  The  meer  Joy 
Tells  me,  I  merit  in  it :  Yet  I  muft  not 
Thus  tamely  do  it,  as  he  deeps ;  that  were 
To  rock  him  to  another  World :  My  Vengeance 
Shall  take  him  waking,  and  then  lay  before  liim 
The  Number  of  his  Wrongs  and  Punifhments. 
ril  ftiake  his  Sins  like  Furies,  'till  I  waken 
His  evil  Angel,  his  fick  Confcience; 
And  then  I'll  ftrike  him  dead. —  King,  by  your  Leave : 

\^ies  his  Arms  to  the  Bed. 
I  dare  not  truft  your  Strength.    Your  Grace  and  I 
Muft  grapple  upon  even  Terms  no  more. 

So,  if  he  rail  me  not  from  my  Refolution, 

I  jfhall  be  ftrong  enough.    My  Lord  the  King ! 
My  Lord  1  he  fleeps,  as  if  he  meant  to  wake 
No  more  ;  my  Lord ;  is  he  not  dead  already  ? 
My  Lord  ;  

King,  Who's  that }    Emd.  O  you  deep  foundly.  Sir! 

King,  My  dear  Evadne^ 
I  have  been  dreaming  of  thee  5  come  to  Bed. 

(63)  '  fo  many  Sins, 

An  Age  cannot  prevent  ^em ;]  If  a  Woman  be  dlfloyal,  and 
actually  dares  to  commit  the  Sin,  how  can  an  Age,  or  twenty 
Ages,  prenjent  it?  Yet  thus  all  the  Editions,  that  I  have  ever  feen, 
without  Regard  to  Common-fenfe.  The  flight  Emendation,  that  I  have 
ventured  at,  departs  but  very  little  from  the  Traces  of  the  Letters, 
but  gives  a  very  confiderable  Alteration  in  Sentiment :  Viz.  That  a 
Woman,  who  once  tranfgrefles  againlt  her  conjugal  Fidelity,  plucks 
fo  many  Sins  on  herfelf  in  Confequence  of  it ;  that,  if  She  were  to 
live  an  Hundred  Years,  She  would  not  have  fufficient  Time  to  repent 
of  them.  Both  Mr.  Se'voard  and  Mr.  Sympfon  concurrM  with  me  in 
Jliirdng  this  Emendation. 

Evad, 
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Evad.  I  am  come  at  length.  Sir,  but  how  welcome  ? 
King,  What  pretty  new  Device  is  this,  Evadne? 

(64)  What,  do  you  tie  me  to  you  ?  By  my  Life, 
This  is  a  quaint  one  :  Come,  my  Dear,  and  kifs  me ; 

(65)  rU  be  thy  Mars-,  to  Bed,  my  Queen  of  Love : 
Let  us  be  caught  together,  that  the  Gods 

May  fee,  and  envy  our  Embraces. 

Evad,  Stay,  Sir,  llay 
You  are  too  hot,  and  I  have  brought  you  Phyfick 
To  temper  your  high  Veins. 

King,  Prithee,  to  Bed  then;  let  me  take  it  warm  ; 
There  you  fhall  know  the  State  of  my  Body  better. 

Evad,  I  know,  you  have  a  forfeited  foul  Body  ; 
And  you  muft  bleed. 

King,  Bleed! 

Evad.  Ay,  you  fliall  bleed :  Lie  ftill ;  and  if  the  Devil, 
Your  Luft,  will  give  you  Leave,  repent :  This  Steel 
Comes  to  redeem  the  Honour  that  you  ftole, 
King,  my  fair  Name ;  which  nothing  but  thy  Death 
Can  anfwer  to  the  World.    King.  How's  this,  Evadne? 

Evad,  I  am  not  fhe ;  nor  bear  I  in  this  Breaft 
So  much  cold  Spirit  to  be  call'd  a  Woman : 
I  am  a  Tiger;  I  am  any  thing. 
That  knows  not  Pity.  Stir  not ;  if  thou  doft, 
I'll  take  thee  unprepar'd;  thy  Fears  upon  thee. 
That  make  thy  Sins  look  double  ;  and  fo  fend  thee 

(66)  (By  my  Revenge,  I  will)  to  feek  thofe  Torments 

(64)  What  do  you  tye  me  to  you  by  my  Lo'veP']  This  is  the  Nonfenfi- 
cal  Reading  and  Punctuation  of  all  the  Editions.  I  need  not  ufe  any 
Words  to  juftify  the  Alieration  I  have  made:  The  Keafon  for  it  is 
felf-evident. 

(65)  77/  6e  tfyMcLTs;]  The  Allufion  here  is  to  the  Words  of  Ovid 
in  the  fourth  Book  of  his  Metamorphofesy  where  Mars  and  Vejius  arc 
caught  in  Conjundlion  by  a  fubtlc  Net  which  her  Husband  Vulcan  had 
bound  over  them,  and  expofed  them  to  the  View  of  the  Gods. 

 Turpes  jacuere  ligati 

Turpiter,  atque  aliquis  de  Diis  non  trifiihus  optat 
Sic  fieri  turpis. 

(66)  ■  —  to  look  thofe  Torments 

Prepard  for  fuch  black  Souls.]  Look  occurs  in  the  Line  im- 
mediately preceding ;  and  the  Repetition  of  it  is  n©  manner  of  Ele- 
gance. Befides,  to  look  thofe  Torments,  is  no  Englifh  ExpreiTion  :  It 
muft  cither  be,  feek^  or  brottk,  ^        ,  , 

^  Prepar  d 
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PreparM  for  fuch  black  Souls. 

King.  Thou  doft  not  mean  this ;  'tis  impolTihle : 
Thou  art  too  fweet,  and  gentle. 

Evad.  No,  I  am  not: 
I  am  as  foul  as  thou  art,  and  can  number 
As  many  fuch  Hells  here.    I  was  once  fair. 
Once  I  was  lovely ;  not  a  blowing  Rofe 
More  chaftly  fweet,  till  thou,  thou,  thou,  foul  Canker, 
(Stir  not)  didft  poifon  me :  I  was  a  World  of  Virtue^ 
Till  your  curft  Court  and  you  (Hell  blefs  you  for't !) 
With  your  Temptations  on  Temptations 
Made  me  give  up  mine  Honour:  For  which,  (King) 
I 'm  come  to  kill  thee.    King.  No.    Evad.  I  am. 

King.  Thou  art  not. 
I  prithee,  fpeak  not  thefe  things ;  thou  art  gentle. 
And  wert  not  meant  thus  rugged. 

Evad.  Peace,  and  hear  me. 
Stir  nothing  but  your  Tongue,  and  that  for  Mercy 
To  thofe  above  us ;  by  whofe  Lights  I  vow, 
Thofe  bleffed  Fires  that  fhot  to  fee  our  Sin, 
If  thy  hot  Soul  had  Subftance  with  thy  Blood, 
I  would  kill  that  too  ;  which,  being  paft  my  Steel, 
(67)  My  Tongue  fliall  reach.  Thou  art  a  fliamelefs  ViU^, 
A  thing  out  of  the  Overcharge  of  Nature ; 
Sent,  like  a  thick  Cloud,  to  dilpcrfe  a  Plague 
Upon  weak  catching  Women ;  fuch  a  Tyrant, 
That  for  his  Luft  would  fell  away  his  Subjefts  ; 
Ay,  all  his  Hcav'n  hereafter. 

King,  Hear,  Evadne, 
Thou  Soul  of  Sweetnefs,  hear !  I  am  thy  King.  [you, 

Evad.  Thou  art  my  Shame ;  lie  ftill,  there's  none  about 
Within  your  Cries ;  all  Promifes  of  Safety 
Are  but  deluding  Dreams.  Thus,  thus,  thou  foul  Man, 
Thus  I  begin  my  Vengeance.  [Stabs  him. 

King.  Hold,  Evadne ! 

(67)  — — —  fwhichf  being  paft  my  Steel, 

My  Tongue  Jha II  teach  ]  'Tis  evident  from  Common-fenfc, 
that  I  have  retrievM  the  true  Reading  here.  A  Corruption,  ex- 
a6l1y  the  fame,  had  poffefs'd  a  Paflage  in  Shakefpeare^i  Coriolanus,  till 
I  corrected  it.    Mr.  Seivard  likcwiic  ftartcd  this  Emendation  here. 

I  do 
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I  do  command  thee  hold. 

Evad,  I  do  not  mean,  Sir, 
To  part  fo  fairly  with  you  \  we  rnufl  change 
More  of  thefe  Love-tricks  yet. 

King.  What  bloody  Villain 
Provok'd  thee  to  this  Murder  ? 

Evad,  Thou,  thou,  Monller.     King,  Oh ! 

Evad,  Thou  kept'ft  me  brave  at  Court,  and  whor'd'fl: 
me,  King  ; 

Then  :married  me. to  a  young  Noble  Gendeman ; 
And  whor'd'fl:  me  ftill.      King,  Evadne^  pity  me. 

Evad.  Hell  take  me  then!  This  for  my  Lord  Amintor\ 
This  for  my  noble  .Brother  \  and  this  Stroke 
For  the  moft  wrong'd  of  Women.  \Kills  him. 

King.  Oh  !  I  die. 

Evad,  Die  all  our  Faults  together !  I  forgive  thee.  {Exit. 

Enter  two  of  the  Bedchamber. 

1 .  Come,  now  file's  gone,  let's  enter  j  the  King  expefts 
it,  and  will  be  angry. 

2.  'Tis  a  fine  Wench;  we'll  have  a  fnap  at  her  one 
of  thefe  NightSj  as  flie  goes  from  him. 

J.  Content.  How  quickly  he  had  done  with  her!  . 
I  fee.  Kings  can  ^o  more  that,  way  than  other  mortal 
People.  -  - 

2.  How  fafl:  he  is!.  I  cannot  hear  him  breathe. 

I .  Either  the  Tapirs  give  a  feeble  Light, 
Or  he  looks  very  pale.     2.  And  fo  he  does  ; 
Pray  Fleaven,  he  be  well !  let's  look :  Alas  ! 
He's  ftiff,  wounded  and  dead :  Flo,  Treafon,  Treafon ! 

1 .  Run  forth  and  call. 

2.  Treafon,  Treafon  !  {Exit  Gent. 
I .  This  will  be  laid  on  us  :  Who  can  believe, 

A  Woman  cou'd  do  this  ? 

Enter  Cleon  and  Lyfippus. 

Cleon.  How  now,  wliere's  the  Traitor  ? 

I.  Fled,  fled  away  ;  but  there  her  woful  A£l  lies  ftill. 

Cleon.  Her  Ad !  a  Woman ! 

Lyf.  Where's  the  Body.? 

I.  There. 
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I.  There. 

Lyf.  Farewel,  thou  worthy  Man !  There  were  two  Bonds 
That  tied  our  Loves,  a  Brother  and  a  King ; 
The  leaft  of  which  might  fetch  a  Flood  of  Tears : 
But  fuch  the  Mifery  of  Greatnefs  is, 
They  have  no  time  to  mourn ;  then,  pardon  me. 
Sirs,  which  way  went  fhe? 

Enter  Strato. 

Stra,  Never  follow  her  ^ 
For  Ihe,  alas!  was  but  the  Inftrument. 
News  is  now  brought  in,  that  Melantius 
II  is  got  the  Fort,  and  ftands  upon  the  Wall ; 
A  n:i  with  a  loud  Voice  calls  thofe  few,  that  pafs 
(68;  At  this  dead  time  of  Night,  delivering 
The  Innocence  of  this  Ad:. 

Lyf,  Gentlemen,  I  am  your  King. 

Stra,  We  do  acknowledge  it. 

*Lyf,  I  would,  I  were  not!  Follow,  all ;  for  this 
Muft  have  a  fudden  Stop.  [Exemt» 

Enter  Melantius,  Diphilus,  and  Calianax,  on  the 
Battlements  of  the  Fort, 

Mel,  If  the  dull  People  can  believe  I  am  arm'd, 
(Be  conftant,  Diphilus  0  now  we  have  time. 
Either  to  bring  our  banifh'd  Honours  home. 
Or  create  new  ones  in  our  Ends. 

Difh,  I  fear  not ; 
My  Spirit  lies  not  that  way.    Courage,  Calianax. 

Cal,  'Would,  I  had  any !  you  fhould  quickly  know  it. 

Mel,  Speak  to  the  People  ;  thou  art  eloquent. 

Cal,  'Tis  a  fine  Eloquence  to  come  to  the  Gallows ; 
You  were  born  to  be  my  End.  The  Devil  take  you ! 
Now  muft  I  hang  for  Company.    'Tis  ftrange, 
I  fhould  be  old,  and  neither  wife  nor  valiant. 

(68)  ■      ■         de  Havering 

7he  innocent  of  this  ASi.]  Thus  the  Folio  in  1679, 
fubfequent  Editions  from  it.  The  true  Reading  I  have  reftorcd  from 
the  old  Carta's:  And  both  Mr.  Ss^vard  2x16.  Mr.  Sympfon  faw  the 
Corruption. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lyfippus,  Diagoras,  Qeon,  Strato,  and  Guard. 

Lyf.  See,  where  he  ftands,  as  boldly  confident. 
As  it  he  had  his  full  Command  about  him. 

Stra,  He  looks,  as  if  he  had  the  better  Caufe,  Sir ; 
Under  your  gracious  Pardon,  let  me  fpeak  it ! 
Though  he  be  mighty-fpiritcd,  and  forward 
To  all  great  Things ;  to  all  Things  of  that  Danger 
Worfe  Men  fliake  at  the  telling  of  \  yet,  certainly, 
I  do  believe  him  noble ;  and  this  A<5bion 
Rather  puH'd  on,  than  fought ;  his  Mind  was  ever 
As  worthy  as  his  Hand.    Lyf,  'Tis  my  Fear  tooj 
Heaven  forgive  all !  Summon  him,  Lord  Cleon. 

Clean,  Ho,  from  the  Walls  there.  ' 

Mel,  Worthy  Cleon^  welcome ; 
We  could  have  wifli'd  you  here.  Lord ;  you  are  honeft. 

Cal,  Well,  thou  art  as  flattering  a  Knave,  though  I  dare 
not  tell  you  fo,   \^4fide. 

Lyf,  Melantius\ 

Mel,  Sir. 

Lyf.  I  am  forry,  that  we  meet  thus ;  our  old  Love 
Never  required  fuch  Diftance  pray  Heav'n, 
You  have  not  left  yourfelf,  and  fought  this  Safety 
More  out  of  Fear  than  Honour ;  you  have  loft 
A  noble  Mafter,  which  your  Faith,  Melantius^ 
Some  think,  might  have  preferv'd ;  yet  you  know  beft. 

Cal,  When  time  was,  I  was  mad;  fome,  that  dares  fight, 
I  hope,  will  pay  tWs  Rafca!. 

Mel,  Royal  young  Man,  whofe  Tears  look  lovely  on 
Had  they  been  flied  for  a  deferving  One,  [thee ! 

They  had  been  lafting  Monuments.    Thy  Brother, 
While  he  was  good,  I  call'd  him  King ;  and  ferv'd  him 
With  that  ftrong  Faith,  that  moft  unwearied  Valour, 
(69)  Pull'd  People  from  the  fartheft  Sun  to  feek  him. 
And  beg  his  Friendfhip  ;  —  I  was  then  his  Soldier. 

(69)  Puird  People  from  the  far  the fi  Sun  to  feek  him  ; 

And  by  his  Friendjhip,  1  <was  then  his  Soldier ;  ]  Thus  this 
Paffage  has  been  moft  crroneoufly  pointed  thro*  all  the  Editions,  con- 
trary to  Common-fenfe,  and  the  Author's  Intentions.  The  Word  beg 
is  owing  to  the  Authority  of  the  ^arto  in  1619 ;  which  happily  helpM 
me  to  rectify  the  Pointing  and  Senfe :  Tho*  Mr.  Seivard  likcwifc 
pointed  out  the  true  Reading.  jgut 
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But  fince  his  hot  Pride  drew  him  to  difgrace  me. 
And  brand  my  noble  Actions  with  his  Luft, 
(That  never-cur'd  Diflionour  of  my  Sifter, 
Bafe  Stain  of  Whore  in  her ;  and,  which  is  worfe. 
The  Joy  to  make  it  ftill  fo)  like  myfelf, 
Thus  have  I  flung  him  off  with  my  Allegiance ; 
And  ftand  iiere  mine  own  Juftice,  to  revenge 
What  I  have  fuflfer'd  in  him ;  and  this  old  Man, 
Wrong'd  almoft  to  Lunacy. 

Cal.  Who  I  ?  You'd  draw  me  in.  I  have  had  no  Wrong, 
I  do  difclaim  ye  all. 

Mel.  The  Ihort  is  this  •, 
'Tis  no  Ambition  to  lift  up  myfelf 
Urgeth  me  thus ;  I  do  defire  again 
To  be  a  Subjeft,  fo  I  may  be  freed ; 
If  not,  I  know  my  Strength,  and  will  unbuild 
This  goodly  Town ;  be  fpeedy,  and  be  wife. 
In  a  Reply.     Stra,  Be  fudden.  Sir,  to  tie 
All  up  again ;  what's  done  is  paft  Recall, 
And  paft  you  to  revenge  ;  and  there  are  thoufands. 
That  wait  for  fuch  a  troubled  Hour  as  this  ; 
Throw  him  the  Blank.    Lyf,  Melantius^  write  in  that 
Thy  Choice,  my  Seal  is  at  it. 

MeL  It  was  our  Honours  drew  us  to  this  Aft, 
Not  Gain ;  and  we  will  only  work  our  Pardon. 

CaL  Put  my  Name  in  too. 

Diph.  You  difclaim'd  us  but  now,  Calianax, 

CaL  That's  all  one  ; 
ril  not  be  hang'd  hereafter  by  a  Trick ; 
I'll  have  it  in. 

Mel,  You  fhall,  you  fhall ; 
Come  to  the  back  Gate,  and  we'll  call  you  King, 
And  give  you  up  the  Fort. 

Lyf.  Away,  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Amlntor'^  Houfe. 

Enter  Afpatia  in  Man's  Apparel, 

Afp.  This  is  my  fatal  Hour ;  Heav'n  may  forgive 
My  rafti  Attempt,  that  caufelefly  hath  laid 

Griefs 


8o  lloe  Maid's  "Tragedy. 

Griefs  on  me  that  will  never  let  me  reft : 
And  put  a  Woman's  Heart  into  my  Breaft. 
It  is  more  Flonour  for  you,  that  I  die  ; 
For  Ihe,  that  can  endure  the  Mifery 
That  I  have  on  me,  and  be  patient  too. 
May  live,  and  laugh  at  all  that  you  can  do. 
God  fave  you,  Sir  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser,  And  you,  Sir ;  what's  your  Bufinefs  ? 

Jfp.  With  you,  Sir,  now,  to  do  me  the  fair  Office 
To  help  me  to  your  Lord. 

Ser.  What,  wou'd  you  ferve  him  ? 

Jfp,  I'll  do  him  any  Service ;  but,  to  haftc. 
For  my  Affairs  are  earneft,  I  defire 
To  fpeak  with  him.    Ser.  Sir,  caufe  you're*  in  fuch  hafte, 
I  would  be  loth  delay  you  any  longer : 
You  cannot. 

Jfp.  It  ftiall  become  you  tho',  to  tell  your  Lord. 

(70)  Ser,  Sir,  he  will  fpeak  with  no  Body :  But  in  par- 
ticular I  have  in  Charge,  about  no  weighty  Matters. 

Jfp,  This  is  moft  ftrange :  Art  thou  Gold-proof  there's 
Help  me  to  him.  [for  thee ; 

Ser.  Pray,  be  not  angry.  Sir;  Til  do  my  beft. 

Jfp.  How  ftubbornly  this  Fellow  anfwer'd  me ! 
There  is  a  vile  difhoneft  Trick  in  Man, 
More  than  in  Women :  All  the  Men  I  meet 
Appear  thus  to  me,  are  all  harlh  and  rude  ; 
And  have  a  Subtilty  in  every  thing. 
Which  Love  could  never  know ;  but  we  fond  Women 
Harbour  the  eafieft  and  the  fmootheft  Thoughts, 
And  think,  all  fliall  go  fo ;  it  is  unjuft. 
That  Men  and  Women  fhould  be  match'd  together. 

Enter  Amintor,  and  bis  Man. 

Jmin.  Where  is  he  ^     Ser.  There,  my  Lord. 

(70)  But  in  particular  I  hanje  in  Charge,  about  no  nveigkiy  Matter s.^ 
Thefe  Words,  which  ftievv  an  Impertinence  fo  common  in  all  Servants, 
and  a  Defire  of  fifting  into  every  Body's  Bufmcfs^  are  only  to  be  found 
in  the  firft  ^arto,  in  16 19. 

Jmin, 
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Amin,  What  wou'd  you,  Sir  ? 

Afp.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordfhip  to  command  your  Man 
Out  of  the  Roorti ;  I  lliall  deliver  things 
Worthy  your  Hearing.    Amin.  Leave  us.       [Exit  SltI 

Afp,  O,  that  that  Shape 
Should  bury  Fallhood  in  it!  *.  [Aftde,-  . 

Amin,  Now  your  Will,  -Sir. 

Ajp.  When  you  know  me,  my  Lord,  you  needs  muft 
My  Bufinefs ;  and  I      not  hard  to  know  ^        .  [guefs 

(71)  For  till  the  Chance  of  War  mark'd  this  fmcoth  Face 
With  thele  few  Blemifhes,  People  would  call  me 

My.  Sifter's  Pi6lure ;  and  her,  mine  ;  in  fhort, 
I  am  the  Brother  to  the  wrong'd  Afpatia. 

Amin,  Thtwrong'd  Afpatia !  'Would,  thou  wcrt  fo  too 
Unto  the  wrong'd  Amintor!  Let  me  kifs 
That  Hand  of  thine,  in  Honour  that  I  bear 
Unto  the  wrong'd  Afpatia :  Here  I  ftand. 
That  did  it;  'would,  he  could  not !  Gentle  Youth, 
Leave  me  \  for  there  is  fom.ething  in  thy  Looks, 
That  calls  my  Sins  in  a  moft  hideous  Form 
Into  my  Mind  ;  and  I  have  Grief  enough  ^ 
Without  thy  Help.    Afp.  I  would,  I  could  with  Credit! 
Since  1  was  twelve  Years  old,  I  had  not  feen 
My  'Sifter  till  this  Hour  v  I  now  arriv'd  ; 
She  fent  for  me  to  fee  her  Marriage, 

(72)  A  woful  one:  But  They,  that  are  above. 
Have  Ends  in  every  thing.    She  us'd  few  Words  j 
But  yet  enough  to  make  me  underftand 

The  Bafenefs  of  the  Injury  you  did  her  ; 

That  little  Training,  I  have  had,  is  War  ^ 

I  m.ay  behave  myfelf  rudely  in  Peace  ; 

I  wou'd  not  though  ;  I  fhall  not  need  to  tell  you, 

(71)  For  till  the  Change  of  War]  Chance  is  a  much  more  common 
Word,  and  more  to  the  Purpofe  and  Meaning  of  the  FalTage. 

Mr,  Se^jjcrd. 

(72)   But  they  that  are  aho^ve^ 

Ha've  Ends  in  enjery  thing.]  How  nobly,  and  to  what  Ad- 
vantage, has  Shake  SPEARE  exprelVd  this  Sentiment,  in  his  Hamlet! 
 ^nd  That  Jhould  teach  us, 

There'' s  a  Divinity  that  Jha-pes  our  Ends,  k 
Rough-heiM  them  hciv  uoe  'wilL 

V  o  L.  I.  G  I  am 
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I  am  but  young    and  would  be  loth  to  lofe 
Honour,  that  is  not  eafily  gain'd  again  \ 
Fairly  I  mean  to  deal ;  the  Age  is  ftri(5l 
For  Tingle  Combats  ;  and  we  fhall  be  ftop'd. 
If  it  be  publifh'd :  If  you  like  your  Sword, 
Ufe  it ;  if  mine  appear  a  better  to  you, 
Change  ;  for  the  Ground  is  this,  and  this  the  time 
To  end  our  Difference. 

Aynin.  Charitable  Youth,  * 
(If  thou  be'fl  fuch,)  thin]<:  not,  I  will  maintain 
So  flrange  a  Wrong ;  and,  for  thy  Sifter's  fake. 
Know,  that  I  could  not  think  that  delperate  thing  • 
I  durft  not  do;  yet,  to  enjoy  tliis  World, 
I  would  not  fee  her  ;  for,  beholding  thee, 
I  am  I  know  not  w^hat  ;  if  I  have  aught. 
That  may  content  thee,  take  it  and  be  gone ; 
For  Death  is  not  fo  terrible  as  thou  ; 
Thine  Eyes  Ihoot  Guilt  into  me. 

Afp.  Thus,  flie  fwore. 
Thou  wou'dft  behave  thyfelf ;  and  give  me  Words, 
That  would  fei:ch  Tears  •into  mine  Eyes,  and  fo 
Thou  doft  indeed  \  but  yet  fhe  bad  me  watch. 
Left  I  were  cozen' d ;  and  be  furc  to  fight, 
E''er  I  return'd. 

Amin,  That  muft  not  be  with  me  \ 
For  her  I'll  die  diredlly,  but  againft  her 
Will  never  hazard  it.    Afp.  You  muft  be  urg'd ; 
I  do  not  deal  uncivilly  with  thofe 
That  dare  to  fight ;  but  fuch  a  one  as  you 
Muft  be  us'd  thus.  \She  ftrikes  him, 

Amin.  I  prithee.  Youth,  take  heed  ; 
Thy  Sifter  is  a  thing  to  me  fb  much 
Above  mine  Honour,  that  I  can  endure 
All  this ;  good  Gods !  —  a  Blow  I  can  endure  ; 
But  ftay  not,  left  thou  draw  a  timelefs  Death 
Upon  thyfelf    Afp,  Thou  art  fome  prating  Fellow ; 
One,  that  hath  ftudied  out  a  Trick  to  talk 
And  move  foft-hearted  People ;  to  be  kick'd  \She  kicks  him. 
Thus,  to  be  kick'd  —  why  ftiould  he  be  fo  flow  {^Afide, 
In  giving  me  my  Death !     Amin,  A  Man  can  bear 
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'No  more,  and  keep  his  Flefh ;  forgive  me  then  ; 
I  wou'd  endure  yet,  if  I  could  ;  now  fhew 
The  Spirit  thou  pretend'ft,  and  underftand. 


\V  hat  dofl  thou  mean  ? 
Thou  canll  not  fight :  The  Blows  thou  mak'ft  at  me 
Are  quite  befides  ;  and  thofe  I  offer  at  thee. 
Thou  Ipread'ft  thine  Arms,  and  tak'ft  upon  thy  Breaft, 
Alas !  defencelefs.  •  Jfp.  I  have  got  enough. 
And  my  Defire ;  there  is  no  Place  fo  fit 
For  me  to  die  as  here. 

Enter  Evadne,  her  Hands  bloody^  with  a  Knife, 

Evad,  Amintor^  I  am  loaden  with  Events, 
That  fly  to  make  thee  happy ;  I  have  Joys, 
That  in  a  Moment  can  call  back  thy  Wrongs, 
And  fettle  thee  in  thy  free  State  again ; 
It  is  Evadne  ftill  that  follows  thee, 
But  not  her  Mifchiefs. 

Amin\  Thou  canR  not  fool  me  to  believe  again ; 
But  thou  haft  Looks  and  Things  fo  full  of  News, 
That  I  am  ftaid. 

Evad,  Noble  Amintor^  put  off  thy  Amaze  ; 
Let  thine  Eyes  loofe,  and  fpeak,  am  I  not  fair? 
Looks  not  Evadne  beauteous  with  thefe  Rites  now.  ? 
Were  thofe  Hours  half  fo  lovely  in  thine  Eyes, 
When  our  Hands  met  before  the  Holy  Man  ? 
I  was  too  foul  witMn  to  look  fair  then ; 
Since  I  knew  111,  I  v/as  not  free  till  now. 

Amin,  There  is  Prefage  of  fome  important  thing 
About  thee,  which,  it  feems,  thy  Tongue  hath  loft. 
Thy  Hands  are  bloody,  and  thou  haft  a  Knife. 

Evad,  In  this  confifts  thy  Happinefs  and  mine. 
Joy  to  Amintor  I  for  the  King  is  dead. 

Amin,  Thofe  have  moft  Pow'r  to  hurt  us,  that  we  love  5 
We  lay  our  fleeping  Lives  within  their  Arms. 

(73)  ^^d.  underfland^ 

*fhou  hajl  no  Honour  to  Ihve ;]  This  Nonfenfe,  which  is  de- 
fcended  down  to  us  from  the  Folio  Edition  in  1679,  I  have  correfted 
by  the  Authority  of  the  three  eldeft  ^larto's.  Mr.  Seaward  likewife 
didated  to  me  the  Emendation  neceffary. 


(73)  Thou  haft  no  Hour  to  live  : 


[Xhey  fight. 
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Why,  thou  haft  rais'd  up  Mifchief  to  thfs  height. 
And  found  out  One  to  our-name  thy  other  Faults  ; 
Thou  haft  no  Intermiihon  of  thy  Sins, 
But  all- thy  Life  is  a  continued  111. 
Black  is  thy  Colour  now,  Difeafe  thy  Nature. 
Joy  to  Amintcr! — Thou  haft  touch'd  a  Life, 
The  very  Name  of  which  had  Pow'r  to  chain 
Up  all  my  Rage,  and  calm  my  wildeft  Wrongs. 

EtcJ.  'Tis  done ;  and  fince  I  could  not  find  a  way 
To  meet  thy  Love  fo  clear  as  through  his  Life, 
I  cannot  now  repent  it. 

yhm.  Cou'dft  thou  procure  the  Gods  to  fpeak  to  mc. 
To  bid  me  love  this  Woman,  and  forgive ; 
I  think,  I  fhould  fall  cur  with  them.  Behold, 
Here  lies,  a  Youth,  whofe  Wounds  bleed  in  my  Breaft, 
Sent  by  his  violent  Fate  to  fetch  his  Death 
From  my  flow  Hand :  And  to  augment  my  Woe, 
You  now  are  prefent  ftain'd  with  a  King's  Blood 
Moft  violently  flied.    This  k-eeps  Night  here, 
(74)  And  throws  an  unknown  Wildernefs  about  me. 

Jfp,  Oh,  oh,  oh!  [then, 

Jmin.  No  more,  purfue  m.e  not.  Evad.  Forgive  me 
And  take  me  to  thy  Bed :  We  may  not  part. 

Jmin,  Forbear,  be  wife,  and  let  my  Rage  go  this  way. 

Ez'ad.  'Tis  you  that  I  wou'd  ftay,  not  it. 

yimin.  Take  heed. 
It  will  return  with  me.    Evad.  If  it  ^nuft  be, 
I  fhall  not  fear  to  meet  it ;  take  me  home. 

Jmin.  Thou  Monfter  of  all  Cruelty,  forbear. 

Evad.  For  Heav'n's  fake  look  more  calm  ; 
Thine  Eyes  are  fharper 

Than  thou  canft  make-  thy  Sword,    ^nin.  Away,  away; 

Thy  Knees  are  more  to  me  than  Violence. 

I'm  worfe  than  fick  to  fee  Knees  follow  me 

For  that  I  muft  not  grant ;  for  Heav'n's  fake,  ftand. 

(74)  ■  <  an  unknoixm  Wildernefs]  This  is  a*  Word  here 

appropriated  by  the  Poets  to  fignify  WiUnefs  ;  from  the  Verb,  heivilJer. 

M  1  LTO  N  feems  to  have  been  pleas'd  with  the  Liberty  of  ufing  it  in 
this  Senfe,  as  he  has  copied  ifin  his  Paradife  Lofl  \  B.  ix.  v.*245. 
The  Paths  and  Bo^xcers  doiiut  not  hut  our  joint  Hands 
IVillkeef  from  Wildernefs  n,i-ith  Eafe\ 

EViid, 
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Evad.  Receive  me  then. 
.   Amin.  I  dare  not  flay  thy  Language ; 
Ith'  midft  of  all  my  Anger  and  my  Grief, 
Thou  doft  awake  fometliing  that  troubles  me, 
And  fays,  /  lov^d  thee  once  \  I  dare  not  flay 
Tliere  is  no  End  of  Women's  Reafoning.      [^Leaves  her, 

Evad,  Amin t or ^  thou  fhalt  love  me  once  again  ; 
Go,  I  am  calm    farewel ;  and  Peace  for  ever ! 
Evadne^  whom  thou  hat'ft,  will  die  for  thee.  [^Kills  her  felf, 

Amin,  I  have  a  little  human  Nature  yet. 
That's  left  for  thee,  that  bids  me  ftay  thy  Hand.  [Returns. 

Evad,  Thy  Hand  was  welcome,  but  it  came  too  late  \ 
Oh,  I-  am  loll !  the  heavy  Sleep  makes  Hade.    [She  dies, 

Afp.  Oh,  oh,  oh! 

Amin.  This  Earth  of  mine  doth  tremble,  and  I  feel 
A  ftark  affrighted  Motion  in  my  Blood  : 
My  Soul  grows  weary  of  her  Houfe,  and  I 
All  over  am  a  Trouble  to  my  felf. 
There  is  fome  hidden  Pow'r  in  thefe  dead  Things, 
That  calls  my  Flefn  unto  'em ;  I  am  cold  ; 
Be  refolute,  and  bear  'cm  Company  : 
There's  fomething  yet,  which  I  am  loth  to  leave. 
There's  Man  enough  in  me  to  meet  the  Fears, 
That  Death  can  bring;  and  yet,  'wou'd,  it  v/ere  done ! 
I  can  find  nothing  in  the  whole  Difcourfe 
Of  Death,  I  durft  not  meet  the  boldeft  Way ; 
Yet  ftill,  betwixt  the  Reafon  and  the  Ad, 
The  Wrong,  I  to  Afpatia  did,  liands  up. 
(75)  I  have  not  fuch  another  Fault  to  anfwer ; 
Though  fhe  may  juftly  arm  her  felf  with  Scorn 
And  Hate  of  me,  my  Soul  will  part  lefs  troubled. 
When  1  have  paid  to  her  in  Tears  my  Sorrow. 
I  will  not  leave  this  Ad  unfatisned. 
If  all,  that's  left  in  me,  can  anfwer  it. 

Afp,  Was  it  a  Dream?  There  ftands  Amintor  ftill: 
Or  r  dream  ftili. 

(75}  I  ha<ve  not  fuch  a  fault  to  anfwer, 

7h6'  Jhe  may  jufily  arm  'with  Scorn]  The  Lamenefs  of  tljefe  two 
Verfes,  borh  in  Senie  and  Meafure,  I  have  cur'd  from  the  Authority 
cf  the  three  eldeft  ^arto's,  . 

'        G  3  Amin. 
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Amin.  How  doft  thou?  Speak,  receive  my  Love,  and  " 
Thy  Blood  climbs  up  to  his  old  Place  again :        [Help  : 
There's  Hope  of  thy  Recovery.  . 

Jfp,  Did  you  not  name  AJpaiia?    Amin.  I  did. 

Afp.  And  talk'd  of  Tears  and  Sorrow  unto  her? 

Amin.  'Tis  true,  and  'till  thefe  happy  Signs  in  thee 
Did  ftay  my  Courfe,  'twas  thither  I  was  going. 

Afp,  Thou'rt  there  already,  and  thefe  Wounds  are  hers: 
Thofe  Threats,  I  brought  with  me,  fought  not  Revenge ; 
But  came  to  fetch  this  BlelTing  from  thy  Hand. 
I  am  Afpatia  yet.  

Amin.  Dare  my  Soul  ever  look  abroad  again  ? 

Afp,  I  fhall,  fure,  live,  Amintor\  I  am  well: 
A  kind  of  healthful  Joy  wanders  within  me. 

(76)  Amin.  The  World  wants  Lives  to  expiate  thy  Lofs : 
Come,  let  me  bear  thee  to  fome  Place  of  Help. 

Afp.  Amintor^  thou  muft  ftay,  I  muft  reft  here ; 
My  Strength  begins  to  difobey  my  Will. 
How  doft  thou,  my  beft  Soul  ?  I  wou'd  fain  live 
Now,  if  I  cou'd:  Wou'dft  thou  have  lov'd  me  then? 

Amin.  Alas! 
All  that  I  am's  not  worth  a  Hair  from  thee. 

Afp.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  mine  Hands  grope  up  and 
And  cannot  find  thee ;  I  am  wondrous  fick :  [down, 

(76)  7he  World  ivants  Lines  to  excufe  thy  Lofs :  ]  The  Senfe  and 
Verfe  are  both  fpoird  j  I  hope,  I  have  reftored  Both.  My  Emenda- 
tion gives  this  Meaning.  All  the  Li'ves  of  all  the  Women  in  the 
World  cannot  to  me  attone  fof  the  Lofs  of  thine.  I  guefs,  that  fome 
Tranfcriber,  or  Editor,  had  firfl  by  meer  Accident  chang'd  hinjes  to 
Lines',  and  the  Word,  expiate,  not  making  the  leaft  Senfe  with  That, 
cccafion'd  fome  future  Editor,  without  Regard  to  the  Metre,  to  fub- 
llitute  excufe  inftead  of  it;  which  does  cirry  fome  Shadow  of  Senfe, 

tho'  b.ut  an  empty  ene.  This  is  the  Emendation  and  Comm.ent 

of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Senvard.  Long  before  I  received  his 

Thoughts  upon  this  PalTage,  I  had  fubftituted  with  lefs  Variation  from 
the  Text :  . 

The  World  ivants  Limits  to  excufe  thy  Lofs.  ■ 
r.  e.  Were  the  World  ever'fo  wide  and  large,  the  Lofs  of  Thee  is  fo 
great,  that  its  whole  Vafiidity,  as  Shakefpeare  fay?,  would  not  be  fuf- 
iicient  to  excufe ^  or  compenfaie  for  it.  I  have  adopted  my  Friend's 
Conjecture  into  the  Text,  becaufe  I  would  be  always  willing  to  fhew  a 
Diffidence  of  my  own  poor  Efforts.  The  Readers  will  have  the  Bene- 
fit of  both  our  Conjeftures. 

Have 
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Have  I  thy  Hand,  Amintor? 

Amin,  Thou  greateft  Bleffing  of  the  World,  thou  haft. 

Aff.  I  do  believe  thee  better  than  my  Senfe. 
Oh!  Imuftgo;  farewell.  \T>ies. 

Amin,  She  fwoons:  Afpatia!  help;  forHeav'n's  Sake, 
Such  as  may  chain  Life  ever  to  this  Frame.  [Water, 
Afpatia^  fpeak:  What,  no  Help?  yet  I  fool-,. 
rU  chafe  her  Temples ;  yet  there's  nothing  ftirs ; 
Some  hidden  Pow'r  tell  her,  Amintor  calls  •, 
And  let  her  anfwcr  me  :  Afpatia^  fpeak. 
I've  heard,  if  there  be  any  Life,  but  bow 
The  Body  thus,  and  it  will  fhew  it  felf. 
Oh,  fhe  is  gone !  I  will  not  leave  her  yet.  — — 
Since  out  of  Juftice  we  muft  challenge  nothing, 
rU  call  it  Mercy  if  you'll  pity  me^ 
You  heav'nly  Powers  !  and  lend,  for  fome  few  Years, 
The  blelTed  Soul  to  this  fair  Seat  again. 
No  Comfort  comes,  the  Gods  deny  me  too, 
I'll  bow  the  Body  once  again :  Afpatia ! 
The  Soul  is  fled  for  ever ;  and  I  wrong 
My  felf,  fo  long  to  lofe  her  Company. 
Mufl  I  talk  now?  Here's  to  be  with  thee.  Love. 

[Kills  himfelf. 

Enter  Servant, 
Serv.  This  is  a  great  Grace  to  my  Lord,  to  have  the 
new  King  come  to  him  ;  I  muft  tell  him,  he  is  entring. 
O  Heav'n !  help,  help !  [Seeing  the  dead  Bodies. 

Enter  Lyfippus,  Melantius,  Calianax,  Cleon,  Diphilus, 
and  Strato. 
Lyf.  Whert^s  Amintor  P 
Stra,  O  there,  there. 
Lyf,  How  ftrange  is  this ! 
Cal.  What  fhould  we  do  here  ? 

MeL  Thefe  Deaths  are  fuch  acquainted  Things  with  me. 
That  yet  my  Heart  difTolves  not.  •  May  I  fland 
Stiff  here  for  ever !  Eyes,  call  up  your  Tears ; 
This  15  Amintor*:  Heart !  he  was  my  Friend ; 
Melt,  now  it  flows-,  Amintor^  give  a. Word 
To  call  me  to  thee.  • 

Amin,  Oh!  G  4  M^l* 
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Mel.  Melantiiis  calls  his  Friend  Amintor  \  Oh, 
Thy  Arms  are  kinder  to  me  than  thy  Tongue 
Speak,  ipeak.  •  . 

Amin.  What  ? . 

Mel.  That  httle  Word  was  more  worth  all  the  Sounds 
That  ever  I  fhall  hear  again.    Difh.  O  Brother! 
Here  lies  oiw  Sifter  (lain;  you  lofe  your  Self 
In  Sorrow  there.    Mel.  Why,  Diphilus^  it  is 
A  thing  to  laugh  at  in  relped:  of  this ; 
Here  was  my  Sifter,  Father,  Brother,  Son 
All  that  I  had  ;  fpeak  once  again ;  what  Youth 
Lies  flain  there  by  thee }    Amin.  *Tis  Afpatia. 
(77)  My  Laft  is  faid ;  let  me  give  up  my  Soul 
Into  thy  Bofom.  [Dies, 

Cal.  What's  that.?  What's  that. Afpatia! 

Mel.  I  never  did  repent  the  Greatnefs  of 
My  Heart  till  now ;  it  will  not  burft  at  need. 

Cal.  My  Daughter  dead  here  too !  and  you  have  all 
fine  new  Tricks  to  grieve  ^  but  I  ne'er  knew  any  but  diredl 
Cr>dng. 

Mel.  I  am  a  Pratler,  but  no  more. 

[  Offers  to  kill  himfelf. 

Dith.  Hold,  Brother.  • 
Lyf.  Stop  him.  • 

Diph.  Fie ;  how  unmanly  was  this  Offer  in  you ! 
Does  this  become  our  Strain  ^. 

Cal.  I  know  not  what  the  Matter  is,  but  I  am  gro\vn 
very  kind,  and  am  Friends  with  you ;  you  have  .give©  me 
that  among  you  will  kill  me  quickly  •  but  I'll  go  home, 
and  live  as  long  .as  I  can. 

.  (77)  My  Senfesfade,']  This  1  take  to  be  a  Sophiftication  of  the 
Players,  who  are  fond  of  throwing  in  their  Poetical  Flowers  where 
there  is  n6  Occafion  for  them.  Amtntor\  Strength  was  certainly  fa- 
ding ;  but  he  dies  in  found  Mind  and  Memory  :  He  does  not  appear 
to  have  any  Wildnefs,  or  Delirium,  upon  him.  I  have  retrieved  the 
R'  ading  of  the  two  eldeft  ^aria's ;  and  it  feems  to  me,  in  Amintor*^ 
Death,  that  cur  Poets  had  a  Defire  of  imitating  that  of  Hamlet  in 
Shakbspeare. 

— -  He  has  my  dying  Voice, 
So  tell  him,  ivith  th"  Occurrents  more  and  lefs  * 
Which  ha^ve  fcllicited.  ^  The  reft  is  Silence. 

MeL 
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Mel,  His  Spirit  is  but  poor,  that  can  be  kept 
From  Death  for  want  of  Weapons.  — — 
Is  not  my  Hand  a  Weapon  good  enough 
To  ftop  my  Breath?  or,  if  you  tie  down  thole, 
I  vow,  Jmintor^  I  will  never  eat, 
Or  drink,  or  fleep,  or  have  to  do  with  that 
f  hat  may  preferve  Life ;  this  I  /wear  to  keep. 

Lyf.  Look  to  him  tho',  and  bear  thofe  Bodies  in. 
May  this  a  fair  Example  be  to  me, 
(78)  To  rule  with  Temper :  For  on  luftful  Kings 
Unlook'd-for,  fudden,  Deaths  from  FJeav'n  are  fent ; 
But  curft  is  He,  that  is  their  Inftrument.   [Exeunt  Omnes, 

(78)  For  on  lufifull  Kings,"]  Mr.  Rhymer  has  very  juftly  re- 
marked in  his  Criticilms  on  Tragedy,  that  as  the  Moral  is  a  Leffon  on 
the  Dangers  attending  Incontinence^  the  Play  ought  to  take  its  Name 
from  the  King :  Whereas  the  whole  Diilrefs  oi  the  Story  lying  on 
A/pat i a  being  abandon'd,  and  the  grofs  Injury  done  to  Amintor,  the 
Moraly  that  we  have,  is  in  no  kind  to  the  Purpofe.  Amintor  is  every 
where,  indeed,  condemning  himfelf  for  his  Perfidy  to  his  betroth'd 
Miilrcfs ;  and  inculcating,  that  the  Heavens  are  ftri£l  in  punifhing 
him  for  that  Crime ;  and  fo  we  have  another  Moral  in  the  Body  of 
the  Fable, 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


M    E  N. 

King  of  Sicily  and  Calabria,  an  Ufurper. 
Philailer,  rightful!  Heir  to  the  Croucn. 
Pharamond,  Prince  of  Spain. 
Dion,  a  Lord, 

Cleremont,  )  ^^^^^^  Gentlemen,  his  'Jffodates. 

Thrafiline,  3 

yin  old  Captain, 

Five  Citizens, 

A  Country  Fellow, 

^wo  Woodmen, 

^he  King's  Guard  and  'Train, 

WOMEN. 

Arethufa,  the  King's  Daughter, 
Galatea,  a  wife  modejl  Lady  attending  the  Princefs. 
Megra,  a  lafcivious  Lady. 
Another  Lady  attending  the  Princefs, 
Eufrafia,  Daughter  of  Dion,  hut'  difguifed  like  a  Page, 
and  caird  Bellario. 
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A  C  T   I.    SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  an  jintechamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Dion,  Cleremont,  and  Thrafiline, 
Cleremont. 

E  R  E's  nor  Lords,  nor  Ladies. 

Dion,  Credit  me.  Gentlemen,  I  wonder  at  it. 
They  received  ftridl  Charge  from  the  King 
to  attend  here:  (i)  Befides,  it  was  loudly 
publifh'd,  that  no  Officer  Ihould  forbid  any 
Gentlemen  that  defired  to  attend  and  hear. 
Cle.  Can  you  guefs  the  Caufe  ? 

Dion.  Sir,  it  is  plain,  about  the  Spanijh  Prince  %  that's 
•  come  to  marry  our  Kingdom's-  Heir,  and  be  our  Sovereign. 
Thra.  Many,  that  v/ill  feem  to  know  much,  fay,  fhe 
looks  not  on  him  like  a  Maid  in  Love. 

(i)  //  ixjas  boldly  fuhUJh'' d,'\  This  Adverb  can  have  no  fort  of 
Propriety  here.  Wiiat  Bo-ldnefs  is  there  in  publifhing  an  Order  from 
the  King,  that  no  Gentleman  or  Lady  fhould  be  refufed  Admittance  ? 
I  make  no  Doubt  but  ic  is>  an  Error  of  the  Prefs,  and  that  the  origi- 
nal Word  was  what  I  have  fubfUtated  for  ic.  Mr.  Senxard. 

Dion* 
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Dion,  O  Sir,  the  Multitude  (that  feldom  know  any 
thing  but  their  own  Opinions)  fpeak  That  they  would 
have  •,  but  the  Prince,  before  his  own  Approach,  receiv'd 
fo  many  confident  Meflages  from  the  State,  that,  I  think, 
Ihe's  refolv'd  -to  be  rul'd. 

Cle,  Sir,  is  it  thought,  with  her  he  fhall  enjoy  both  thefe 
Kingdoms  of  Sicily  and  Calabria  ? 

Dion.  Sir,  it  is,  without  Controverfy,  fo  meant.  But 
'twill  be  a  troublefome  Labour  for  him  to  enjoy  both  thefe 
Kingdoms,  with  Safety,  the  right  Heir  to  one  of  them 
hving,  and  living  fo  virtuouily ;  efpeciaily,  the  People  ad- 
miring the  Bravery  of  his  Mind,  and  lamenting  his  Injuries. 

Ck.  Who,  Philafier? 

Dicn.  Yes,  vvhofe  Father,  we  all  know,  was  by  our  late 
King  of  Calabria  unrighteoufly  depos'd  from  his  fruitful 
Sicily,  My  felf  drew  fome  Blood  in  thofe  Wars,  which 
I  would  give  my  Hand  to  be  wafli'd  from. 

Cle.  Sir,  my  Ignorance  in  State-Policy  will  not  let.  me 
know,  why,  Philafter  being  Heir,  to  one  of  thefe  King- 
doms, the  King  fhould  fuffer  him  to  walk  abroad  with 
fuch  free  Liberty. 

Dion,  Sir,  it  feems,  your  Nature  is  more  conftant  than 
to  enquire  after  State-news.  But  the  King,  of  late,  made  a 
Hazard  of  both  the  Kingdoms,  of  Sicily  and  his  own,  with 
offering  but  to  imprifon  Philafter,  At  which  the  City  was  in 
Arms,  not  to  be  charm'd  down  by  any  State-Order  or  Pro- 
clamation ;  'till  they  faw  Philafter  ride  through  the  Streets 
pleas'd,  and  without  a  Guard ;  at  which  they  threw  their 
Hats,  and  their  Arms  from  them-,  fome  to  make  Bonfires, 
fome  to  drink,  all  for  his  Deliverance :  Which,  wife  Men 
fay,  is  the  Caufe  the  King  labours  to  bring  in  the  Power 
of  a  Foreign  Nation  to  awe  his  own  with. 

Enter  Galatea,  a  Lady^  and  Megra. 

^hra.  See,  the  Ladies-,  what's  the  firil.?*  [Princefs. 
Dion,  A  wife  and  modeft  Gentlewoman  that  attends  the 
Cle,  The  Second 

Dion,  She  is  one  that  may  (land  ftill  difcreetly  enough, 
and  ili-favour'dly  dance  her  Meafure  ;  fimperwhen  fhe  is 
courted  by  her  Friend,  and  flight  her  Husband. 

Cle, 
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Oe.  Thelaft? 

Dion.  Marry,  I  think,  fhe  is  one  whom  the  State  keeps 
for  the  Agents  of  our  Confederate  Princes  ;  fhe'll  cog 
and  lye  with  a  whole  Army  before  the  League  fhall 
break :  Her  Name  is  common  through  the  Kingdom,  and 
the  Trophies  of  her  Diflionour  advanc'd  beyond  Hercules- 
Pillars.  She  loves  to  try  the  feveral  Conftitutions  of 
Men's  Bodies ;  and,  indeed,  has  deftroyed  the  Worth  of 
her  own  Body,  by  making  Experiment  upon  it,  for  the 
Good  of  the  Common- wealth. 

Cle.  She's  a  profitable  Member. 

(2)  Meg.  Peace,  if  you  love  me:  You  (hall  fee  thefe 
Gentlemen  ftand  their  Ground,  and  not  court  us. 

Gal  What  if  they  fliould  ?  Lady,  What  if  they  fhould  ? 

Meg.  Nay,  let  her  alone ;  what  if  they  fhould  ^  why, 
if  they  fhould,  I  fay,  they  were  never  abroad;  what 
Foreigner  wou'd  do  fo?  it  writes  them  diredlly  untra- 
vell'd. 

Gal.  Why,  what  if  they  be  ?    Lady.  What  if  they  be  ? 

Meg.  Good  Madam,  let  her  go  on ;  what  if  they  be  ? 
Why,  if  they  be,  I  will  juflify,  they  cannot  maintain  Dif- 
couife  with  a  judicious  Lady,  nor  make  a  Leg,  nor  fay, 
Excufe  me. 

Gal.  Ha,  ha,  ha.     Meg.  Do  you  laugh.  Madam 
Dion.  Your  Defires  upon  you.  Ladies ! 

(2)  Peace^  if  you  lo've  me-^  I  have  made  a  Tranfpofition  in  die 
Speakers,  here,  from  the  following  accurate  Criticifm  of  Mr.  Senvard. 

*•  The  Charader  given  of  the  laft  of  thefe  three  Ladies  fo  exadliy 
**  fuits  Megra^  and  all  the  Speeches  which  ihe  anonymous  Ladyt^tdk^s, 
**  her  exceffive  Fondnefs  for  the  Courtfhip  of  Men,  and  of  Foreign- 
'*  .ers  in  particular,  are  fo  entirely  in  her  Strain  ;  that  I  am  per- 
*'  fuaded,  ihe  has  been  unjuftly  deprived  of  them.  It  is  not  the 
"  Cuftom  of  any  good  Writer  to  give  a  long  and  diflinguifhlng 
•*  Charafter  of,  and  to  make  a  Perfon  the  chief  Speaker  in  any  Scene, 
**  who  is  a  meer  Cypher  in  the  whole  Play  befides :  Particularly, 
**  when  there  is  another  in  the  fame  Scene,  to  whom  both  the  Cha- 
**  rader  and  the  Speeches  exaftly  correfpond.  I  fhould  guefs  it  to 
"  have  been  fome  Jumble  of  the  Players;  She,  who  adled  Megra, 
**  having  given  up  fo  much  of  her*  Part  to  initiate  fome  younger 
**  Adreis.    The  Entrance  fhould  have  been  thus  regulated ; 

Enter  Galatea,  a  Lady,  and  Megra. 
*  And  all  the  Speeches  of  the  two  latter  tranfpofed,     Mr.  Seaward. 

Meg. 
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Meg.  Then  you  muft  fit  befide  us. 

Dion,  I  (hall  fit  near  you  then,  Lady. 

Meg,  Near  me,  perhaps :  But  there's  a  Lady  indures 
no  Stranger  ;  and  to  me  you  appear  a  very  ftrange 
Fellow. 

Lady.  Methinks,  he's  not  fo  flrange,  he  would  quickly 
be  acquainted.       T^hra.  Peace,  the  King. 

Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arethufa,  and  Train.  ' 

King.  To  give  a  ftronger  Teftimony  of  Love 
Than  fickly  Promifes  (which  commonly 
In  Princes  find  both  Birth  and  Burial 
In  one  Breath)  we  have  drawn  you,  worthy  Sir, 
To  make  your  fair  Indearments  to  our  Daughter, 
And  worthy  Services  known  to  our  Subjeds, 
Now  lov'd  and  wonder'd  at :  Next,  our  Intent 
To  plant  you  deeply,  our  immediate  tieir. 
Both  to  our  Blood  and  Kingdoms.    For  this  Lady, 
(The  beft  part  of  your  Life,  .as  you  coniirm  me, 
And  I  believe)  though  her  few  Years  and  Sex 
Yet  teach  her  nothing  but  her  Fears  and  Bluflies  ; 
Defires  without  Defire,  Difcourfe  and  Knowledge 
Only  of  what  herfelf  is  to  herfelf. 
Make  her  feel  moderate  Health    and,  wlien  ftie  fleeps. 
In  making  no  ill  Day,  know  no  ill  Dreams. 
Think  not,  dear  Sir,  thefe  undivided  Parts, 
That  muft  mould  up  a  Virgin,  are  put  on 
To  fhew  her  fo,  as  borrow' d  Ornaments ; 
To  fpeak  her  perfe6l  Love  to  you,  or  add 
An  artificial  Shadow  to  her  Nature : 
No,  Sir;  I  boldly  dare  proclaim  her  yet  no  Woman.  . 
But  woo  her  ftill,  and  think  her  Modefty 
A  fweeter  Miftrefs  than  the  offer'd  Language 
Of  any  Dame,  were  fhe  a  Queen,  whofe  Eye 
Speaks  common  Loves  and  Comforts  to  her  Servants. 
Laft,  noble  Son,  (for  fo  I  now  muft  call  you) 
What  I  have  done  thus  publick,  is  not  only 
To  add  a  Comfort  in  particular 
To  you  or  me,  but  all ;  and  to  confirm 
The  Nobles,  and  the  Gentry  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
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By  Oath  to  your  Succeflion,  which  fhall  be 
Within  this  Month  at  moft. 

^hra.  This  will  be  hardly  done. 

Cle.  It  inuft  be  ill  done,  if  it  be  done. 

'Dion.  When  'tis,  at  beft,  'twill  be  but  half  done,  whilft 
So  brave  a  Gentleman's  wrong'd  and  flung  off. 

nra.  I  fear.       Cle,  Who  does  not } 

Dion.  I  fear  not  for  myfelf,  and  yet  I  fear  too  : 
Well,  we  lhall  fee,  we  fhall  fee :  No  more. 

Fha.  KilTing  your  white  Hand,  Miftrefs,  I  take  Leave, 
To  thank  your  Royal  Father ;  and  thus  far, 
To  be  my  own  free  Trumpet.  Underftand, 
Great  King,  and  thefe  your  Subjefts,  mine  that  muft  be, 
(For  fo  deferving  you  have  fpoke  me.  Sir, 
And  fo  deferving  I  dare  fpeak  myfelf) 
To  what  a  Perfon,  of  what  Eminence, 
Ripe  Expedtation  of  what  Faculties, 
Manners  and  Virtues  you  would  wed  your  Kingdoms  : 
You  in  me  have  your  Wiflies.   (3)  Oh,  this  Country! 
Ey  more  than  all  my  Hopes,  I  hold  it  happy  \ 

(3)  CounUjt 

By  more  than  all  ?ny  Hopes  I  hold  it 
Happy,  in  their  dear  Memories  that  ha^ve  heen 
Kings  great  and  good,  happy  in  yours,  that  is, 
jlnd from  you  (as  a  Chronicle  to  keep 
Tour  noble  Name  from  eating  Age)  do  I 
Opine  myfelf  mojl  happy.]  It  is  very  plain,  that  this  is  deiign'd 
as  a  fet,  formal,  and  precompofed  Speech,  much  fuperior  in  Lan- 
guage to  any  thing  that  is  afterwards  put  into  the  Mouth  of  Phara* 
mond;  and  agreeing  with  the  reft  of  his  Charafter  in  Nothing  but 
its  Olientation  and  Vain-glory.    In  fuch  a  Speech  it  is  not  probable 
that  the  Authors  left  the  firft  Verfe  above  fo  lame ;  efpecially,  as  the 
Word,  which  naturally  fupplics  it,  renders  the  formal  Flow  of  the 
Period  as  well  as  the  Metre  more  beautifull.    The  laft  Line  feems  to 
have  loft  its  Beauty,  by  a  more  material  Omiffion,  which  totally 
alters  the  Senfe.    It  is  really  no  unhandfome  Complement  to  the 
King,  to  tell  him  that  he  thinks  himfelf  happy  in  fucceeding  him ; 
whom  he  fhall  fo  imitate  in  his  Government,  as  to  make  himfelf  a 
Chronicle  to  preferve  his  Memory.    This  by  no  means  agrees  with 
all  the  reft  of  his  Speech,  which  is  ftufF'd  with  the  vaineit  Self-Ap- 
plaufe.    He  certainly  therefore  in  the  Original  wound  up  the  Period 
with  the  fame  Arrogance  j  v/hich  the  flight  Addition,  that  I  have 
given,  will  make  him  do.  Mr.  Seivard, 

Vol.  I.  H  Happy, 
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Happy,  in  their  dear  Memories  that  have  been 

Kings  great  and  good  ;  happy  in  yours,  that  is  •, 

And  h"om  you  (as  a  Chronicle  to  keep 

Your  noble  Name  from  eating  Age)  do  I 

Opine  it  in  myfelf  moft  happy.  Gcndemcn, 

Believe  me  in  a  Word,  a  Prince's  Word, 

There  fhail  be  nothing  to  make  up  a  Kingdom 

Mighty,  and  fiourifhing,  defenced,  fear'd, 

Equal  to  be  commanded  and  obey'd. 

But  through  the  Travels  of  my  Life  Fil  find  it. 

And  tie  it  to  this  Country.    And  I  vow. 

My  Reign  fhall  be  fo  eafv^  to  the  Subject, 

That  ev'ry  Man  fhall  be  his.  Prince  himfeif. 

And  his  own  Law :  (yet  I  his  Prince,  and  Law.) 

And  dearefl:  Lady,  to  your  deareft  felf 

(Dear,  in  the  Choice  of  him,  w^hofe  Name  and  Luftrc 

Mull  make  you  more  and  mightier)  let  me  fay. 

You  are  the  blcfled'ft  living ,  for,  fwect  Princefs, 

You  lhall  enjoy  a  Man  of  Men  to  be 

Your  Servant   you  fhail  make  him  yours,  for  whom 

Great  Qiieens  mull  die.       Thra.  Miraculous ! 

Cle,  This  Speech  calls  hrni  Spaniard,  being  nothing  but 
A  large  Inventory  of  his  own  Commendations. 

Enter  Philafter. 

(4)  Bion,  I  wonder  what's  his  Price  ?  For,  ceitainly, 
He'll  fell  himfeif,  he  has  fo  prais'd  his  Shape  : 
But  here  comes  one  more  worthy  thofe  large  Speeches, 
Than  the  large  Speaker  of  them. 
Let  me  be  fwallow'd  quick,  if  I  can  find, 
In  all  th'  Anatomy  of  yon  Man's  Virtues, 
One  Sinew  found  enough  to  promife  for  him. 
He  fliall  be  Conftable. 
By  this  Sun,  he'll  ne'er  make  King 
Unlefs  it  be  of  Trifles,  in  my  poor  Judgment. 

(4)  I  ucondeTf  nji'hat^s  his  Price  ?  For  certainly 

H^V/ tell  himfeif,  he  has  fo  prais'd  his  Shape:]  Four  cf  the 
old  ^arto's  have  it  rightly,  fell  himfdf ;  as  I  have  reform'd  the 
Text.  I  ought  in  jullice  to  acknowledge,  that  both  Mr.  Seivard  and 
Mr.  Sympfon  concurred  in  flarting  this  Emendation. 

Phi. 
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Phi,  Right  noble  Sir,  as  low  as  my  Obedience, 
And  with  a  Heart  as  loyal  as  my  Knee, 
I  beg  your  Favour. 

King,  Rife,  you  have  it,  Sir. 

Dion,  Mark  but  the  King,  how  pale  he  looks !  He  fears. 
(5)  Oh!  this  fame  whorfon  Confcience,  how  it  jades  us! 
■  King.  Speak  'your  Intents,  Sir. 

Phi,  Shall  I  fpeak  'em  freely  ?■ 
Be  ftill  my  Royal  Sovereign.    King.  As  a  Subjeft, 
We  give  you  Freedom.     Dion,  Now  it  heats. 

Phi,  Then  thus  I  turn" 
My  Language  to  you,  Prince ;  you,  Foreign  Man. 
Ne'er  flare,  nor  put  on  Wonder,  for  you  muft 
Indure  me,  and  you  fhall.  (6)  This  Earth  you  tread  oa 
(A  Dowry,  as  you  hope,  with  this  fair  Princefs,) 
By  my  dead  Father  (Oh !  I  had  a  Father, 
Whofe  Memory  I  bow  to)  was  not  left 
To  your  Inheritance,  and  I  up  and  living  ; 
Having  myfelf  about  me  and  my  Sword, 
The  Souls  of  all  my  Name,  and  Memories^ 
Thefe  Arms  and  fomx  few  Friends,  befides  the  Gods, 
To  part  fo  calmly  with  it,  and  fit  ftill, 

(5)  Oh!  this  fame  ivhorfon  Confcience,  honv  it  jades  usf'\  Thi'f 
Sentiment  Shakefpeare  has  finely,  and  as  concifely,  exprefs'd  in  hjp 
Hamlet. 

""Tis  Confcience,  that  makes  Cowards  of  us  alU 

(6)   This  Earth  you  tread  on 

{A  Donvry,  as  you  hope,  nxjith  this  fair  Princefs, 

Whofe  Memory  I  bowo  to)  njoas  not  left 

By  my  dead  Father  [Oh,  I  had  a  Father') 

To  yowr  Inheritance,  &c.]  To  bow  to  the  Memory  of  a  Per- 
fon  prefent,  is  certainly  not  Scnle.  I  at  firft  alter'd  it,  ivhofe  Merits 
/  do  koiv  to ;  but  obferving  afterwards,  that  a  Tranfpofition  of  two 
Lines  a  Miftake  very  common  to  Printers,  was  the  moft  probable 
Corrupflon,  I  have  replaced  them  in  their  natural  Order.  In  Con- 
firmation of  this  Tranfpofition,  it  will  be  very  neceffary  to  obferve 
that  our  Authors  have  ufed  the  very  fame  ExprelTion  at  the  beginning 
of  their  Trngedy  call'd.  The  Falje  One. 

She  being  by  her  Father* s  Teflament, 

Whofe  Memory  I  bow  to,  hSc.  Mr,  Seward^ 

I  muft  do  Juftice  to  the  Sagacity  of  my  ingenious  Friend  Mr.  Sympfony 
in  acknowledging  that  he  didtated  the  very  fame  Tranfpofition :  And, 
indeed,  I  had  fome  Years  ago  made  the  Difcovery, 

H  2  And 
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And  fay,  /  might  have  been,   I  tell  thee,  Pharamondy 
When  thou  art  King,  look,  I  be  dead  and  rotten. 
And  my  Name  Afhes ;  For  hear  me,  Pharamond^ 
This  very  Ground  thou  goeft  on,  tliis  fat  Earth, 
My  Father's  Friends  made  fertile  with  their  Faiths, 
Before  that  Day  of  Shame,  fhall  gape  and  fwallow 
Thee  and  thy  Nation,'  hke  a  hungry  GraV'e, 
Into  her  hidden  Bowels :  Prince,  it  fhall ; 
By  Nemejis^  it  fliall.    Pha,  He's  mad  beyond  Cure,  mad. 

Bion,  Here  is  a  Fellow  has  fome  Fire  in's  Veins : 
Th'  Outlandifh  Prince  looks  like  a  Tooth-Drawer. 

Phi,  Sir,  Prince  of  Poppingjayes,  I'll  make  it  well  appear 
To  you,  I  am  not  mad.    King.  You  do  difpleafe  us : 
You  are  too  bold.    Phi.  No,  Sir,  1  am  too  tame, 
Too  much  a  Turtle,  a  Thing  born  without  PaflTion,  . 
A  faint  Shadow,  that  every  drunken  Cloud  fails  over, 
And  maketh  nothing.    King,  I  do  not  fancy  this; 
Call  our  Phyficians;  fure,  he  is  fome  what  tainted. 

^'hra.  1  do  not  think,  'twill  prove  fo. 

Dion,  H'as  giv'n  him  a  general  Purge  already,  for  all 
the  Right  he  has ;  and  now  he  means  to  let  him  Blood : 
Be  conftant.  Gentlemen  ;  by  thefe  hilts,  Fll  run  his  Hazard, 
although  I  run  my  Name  out  of  the  Kingdom. 

Cle.  Peace,  we  are  one  Soul. 

Pha.  What  you  have  feen  in  me,  to  flir  Offence, 
I  cannot  find ;  unlefs  it  be  this  Lady 
Offer'd  into  mine  Arms,  with  the  SuccelTion, 
Which  I  mufl  keep,  though  it  hath  pleas'd  your  Fury 
To  mutiny  within  you ;  without  difputing 
Your  Genealogies^  or  taking  Knowledge 
Whofe  Branch  you  are.    The  King  will  leave  it  me ; 
And  I  dare  make  it  mine.    You  have  your  Anfwen 

(7)  Phi,  If  thou  wert  fole  Inheritor  to  him 

(7)  njuert  fole  Inheritor  to  him 

Who  7nade  the  World  his?^    i.  e.  Alexander  thc  Great.  8o 
Mr.  Lee  in  his  Tragedy  of  T^he  Rival  ^eens. 

But  fee  J  the  Mafter  of  the  World  approaches. 
This  is  as  fine  an  Introdudion,  as  pofiibly  can  be,  to  the  firft  Entrance 
of  that  Great  Conquerour ;  and  raifes  the  Expedation  of  the  Audience 
to  give  a  due  Attention  to  every  Line  he  fpeaks. 
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That  made  the  World  his,  and  cou'dft  fee  no  Sun 
Shine  upon  any  Thing  but  thine ;  were  Pharamond 
As  truly  valiant,  as  I  feel  him  cold. 
And  ring'd  among  the  choiceft  of  his  Friends, 
(Such  as  would  blufh  to  talk  fuch  ferious  Follies, 
Or  back  fuch  bellied  Commendations,) 

(8)  And  from  this  Prefence,  Ipite  of  all  thefe  Bugs, 
You  fliould  hear  further  from  me. 

King,  Sir,  you  wrong  die  Prince : 
I  gave  you  not  this  Freedom  to  brave  our  beft  Friends, 
You  do  deferve  our  Frown :  Go  to,  be  better  temper'd. 
Phi,  It  muft  be.  Sir,  when  I  am  nobler  us'd. 
.  Gal.  Ladies, 

(9)  This  would  have  been  a  Pattern  of  SuccefTion, 
Had  he  ne'er  met  this  Mifchief    By  my  Life, 
He  is  the  worthieft  the  true  Name  of  Man 

This  Day  within  my  Knowledge.    Meg.  I  cannot  tell 
What  you  may  call  your  Knowledge,  but  th'  other  is 
The  Man  fet  in  mine  Eye ;  Oh !  'Tis  a  Prince 
Of  Wax.    Gal.  A  Dog  it  is.    King.  Philafier^  tell  mc 
The  Injuries  you  aim  at,  in  your  Riddles. 

Phi,  If  you  had  my  Eyes,  Sir,  and  Sufferance, 
My  Griefs  upon  you,  and  my  broken  Fortunes, 
My  Wants  great,  and  now  nought  but  Hopes  and  Fears, 
My  Wrongs  would  make  ill  Riddles  to  be  laugh' d  at. 
Dare  you  be  ftill  my  King,  and  right  me  not  ? 

King,  Give  me  your  Wrongs  in  private.  \T!hej  whifper. 

Phi.  Take  them  then. 
And  eafe  me  of  a  Load  would  bow  ftrong  Atlas. 

Cle.  He  dares  not  ftand  the  Shock. 

Lion.  I  cannot  blame  him,  there's  Danger  in't.  Every 

(8)  And  from  this  ^rt(tn^,'\  The  old  %^r/*y  diaate,  Prefence,  as 
I  have  reformed  the  Text.  The  ingenious  Mr.  Senfjard  likevvife  pre- 
fcribM  this  Alteration. 

(9)  T^his  nxjQuld  have  been  a  Pattern  of  SuccelTion, 

Had  he  ne'^er  met  this  Mifchief~\  My  Friend  Mr.  Sympfon  „ 
cl  ufes  to  fubftitute  Submijion  for  Succejion.  I  fubmit  his  Conjedure 
to  the  Readers,  tho'  I  have  not  ventured  to  difturb  the  Text ;  becaufe 
the  Poets,  perhaps,  might  mean,  that  Philajier  might  have  been  a 
1  attern  to  fucceeding  Kings,  had  not  he  fallen  under  the  Misfortune  of 
1  aving  his  Right  to  the  Kingdom  ufurp'd  upon. 

H  3  Man 


102  PHILASTER. 


Man  in  this  Age  has  not  a  Soul  of  Cryftal  for  all  Men 
to  read  their  Adlions  through :  Mens  Hearts  and  Faces 
are  fo  far  afunder,  that  they  hold  no  Intelligence.  Do  but 
view  yon  Stranger  well,  and  you  fliall  fee  a  Fever  through 
all  his  Bravery,  (lo)  and  feel  him  fhake  like  a  true  Re- 
creant; if  he  give  not  back  his  Crown  again,  upon 
the  Report  of  an  Elder  Gun,  I  have  no  Augury. 

King,  Go  to : 
Be  more  your  Self,  as  you  refpedl  our  Favour ; 
You'll  ftir  us  elfe :  Sir,  I  muft  have  you  know. 
That  you're,  and  fhall  be,  at  our  Pleafure,  what  Fafhion  we 
Will  put  upon  you :  Smooth  your  Brow,  or  by  the  Gods— 

Phi,  I  am  dead,  Sir,  you're  my  Fate :  It  was  not  I . 
( 1 1 )  Said,  I  was  wrong'd :  I  carry  all  about  me 
My  weak  Stars  led  me  to,  all  my  weak  Fortunes. 
"Who  dares  in  all  this  Prefence  fpeak  (that  is 
But  Man  of  Flelh  and  m.ay  be  mortal)  tell  me, 
I  do  not  moft  intirely  love  this  Prince, 
And  honour  his  full  Virtues !    King.  Sure,  he's  pofTeft. 

Phi.  Yes,  with  my  Father's  Spirit :  It's  here,  O  King  ! 
A  dangerous  Spirit ;  now  he  tells  me.  King, 
I  was  a  King's  Heir,  bids  me  be  a  King 
And  whilpers  to  me,  thefe  be  all  my  Subjeds. 
^Tis  ftrangc,  he  will  not  let  me  fleep,  but  dives 
Into  my  Fancy,  and  there  gives  me  Shapes 
That  kneel,  and  do  me  Service,  cry  me  King : 
But  I'll  fupprefs  him,  he's  a  fa6lious  Spirit, 
And  will  undone :  Noble  Sir,  your  Hand; 
I  am  your  Servant. 

(10)  i^fjJ  feel  htm  Jhai.e  like  a  true  Tenant;]  This  is  as  errant 
Ncnfenfc,  as  ever  the  Prefs  was  guilty  of.  Mr.  Seixard  conjedlures 
^ruant;  i.  e.  like  a  Boy  who  has  play'd  Truant,  and  is  afraid  of  the 
Hod.  The  Word,  which  I  have  fubilituted,  and  which  does  not  de- 
part far  from  the  Traces  of  the  Text,  feems  authoriz'd  by  a  fimilar 
PalTage  of  our  Authors,  in  their  Women  pleas  d. 

—   Here  I  fauear  to  ye. 

By  the  unvalued  Lo've  I  bear  this  Beauty , 

(j^nd  ki/s  the  Book  too)  ne^ver  to  be  recreant,  ^c, 

(11)  ■    ■ '    ■  ■     //  nvas  not  1 

Said  Invas  not  uoron^df]  The  ^arto  in  162S  jullly  throws 
©It  this  Ni  gative ;  both  the  Reafoning  and  the  Metre  prove  it  to  be  a 
Co:ruption  of  the  Texfo 

King, 
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King,  Away,  I  do  not  like  this : 
ril  make  you  tamer,  or  Fll  difpolTefs  you 
Both  of  your  Life  and  Spirit :  For  this  time 
I  pardon  your  wild  Speech,  without  fo  much 
As  your  Imprifonment.  \^Ex.  King,  Pha.  and  Are, 

Dion,  1  thank  you.  Sir,  you  dare  not  for  the  People. 

Gal.  L'adies,  what  think  you  now  of  this  brave  Fellow  ? 

Meg.  A  pretty  talking  Fellow,  hot  at  Hand  but  eye 
yon  Stranger,  is  not  he  a  fine  compleat  Gentleman  ?  O 
thefe  Strangers,  I  do  affed  them  ftrangely :  They  do  the 
rarefl:  home  things,  and  pleafe  the  fuUeft !  As  I  live,  I 
could  love  all  the  Nation  over  and  over  for  his  fake. 

Gal.  Gods  comfort  your  poor  Head-piece,  Lady :  'Tis 
-a  weak  one,  and  had  need  of  a  Night-cap. 

Dion.  See,  how  his  Fancy  labours ;  has  he  not 
Spoke  home,  and  bravely  ?  What  a  dangerous  Train 
Did  he  give  fire  to !  How  he  fhook  the  King, 
Made  his  Soul  melt  within  him,  and  his  Blood 
Run  into  Whey!  It  flood  upon  his  Brow, 
Like  a  cold  Winter  Dew.    Fbi.  Gentlemen, 
You  have  no  Suit  to  me  ?    (i 2)  I  am  no  Minion : 
You  fland,  mcthinks,  like  Men  that  would  be  Courtiers, 
If  you  could  well  be  flatter' d  at  a  Price, 
Not  to  undo  your  Children :  You're  all  honefl : 
Go  get  you  home  again,  and  make  your  Country 
A  virtuous  Court ;  to  which  your  Great  ones  may. 
In  their  difeafed  Age,  retire,  and  live  reclufe. 

Cle.  How  do  you,  worthy  Sir?    PbL  Well,  very  well; 
And  fo  well,  that  if  the  King  pleafe,  I  find, 
I  may  live  m^any  Years.    Dion.  The  King  mufl  pleafe, 
Whilfl  we  know  what  you  are,  and  who  you  are. 
Your  Wrongs  and  Injuries :  Shrink  not,  worthy  Sir, 
But  add  your  Father  to  you:  (13)  In  whofe  Name, 

We'll 

( 1 2)  /  am  no  Mi k ton :  ]  /.  e.  No  Favourite  of  In- 
fluence enough  to  carry  any  Suits  at  Court.    The  Word  is  frequently 

ufed  by  Shake/pear e. 

(13)  ■   In  njohofe  Name 

We^ll  nvaken  all  the  Godsy  and  conjure  up 

The  P.ods  of  Vengeance y  the  ahufed  People  ;]    This  puts  me  in 
Mind  of  a  Pairagc  in  Bpftody  in  his  "F-pyct  ^  'H/xe^j?/  v.  260. 

H  4  ■  o^p' 
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We'll  waken  all  the  Gods,  and  conjure  up 

The  Rods  of  Vengeance,  the  abufed  People ; 

,\Vho,  like  to  raging  Torrents,  'fhall  fwell  high. 

And  fo  begirt  the  Dens  of  thefe  Male-Dragons,  ' 

That,  through  the  ftrongeft  Safety,  they  fhall  beg 

For  Mercy  at  your  Sword's  Point.    Phi,  (14)  Friends, 

no  more  ;  * ' 

Our  Ears  may  be  corrupted :  'Tis  an  Age 
,We  dare  not  truft  our  Wills  to  :  Do  you  love  me  ? 

Thra.  Do  we  love  Heav'n  and  Honour  ? 

Phi,  My  Lord  Bion^ 
*  You  had  a  virtuous  Gentlewoman  call'd  you  Father ; 
Is  fhe  yet  alive  ?    Dion,  Moft  honoured  Sir,  flie  is : 
And  for  the  Penance  but  of  an  idle  Dream, 
Has  undertook  a  tedious  Pilgrimage. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Phi,  Is  it  to  me,  or  any  of  thefe  Gentlemen  you  come  ? 
hady.  To  you,  brave  Lord  \  the  Princefs  would  intreat 
Your  prefent  Company. 

Phi.  The  Princefs  fend  for  me !  You  are  miftaken. 

Lady.  If  you  be  call'd  Phikfter^  'tis  to  you. 

(15)  Phi.  Kifs  her  fair  Hand,  and  fay,  I  will  attend  her. 

Dion,  Do  you  know  what  you  do  } 

Phi,  Yes,  go  to  fee  a  Woman. 

This  has  been  generally  underftocd,  as  if  the  People  fhould  fuffer  for 
the  Faults  of  their  Prince;  and  Horace  is  quoted  in  Support  of  this 
Opinion. 

^icquid  delirant  Reges,  ple£luntur  Achi<vi. 
But  would  it  not  be  better  to  underftand  it  in  Fletcher'*^  Words,  for 
the  People  to  be  raisM  up  to  punifh  the  Crimes  and  Mifdemeanours  of 
the  Prince  ?  Mr.  Sympfon, 

(14)   '^—Friends,  no  more; 

Our  Years  may  be  corrupted:  ]  This  is  certainly  a  typographi- 
cal Corruption.  The  ^iarto\  in  1628,  and  1634,  ^^^^  rightly, 
SarSi  and  fo,  Mr.  Seaward  favv,  the  Text  ought  to  be  reftored. 

(15)  Kifs  her  Handy  and  fay^  I  nui II  attend  kerj]  The  halting 
Metre  of  this  Verfe  plainly  fhews  an  Omiffion  of  a  Monofyllable  at 
Prefs.  I  have  reftored  the  Epithet  from  the  ^arto  in  1628:  and 
Mn.  Senuard  directed  the  Infertioa  of  the  Word,  fair^  to  fupport  the 
Verification. 
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Cle.  But  do  you  weigh  the  Danger  you  are  in  ? 

Phi,  Danger  in  a  fweet  Face  ? 
By  Jupiter,,  1  mult  not  fear  a  Woman. 

Thra.  But  are  you  fure,  it  was  the  Princefs  fent  ? 
It  may  be  fome  foul  Train  to  catch  your  Life. 

Phi,  I  do  not  think  it,  Gentlemen ;  {he's  noble  ; 
Her  Eye  may  fhoot  me  dead,  or  thofe  true  red 
And  white  Friends  in  her  Face  may  fteal  my  Soul  out : 
There's  all  the  Danger  in't :  But  be  what  may, 
(16)  Her  fingle  Name  hath  armed  me.  [^Ex,  Phil. 

Dion,  Go  on : 
And  be  as  truly  happy  as  thou  art  fearlefs : 
Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  make  our  Friends  acquainted, 
Lell  the  King  prove  falfe.  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  a  Lady. 

Are,  Comes  he  not  ^    Lady,  Madam  ^ 

Are.  Will  Philajier  come  ? 

Lady,  Dear  Madam,  you  were  wont 
To  credit  me  at  firft. 

Are.  But  didft  thou  tell  me  fo  ? 
I  am  forgetful,  and  my  Woman's  Strength 
Is  fo  o'ercharg'd  with  Danger  like  to  grow 
About  my  Marriage,  that  diefe  under  Things 
Dare  not  abide  in  fuch  a  troubled  Sea : 
Ho'v^»look'd  he,  when  he  told  thee  he  would  come  ? 

Lady,  Why,  well.    Are,  And  not  a  little  fearfuU  ? 

Lady,  Fear,  Madam?  Sure,  he  knows  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  You  are  all  of  his  Fadion ;  the  whole  Court 
Is  bold  in  Praife  of  him ;  whilft  I 
May  live  negleded,  and  do  noble  Things, 
As  Fools  in  Strife  throw  Gold  into  the  Sea, 
Drown'd  in  the  Doing :  But,  I  know,  he  fears. 

Lady,  Fear?  Madam,  methought,  his  Looks  hid  more 
Of  Love  than  Fear. 

(16)  Her  fingle  Name  hath  arn^d  me.  Dion,  go  on:  ]  The  modern 
Editions,  by  a  millakcn  Comma  here,  have  placed  to  Philajier  what 
is  not  to  be  laid  till  he  has  left  the  Company.  'Tis  Dion  who  is  to 
fpeak,  and  makes  a  Remark  on  the  Prince's  Bravery.  The  ^arto''i 
in  162S,  1634,        1^5^)  all  concurr  in  the  true  Reading. 

Are. 
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Are.  Of  Love  ?  To  whom  ?  to  you  ? 
Did  you  deliver  thofe  plain  Words  I  fent 
With  fuch  a  winning  Gefture,  and  quick  Look, 
That  you  have  caught  him  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  I  mean  to  you. 

Are.  Of  Love  to  me?  Alas!  thy  Ignorance 
Lets  thee  not  fee  the  CroiTes  of  our  Biiths. 
Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  queftion'd  why 
She  did  or  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  Ends, 
And  knows  flie  does  well,  never  gave  the  World 
Two  things  fo  oppofite,  fo  contrary. 
As  He,  and  I  am :  If  a  Bowl  of  Blood, 
Drawn  from  this  Arm  of  mine,  would  poifon  thee, 
A  Draught  of  his  would  cure  thee.    Of  Love  to  me  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  I  think,  I  hear  him.  Are.  Bring  him  in : 
You  Gods,  that  would  not  have  your  Dooms  withftood, 
Whofe  holy  Wifdoms  at  this  time  it  is. 
To  make  the  Paffion  of  a  feeble  Maid 
I'he  Way  unto  your  Juftice,  I  obey. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Lady.  Here  is  my  Lord  Philafter.    Are.  Oh !  'tis  well : 
W  ithdraw  yourfelf.    Phi.  Madam,  your  MefTenger 
Made  me  believe,  you  wifh'd  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Are.  'Tis  true,  Philafter^  but  the  Words  are  fuch 
I  have  to  fay,  and  do  fo  ill  befeem  • 
The  Mouth  of  Woman,  that  I  wifh  them  faid, 
And  yet  am  loth  to  fpeak  them.   Have  you  known,. 
That  I  have  aught  detraded  from  your  Worth  ? 
Have  I  in  Perfon  wrong' d  you  ?  Or  have  fet 
My  bafer  Inftruments  to  throw  Difgrace 
Upon  your  Virtues  ?    Phi.  Never,  Madam,  you. 

Are.  Why  then  fliould  you,  in  fuch  a  publick  Place, 
Injure  a  Princefs,  and  a  Scandal  lay 
Upon  my  Fortunes,  fam'd  to  be  fo  great  : 
Calling  a  great  Part  of  my  Dowry  in  Queftion  ? 

Phi.  Madam,  this  Truth,  which  I  fhall  fpeak,  will  be 
Foolidi :  But  for  your  fair  and  virtuous  Self, 
I  could  afford  myfelf  to  have  no  Right 
To  any  thing  you  wi(h'd.    Are,  Philafter^  know, 

I  muft 
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I  muft  enjoy  thefe  Kingdoms.    Phi.  Madam,  Both  ? 

Are,  Both,  or  I  die :  By  Fate,  I  die,  Philajle?\ 
If  I  not  calmly  may  enjoy  them  Both. 

Phi.  I  would  do  much  to  fave  that  noble  Life : 
Yet  would  be  loth  to  have  Poilerity 
Find  in  our  Stories,  that  Philafier  gave 
His  Right  unto  a  Scepter,  and  a  Crown, 
To  fave  a  Lady's  Longing.    Are,  Nay,  then  hear : 
I  muft,  and  will  have  them,  and  more. 

Phi,  What  more 

Are,  Or  lofe  that  little  Life  the  Gods  prepar'd 
To  trouble  this  poor  Piece  of  Earth  withaL 
Phi,  Madam,  what  more? 
Are,  Turn  then  away  thy  Face. 
Phi,  No.    Are,  Do. 

Phi.  I  can't  endure  it :  Turn  away  my  Face  ? 
(i  7)  I  never  yet  faw  Enemy  that  look'd 
So  dreadfully,  but  that  I  thought  myfelf 
As  great  a  Bafilisk  as  he ;  or  fpake 
So  horribly,  but  that  I  thought  my  Tongue 
Bore  Thunder  underneath,  as  much  as  his : 
Nor  Beaft  that  I  could  turn  from :  Shall  I  then 
Begin  to  fear  fweet  Sounds  ?  A  Lady's  Voice, 
Whom  I  do  love  ?    Say,  you  would  have  my  Life ; 
Why,  I  will  give  it  you ;  for  it  is  of  me 
A  Thing  fo  loath'd,  and  unto  you  that  ask 
Of  fo  poor  Ufe,  that  I  fhall  make  no  Price 
If  you  intreat,  I  will  unmov'dly  hear. 

Are,  Yet  for  my  fake  a  little  bend  thy  Looks. 

Phi,  I  do.  Are,  Then  know  I  muft  have  them,  and  thee„ 

Phi,  And  me } 

Are,  Thy  Love ;  without  which,  all  the  Land^ 
Difcover'd  yet,  will  ferve  me  for  no  Ufe, 
But  to  be  buried  in.    Phi,  Is't  pofTible } 

Are,  With  it,  it  were  too  little  to  beftow 

(17)  I  ne'ver  yet  fanv  Enemy  that  loolCd 

So  dreadfull,  iut  that  I  thought  myfelf]  The  fecond  Verfe  here 
is  lame,  and  wants  Crutches.  The  ^arto^  in  1628,  1634,  and 
1652,  fupport  the  Metre  by  turning  the  Adjective  into  an  Adverb,  as 
I  have  reformed  the  Text. 

On 
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On  thee :  Now,  though  thy  Breath  doth  ftrike  me  dead, 
(Which,  know,  it  may)  I  have  unript  my  Breaft. 

Phi,  Madam,  you  are  too  full  of  noble  Thoughts, 
To  lay  a  Train  for  this  contemned  Life, 
Which  you  may  have  for  asking:  to  fulpeft 
Were  bafe,  where  I  deferve  no  111 :  Love  you ! 
By  all  my  Hopes,  I  do,  above  my  Life : 
But  how  this  Paflion  Ihould  proceed  from  you 
So  violently,  would  amaze  a  Man, 
That  would  be  jealous. 

Are.  Another  Soul,  into  my  Body  Ihot, 
Could  not  have  fili'd  me  with  more  Strength  and  Spirit, 
Than  this  thy  Breath :  But  ipend  not  hafty  Time, 
In  feeking  how  I  came  thus :  'tis  the  Gods, 
The  Gods,  that  make  me  fo ;  and,  fure,  our  Love 
Will  be  the  nobler,  and  the  better  blefl. 
In  that  the  fecret  Juflice  of  the  Gods 
Is  mingled  with  it.    Let  us  leave  and  kifs; 
Left  fome  unwelcome  Gueft  Ihould  fall  betwixt  us. 
And  we  fhould  part  without  it.    Phi.  'Twill  be  ill, 
I  fhould  abide  here  long.    Are.  *Tis  true,  and  worfe. 
You  fhould  come  often :  How  fhall  we  devife 
To  hold  Intelligence,  (i8)  that  our  true  Loves, 
On  any  new  Occafion  may  agree. 
What  Path  is  beft  to  tread }    Phi.  I  have  a  Boy 
Sent  by  the  Gods,  1  hope,  to  this  Intent, 
Not  yet  feen  in  the  Court.    Hunting  the  Buck, 
I  found  him.  fitting  by  a  Fountain-fide, 
Of  which  he  borrow' d  fome  to  quench  his  Thirfl, 
And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  mucli  in  Tears ; 
A  Garland  lay  by  him,  made  by  himfelf. 
Of  many  feveral  Flowers,  bred  in  the  Bay, 
Stuck  in  that  myftick  Order,  that  the  Rarenefs 
Delighted  me :  But  ever  when  he  turned 
His  tender  Eyes  upon  'em,  he  would  weep. 
As  if  he  meant  to  make  'em  grow  again. 

(l8)  ■  llhat  our  true  Lovers 

On  any  nenxj  Occafion  may  agree Here  again  the  old  Carlo's 
come  in  to  our  Afliftance,  and  clear  us  from  the  Nonfenfe  of  Louvers 
inftcad  of  Loves, 

Seeing 
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Seeing  fuch  pretty  helplefs  Innocence 

Dwell  in  his  Face,  I  ask'd  him  all  his  Story ; 

He  told  me,  that  his  Parents  gentle  dy'd, 

Leaving  him  to  the  Mercy  of  the  Fields, 

Which  gave  him  Roots ;  and  of  the  cryftal  Springs, 

Which  did  not  flop  their  Coiirfes ;  and  the  Sun, 

Which  ftill,  he  thank'd  him,  yielded  him  his  Light ; 

Then  took  he  up  his  Garland,  and  did  fhew. 

What  every  Flower,  as  Country  People  hold. 

Did  fignify  •,  and  how  all,  ordered  thus, 

Expreft  his  Grief;  and  to  my  Thoughts  did  read 

The  prettiefl  Le6lure  of  liis  Country  Art 

That  cou'd  be  wifli'd  :  So  that,  methought,  I  cou'd 

Have  ftudied  it.    (19)  I  gladly  entertain'd  him. 

Who  was  as  glad  to  follow ;  and  have  got 

The  truftieft,  loving'ft,  and  the  gentleft  Boy, 

That  ever  Mailer  kept :  Him  will  I  fend 

To  wait  on  you,  and  bear  our  hidden  Love. 

EnUr  Lady. 
Jre.  'Tis  well;  no  more. 

Lady.  Madam,  the  Prince  is  come  to  do  his  Service. 
^re.  What  will  you  do,  Philafter^  with  yourfelf  ? 
Phi,  Why,  that  which  all  the  Gods  have  appointed  out 
for  me. 

Are,  Dear,  hide  thyfelf.    Bring  in  the  Prince. 

Phi,  Hide  me  from  Pharamondl 
When  Thunder  fpeaks,  which  is.  the  Voice  of  Jove^ 
Though  I  do  Reverence,  yet  I  hide  me  not ; 
And  fhall  a  ftranger  Prince  have  Leave  to  brag 
Unto  a  Foreign  Nation,  that  he  made 

( *  9)  ^  gladly  entertain'd  hinty 

Who  <was  glad  to  folloav ;  ]  Here  again  the  Verfe  halts  for  want 
of  an  innocent  Monol'y liable,  which  I  have  reftored,  and  which 
Mr.  Senjjard  likewife  pointed  out  to  me.  So  our  Authors  in  their  Co- 
medy, cali'd,  T\iQ  Women  pleas' d : 

I Jhall  foon  ivaken,  and  as  foon  he  uoith  him. 
I  am  ferry,  I  have  Occafion  fo  often  to  trouble  the  Readers  with  thefe 
Minuti  a  Litter  arum  :  I  am  very  far  from  pleading  any  Merit  in  it; 
but  it  i5  the  dull  Duty  of  an  Editor  to  Ihew,  at  leaft,  his  Induftry  in  a 
fctiihful  Collation  of  the  old  Copies, 

Philaftcr 
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Philajler  hide-himfelf  ? 
Jre.  He  cannot  know  it. 

Phi.  Though  it  fliould  fleep  for  ever  to  the  World, 
It  is  a  fimple  Sin  to  hide  myfelf, 

Which  will  for  ever  on  my  Confcience  lie.  .  • 

Are.  Then,  good  Vhilafter.,  give  him  Scope  and  Way 
In  what  he  fays ;  for  he  is  apt  to  Ipeak 
What  you  are  loth  to  hear:  For  my  fake  do.    Phu  I  will. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pha.  My  Princely  Miflrefs,  as  true  Lovers  ought, 
I  come  to  kifs  thefe  fair  Hands  ;  and  to  Ihew, 
In  outward  Ceremonies,  the  dear  Love 
Writ  in  my  Heart. 

Phi.  If  I  fhall  have  an  Anfwer  no  direcllier, 
I  am  gone.    Pha.  To  what  would  he  have  an  Anfwer  ? 

Are.  To  his  Claim  unto  the  Kingdom. 

Pha.  Sirrah,  I  forbare  you  before  the  King. 

Phi.  Good  Sir,  do  fo  flill,  I  would  not  talk  with  you. 

Pha.  But  now  the  Time  is  fitter,  do  but  offer 
To  make  mention  of  your  Right  to  any  Kingdom, 
Though  it  be  fcarce  habitable,  — Phi.  Good  Sir,  let  me  go. 

Pha.  And  by  my  Sword,  

Phi.  Peace,  Pharamond \  if  thou  — 

Are.  Leave  us,  Philafter.    Phi.  I  have  done. 

Pha.  You  are  gone ;  by  Heav'n,  I'll  fetch  you  back. 

Phi.  You  fhall  not  need.    Pha.  What  now  ? 

Phi.  Know,  Pharamond., 
I  loath  to  brawl  with  fuch  a  Blafl  as  thou. 
Who  art  nought  but  a  valiant  Voice :  But  if 
Thou  fhalt  provoke  me  fiirther,  Men  fhall  fay. 
Thou  wert^  and  not  lament  it. 

Pha.  Do  you  flight 
My  Greatnefs  fo,  and  in  the  Chamber  of  the  Princefs! 

Phi.  It  is  a  Place,  to  which,  I  muft  confefs, 
I  owe  a  Reverence :  But  were't  the  Church, 
Ay,  at  the  Altar,  there's  no  Place  fo  fafe, 
Where  thou  dar'ft  injure  me,  but  I  dare  kill  thee : 
And  for  your  Greatnefs,  know.  Sir,  I  can  grafp 
You,  and  your  Greatnefs  thus,  thus  into  nothing  : 

Give 
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Give  not  a  Word,  not  a  Word  back :  Farewel. 

[Ent  Philafter, 

Tha,  'Tis  an  odd  Fellow;  Madam,  we  mull  flop 
His  Mouth  with  fome  OfHce,  when  we  are  married. 

Are,  You  were  beft  make  him  your  Controuler. 

Fha,  I  think,  he  would  difcharge  it  well.  But,  Madam, 
I  hope,  our  Hearts  are  knit    and  yet  fo  flow 
The  Ceremonies  of  State  are,  that  'twill  be  long 
Before  our  Hands  be  fo :  If  then  you  pleafe. 
Being  agreed  in  Heart,  (20)  let  us  not  wait 
For  dreaming  Forme,  but  take  a  little  ftoln 
Deligxhts,  and  fo  prevent  our  Joys  to  come. 

Are.  If  you  dare  fpeak  fuch  Thoughts, 
I  muft  withdraw  in  Honour.  {Exit  Arc. 

Fha.  The  Conftitution  of  my  Body  will  never  hold  out 
till  the  Wedding;  I  muft  feek  elfewhere.  Pha. 


A  C  T  II.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  Philafter,  and  Bellario. 

1*1)1,  AND  thou  flialt  find  her  honourable.  Boy.- 
Full  of  Regard  unto  thy  tender  Youth, 
F or  thine  own  Modefty ;  and  for  my  fake, 
Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask. 
Ay,  or  deferve.     Bel.  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up 
When  I  was  nothing ;  and  only  yet  am  fomething. 
By  being  yours ;  You  trufted  me  unknown ; 
And  that  which  you  are  apt  to  conftrue  now  • 
A  fimple  Innocence  in  me,  perhaps. 
Might  have  been  Craft ;  the  Cunjiing  of  a  Boy 
Hardened  in  Lies  and  Theft ;  yet  ventur'd  You 
To  part  my  Miferies  and  me :  for  which, 

(20)   ■  ■  let  us  not  ivait 

For  dreaming  for  me,]  Whatever  Pharamond  might  prefume, 
the  Princefs  had  no  fuch  Fondnefs  as  to  engage  her  to  dream  for  him. 
But  the  Corruption  is  to  be  laid  to  the  Prefs,  and  Senfe  to  be  reftored 
to  the  Authors  as  their  undoubted  Right, 

I  never 
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I  never  can  expect  to  ferve  a  Lady, 

That  bears  more  Honour  in  her  Breaft  tihan  You. 

Phi,  But,  Boy,  it  will  prefer  thee ;  thou  art  young. 
And  bear' ft  a  childifh  overflowing  Love 
To  them  that  clap  thy  Cheeks,  and  fpeak  thee  fair  yet  : 
But  when  thy  Judgment  comes  to  rule  thofe  PafTions, 
Thou  wilt  remember  beft  thofe  careful  Friends, 
That  plac'd  thee  in  the  nobleft  way  of  Life. 
She  is  a  Princefs  I  prefer  thee  to. 

Bel,  In  that  fmall  time  that  I  have  feen  the  World,  . 
I  never  knew  a  Man  hafty  to  part  with 
A  Servant  he  thought  trufty  ;  I  remember. 
My  Father  would  prefer  the  Boys  he  kept 
To  greater  Men  than  he ;  but  did  it  not, 
Till  they  were  grown  too  fawcy  for  himfelf 

Fhi,  Why,  gentle  Boy,  I  find  no  Fault  at  all 
In  thy  Behaviour.    Bel,  Sir,  if  I  have  made 
A  Fault  of  Ignorance,  inftrud  my  Youth  \ 
I  fhall  be  willing,  if  not  apt,  to  learn  ; 
Age  and  Experience  will  adorn  my  Mind 
With  larger  Knowledge :  And  if  I  have  done 
A  wilful  Fault,  think  me  not  paft  all  hope 
For  once.   What  Mafter  holds  fo  ftricl  a  Hand 
Over  his  Boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him 
Without  one  Warning  ?  Let  me  be  corredled. 
To  break  my  Stubbornnefs,  if  it  be  fo. 
Rather  than  turn  me  off,  and  I  fhall  mend. 

Fhi.  Thy  Love  doth  plead  fo  prettily  to  flay. 
That,  truft  me,  I  could  weep  to  part  with  thee. 
Alas!  I  do  not  turn  thee  off;  thou  know'ft, 
k  is  my  Bufinefs  that  doth  call  thee  hence  ; 
And,  when  thou  art  with  her,  thou  dweli'ft  with  me  : 
Think  fo,  and  'tis  fo  ;  and  when  time  is  full. 
That  thou  haft  well  difcharg'd  this  heavy  Truft, 
Laid  on  fo  weak  a  one,  I  will  again 
With  Joy  receive  thee  \  as  I  live,  I  "^ill. 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Boy  ;  'tis  -more  than  time 
Thou  didft  attend  the  Princefs.     Bel.  I  am  gone ; 
But  fince  I  am  to  part  with  you,  my  Lord, 
And  none  knows  whether  I  fhall  live  to  do 

More 
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More  Service  for  you  ;  take  this  little  Prayer. 
Heav'n  blefs  your  Loves,  your  Fights,  all  your  Defigns ! 
May  fick  Men,  if  they  have  your  Wifh,  be  well ; 
And  Heav'n  hate  thofe  you  curfe,  though  I  be  one  I 

Phi.  The  Love  of  Boys  unto  their  Lords  is  ftrange, 
I  have  read  Wonders  of  it ;  yet  this. Boy 
For  my  fake  (if  a  Man  may  judge  by  Looks, 
And  Speech)  would  out-do  Story.    I  may  lee 
A  Day  to  pay  him  for  his  Loyalty.  [Escit  Phi, 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pha.  Why  fliould  thefe  Ladies  ftay  lb  long  ?  They  muil: 
come  this  way ;  I  know,  the  Queen  employs  'em  not ; 
for  the  reverend  Mother  fent  me  Word,  they  would  all 
be  for  the  Garden.  If  they  fhould  all  prove  honeft  now, 
I  were  in  a  fair  Taking ;  I  was  never  fo  long  without 
Sport  in  my  Life,  and,  in  my  Confcience,  'tis  not  my 
Fault :  Oh,  for  our  Country  Ladies !  Here's  one  boultedj 
I'll  hound  at  her. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Gal.  Your  Grace!     Pha.  Shall  I  not  be  a  Trouble ? 
Gal.  Not  to  me,  Sir. 

Pha.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  quick ;  by  this  fwect 
Hand,  • 

Gal.  You'll  be  forfworn,  Sir,  'tis  but  an  old  Glove. 
If  you  will  talk  at  diftance,  I  am  for  you  ; 
But,  good  Prince,  be  not  bawdy,  nor  do  not  brag ; 
Thefe  two  I  bar ; 

And  then,  I  think,  I  lhall  have  Scnfe  enough 
To  anfwer  all  the  weighty  Apothegmes 
(21)  Your  Royal  Blood  fliall  manage. 

Pha.  Dear  Lady,  can  you  love  ? 

GaL  Dear,  Prince,  how  dear!  I  ne'er  coft  you  a 
Coach  yet,  nor  put  you  to  the  dear  Repentance  of  a  Ban- 

(21)  Your  Royal  Blood  Jhall  mannge.]  This  Word  is  ufed  as  the 
Trench  do  their  mefnager ;  and  the  Italians^  maneggtare.  So  we 
likewife  have  adopted  it,  and  fay,  manage  (or,  handle)  a  Difpute  or 
Argument. 

Vol.  1.  I  qucts 
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qnet;  here's  no  Scarlet,  Sir,  to  blufh  the  Sin  out  it  was 
given  for :  This  Wire  mine  own  Hair  covers  and  this 
Face  has  been  fo  far  from  being  dear  to  any;  that  it  ne'er 
cofb  Penny  painting:  And  for  the  reft  of  my  poor  Ward- 
robe, fuch  as  you  fee,  it  leaves  no  Hand  behind  it,  to 
make  the  jealous  Mercer's  W^ife  curie  our  good  Doings. 

Pha.  You  miftake  me.  Lady. 

Gal.  Lord,  I  do  fo  •  'would,  you  or  I  could  help  it! 

Pha.  Do  Ladies  of  this  Country  ufe  to  give 
No  more  Refpecl  to  Men  of  my  full  Being? 

Gal.  Full  Being!  I  underftand  you  not,  unlefs  your 
Grace  means  growing  to  Fatnefs  and  then  your  only 
Rem.edy  (upon  my  Knowledge,  Prince)  is  in  a  Morning 
a  Cup  of  neat  White-wine  brew'd  with  Carduus-^  then 
faft  till  Supper,  about  eight  you  may  eat ;  ufe  Exercife, 
and  keep  a  Sparrow-hawk,  (22)  you  can  fhoot  in  a  Tiller 
but,  of  all,  your  Grace  muft  fly  Phlebotomy^  freih  Pork, 
Conger,  and  clarified  Whey  :  They  are  all  Dullers  of  the 
vital  Spirits. 

Pha.  Lady,  you  talk  of  nothing  all  this  while. 

Gal,  'Tis  very  true.  Sir,  I  talk  of  you. 

Pha.  This  is  a  crafty  Wench,  I  like  her  Wit  well  ; 
'twill  be  rare  to  ftir  up  a  leaden  Appetite-,  Ihe's  a  Danae^ 
and  muft  be  courted  in  a  Show'r  of  Gold.  Madam,  look 
here,  all  thefe,  and  more,  than  

Gal.  What  have  you  there,  my  Lord  ?  Gold  ?  Now, 
as  I  live,  'tis  fair  Gold  you  would  have  Silver  for  it  to 
play  with  the  Pages  you  could  not  have  taken  me  in 
a  worfe  time  but  if  you  have  prefent  Ufe,  my  Lord, 
I'll  fend  my  Man  with  Silver,  and  keep  your  Gold  for 
you. 

Pha.  Lady,  Lady. 

Gal.  She's  coming.  Sir,  behind,  will  take  white  Money. 
Yet  for  all  this  Pll  match  ye. 

[Exit  Gal.  behind  the  Hangings. 

(22)  you  can  /hoot  in  a  Tiller  {\  i.  e.  a  Stand;  a  fmall  Tree  left  in 
in  a  Wood  for  Growth,  till  k  is  fellab'c:  Or  it  may  mean  rather,  in 
a  Steel-bow ;  dicas^  a  Steeler:  i.  e.  Arcus  chalybeatus,  as 

Skinner  fays  in  his  Etyjno  logic  urn. 

Pha. 
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Pha.  If  there  be  but  two  fuch  more  in  this  Kingdom, 
and  near  the  Court,  we  may  even  hang  up  our  Harps. 
Ten  fuch  Camphire  Conftitutions,  as  this,  would  call  the 
Golden  Age  again  in  Queftion;  and  teach  the  old  way 
for  every  ill-fac'd  Husband  to  get  his  own  Children ;  and 
what  a  Mifchief  that  will  breed,  let  all  confider ! 

Enter  Megra. 

Here's  another ,  if  fhe  be  of  the  fame  Lafl,  the  Devil 
fhall  pluck  her  on.    Many  fair  Mornings,  Lady. 

Meg.  As  many  Mornings  bring  as  many  Days, 
Fair,  fweet,  and  hopeful  to  your  Grace. 

Pha.  She  gives  good  Words  yet;  fure,  this  Wench 
is  free. 

If  your  more  ferious  Bufinefs  do  not  call  you, 

Let  me  hold  Quarter  with  you,  we'll  talk  an  Hour 

Out  quickly.    Meg.  What  would  your  Grace  talk  of? 

Pha.  Of  fome  fuch  pretty  Subjed  as  yourfelf. 
I'll  go  no  further  than  your  Eye,  or  Lip  ; 
There's  Theme  enough  for  one  Man  for  an  Age. 

Meg,  Sir,  they  ftand  right,  and  my  Lips  are  yet  even. 
Smooth,  young  enough,  ripe  enough,  red  enough. 
Or  my  Glafs  wrongs  me. 

Pha.  O,  they  are  two  twinn'd  Cherries  dyed  in  Blufhes, 
Which  thofe  fair  Suns  above  with  their  bright  Beams 
Refled:  upon  and  ripen.    Sweeteft  Beauty, 
Bow  down  thofe  Branches,  that  the  longing  Tafte 
Of  the  faint  Looker-on  may  meet  thofe  Bleflings, 
And  tafte  and  live.    Meg.  O  delicate  fweet  Prince ! 
She  that  hath  Snow  enough  about  her  Heart, 
To  take  the  wanton  Spring  of  ten  fuch  Lines  off. 
May  be  a  Nun  without  Probation. 
Sir,  you've,  in  fuch  neat  Poetry,  gather'd  a  kifs. 
That  if  I  had  but  five  Lines  of  that  Number, 
Such  pretty  begging  Blanks,  I  lliould  commend 
Your  Fore-head,  or  your  Cheeks,  and  kffs  you  too. 

Pha.  Do  it  in  Profe  j  you  cannot  mifs  it.  Madam. 

Meg.  I  fhall,  I  fhall.  Pha.  By  my  Life,  you  fhall  not* 
I'll  prompt  you  firft  :  Can  you  do  it  now  ? 

Meg.  Methinks,  'tis  eafy,  now  I  ha'  don't  before ; 

I  2  But 
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But  yet  I  fliould  flick  at  it.    Pha,  Stick  till  To-morrow ; 
I'll  ne'er  part  you,  Sweeteft.    But  we  lofe  time, 
Can  you  love  me  ? 

Meg,  Love  you,  my  Lord  ?  How  would  you  have  mc 
love  you  ? 

Pha.  ril  teach  you  in  a  fhort  Sentence,  'caufe  I  will 
not  load  your  Memory ;  this  is  all.  Love  me,  and  lie 
with  me. 

Meg.  Was  it  lie  with  you,  that  you  faid.^  'Tis  im- 
pofTibie. 

Pha.  Not  to  a  willing  Mind,  that  will  endeavour ;  if 
I  do  not  teach  you  to  do  it  as  eafily  in  one  Night,  as 
you'll  go  to  Bed,  I'll  lofe  my  Royal  Blood  for't. 

Meg.  Why,  Prince,  you  have  a  Lady  of  your  own^, 
that  yet  wants  teaching. 

Pha.  I'll  fooner  teach  a  Mare  the  old  Meafures,  than 
teach  her  any  thing  belonging  to  the  Function ;  fhe's 
afraid  to  lie  with  herfelf  if  Ihe  have  but  any  mafculinc 
Imaginations  about  her ;  I  know,  when  we  are  married, 
I  mull:  ravifh  her. 

Meg.  By  my  Honour,  that's  a  foul  Fault,  indeed ;  but 
Time  and  your  good  Help  will  wear  it  out.  Sir. 

Pha.  And  for  any  other  I  fee,  excepting  your  dear 
Self,  deareft.  Lady,  I  had  rather  be  Sir  Tim  the  School- 
mafter,  and  leap  a  Dairy-maid. 

Meg.  Has  your  Grace  fcen  the  Court-ftar  Galatea  ? 

Pha.  Out  upon  her !  She's  as  cold  of  her  Favour  as 
an  Apoplex :  She  fail'd  by  but  now. 

Meg.  And  how  do  you  hold  her  Wit,  Sir } 

Pha.  I  hold  her  Wit  ?  The  Strength  of  all  the  Guard 
cannot  hold  it,  if  they  were  tied  to  it  \  fhe  would  blow 
'em  out  of  the  Kingdom ;  they  talk  of  Jupiter.,  he's  but 
a  Squib-cracker  to  her :  Look  well  about  you,  and  you 
may  find  a  Tongue-bolt.  But  fpeak,  fweet  Lady,  fhall 
I  be  freely  welcome  ^. 

Meg.  Whither.^ 

Pha.  To  your  Bed  if  you  miflrufl  my  Faith,  you  do 
me  the  unnoblefl  Wrong. 

Meg.  I  dare  not.  Prince,  I  dare  not. 

Pha,  Make  your  own  Conditions,  my  Purfe  fhall  feal 
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•cm  ;  and  what  you  dare  imagine  you  can  want,  I'll  flir- 
nifh  you  withal :  Give  two  Hours  to  your  Thoughts  every 
Morning  about  it.  Come,  I  know,  you  are  bafhful ; 
fpeak  in  my  Ear,  will  you  be  mine  ?  Keep  this,  and  with 
it  me :  Soon  I  will  vifit  you. 

Meg.  My  Lord,  my  Chamber's  moft  unfafe ;  but  when 
'tis  Night,  I'll  find  fome  means  to  flip  into  your  Lodging: 
till  when  ■ 

Fha.  Till  when,  this,  and  my  Heart  go  with  thee! 

{^E^emt  feveral  ways. 

Enter  Galatea  from  behind  the  Hangings. 

Gal.  Oh,  thou  pernicious  Petticoat-Prince!  Are  thefc 
'  your  Virtues  ^  Well,  if  I  do  not  lay  a  Train  to  blow  your 
Sport  up,  I  am  no  Woman:  (23)  And,  Lady  Dowfabel, 
I'll  fit  you  for't.  lEmt. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  a  Lady. 

Are.  Where's  the  Boy  ?     Lady.  Within,  Madam. 
Are.  Gave  you  him  Gold  to  buy  him  Cloaths  ? 
Lady.  I  did.     Are.  And  has  he  don't  ? 
Lady.  Yes,  Madam. 

Are.  'Tis  a  pretty  fad-talking  Boy,  is  it  not? 
Ask'd  you  his  Name?    Lady.  No,  Madarn. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Are.  O,  you  are  welcome  ;  what  good  News  ? 
Gal.  As  good  as  any  one  can  tell  your  Grace, 
That  fays,  fhe  hath  done  that  you  would  have  wifh*d. 
Are.  Haft  thou  difcover'd  ? 
Gal.  I  have  ftrain'd  a  Point  of  Modefty  for  you. 
Are.  I  prithee,  how  ? 

Gal.  In  lift'ning  after  Bawdry ;  I  fee,  let  a  Lady  live 
never  fo  modeftly,  fhe  fliall  be  fure  to  find  a  lawfijl  time 

(23)  and,  L^^Towfabel,  Vll  fit  you  for' t  There's  no  fuchWord 
as  Tonvfabely  that  I  know,  or  that  is  acknowledged  by  any  of  the 
Dictionaries.  I  think,  by  the  Change  of  a  fingle  Letter,  I  have  re- 
trievM  the  genuine  Word  of  our  Poets,  Do<vofabel.  This  is  of  French 
Extradion,  Douce  et  belle  ;  i.  e.  Sweet,  and  fair:  But  it  is  here  inten- 
ded ironically,  and  in  Derifion. 

I3  • 
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to  hearken  after  Bawdry  \  your  Prince,  brave  Pharamondy 
was  fo  hot  on't.     Are,  With  whom  ? 

Gal  Why,  with  the  Lady  I  fufpected :  I  can  tell  the 
Time  and  Place. 

Are.  O  when^  and  where  ? 

GaL  To  Night,  his  Lodging. 

Are,  Run  thyfelf  into  the  Prefence,  mingle  there  again 
With  other  Ladies ;  leave  the  reft  to  me  : 
If  Deftiny  (to  whom  we  dare  not  fay, 
WJr^  did  Jl  thou  this  ?)  have  not  decreed  it  fo 
In  lafting  Leaves  (whofe  fmalleft  Charaders 
Were  never  altered  ;)  yet,  this  Match  fliall  break. 
W^here's  the  Boy  ?    Lady,  Here,  Madam. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Are,  Sir,  you  are  fad  to  change  your  Service,  is't  not  fo 

Bel.  Madam,  I  have  not  chang'd  ;  I  wait  on  you, 
To  do  him  Service.     Are.  Thou  difclaim'ft  in  me ; 
Tell  me  thy  Name.     Bel.  Bellario, 

Are.  Thou  can'ft  fing,  and  play  ? 

Bel.  If  Grief  will  give  me  Leave,  Madam,  I  can. 

Are,  Alas !  What  kind  of  Grief  can  shy  Years  know  ? 
Had'ft  thou  a  curft  Mafter  when  thou  went*ft  to  School? 
Thou  art  not  capable  of  other  Grief ; 
Thy  Brows  and  Cheeks  are  fmooth  as  Waters  be. 
When  no  Breath  troubles  them  :  Believe  me.  Boy, 
Care  feeks  out  wrinkled  Brows  and  hollow  Eyes, 
And  builds  himfelf  Caves  to  abide  in  them. 
Come,  Sir,  tell  me  truly,  does  your  Lord  love  me  ,^ 

Bel.  Love,  Madam. }  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Are.  Can'ft  thou  know  Grief,  and  never  yet  kncw'ft 
Love  } 

Thou  art  deceiv'd.  Boy ;  does  he  fpeak  of  me. 
As  if  he  wifh'd  m.e  well       Bel.  If  it  be  Love, 
To  forget  all  Refped  of  Iiis  own  Friends, 
In  thinking  on  your  Face  \  if  it  be  Love, 
To  fit  crofs-arm'd,  and  figh  away  the  Day, 
Mingled  w^ith  Starts,  crying  your  Name  as  loud 
And  haftily,  as  Men  i'  th' Streets  do  Fire: 

2i  it  be  Love,  to  v;eep  himfelf  away, 

^  When 
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When  he  but  hears  of  any  Lady  dead. 

Or  kill'd,  becaufe  it  might  have  been  your  Chance; 

If,  when  he  goes  to  Reft  (which  will  not  be) 

'Twixt  ev'ry  Prayer  he  fays,  he  names  you  once 

As  others  drop  a  Bead,  be  to  be  in  Love  ; 

Then,  Madam,  I  dare  fwear  he  loves  you.    Are.  O ! 

You  arc  a  cunning  Boy,  and  taught  to  lie, 

For  your  Lord's  Credit ;  but  thou  knoweft,  a  Lye, 

That  bears  this  Sound,  is  welcomer  to  me, 

Than  any  Truth,  that  fays,  he  loves  me  not. 

Lead  the  Way,  Boy :  Do  you  attend  mc  too ; 

'Tis  thy  Lord's  Bufinefs  haftes  me  thus ;  Away. 

[  Eiceunt. 

Enter  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline,  Megra,  and 
Galatea. 

Bicn,  Come,  Ladies,  lhall  we  talk  a  Round  ?  As  Men 
Do  walk  a  Mile,  Women  fliould  talk  an  Hour 
After  Supper :  'Tis  their  Exercife.    GaL  'Tis  late. 

Meg,  'Tis  all 
My  Eyes  will  do  to  lead  me  to  my  Bed. 

GaL  I  fear,  they  are  fo  heavy,  you'll  fcarce  find 
The  Way  to  your  Lodging  with  'em  to  Night. 

Enter  Pharamond. 
"Thra.  The  Prince  

Pba,  Not  a-bed.  Ladies  ?  You're  good  Sitters  up ; 
What  think  you  of  a  pleafant  Dream  to  laft 
Till  Morning?  [it. 

Meg,  I  ihould  chufe,  my  Lord,  a  pleafmg  Wake  before 

Enter  Arethufa  and  Bellario. 

Are.  'Tis  well,  my  Lord,  you're  courting  of  the  Ladies. 
Is't  not  late,  Gentlemen  ? 
Cle.  Yes,  Madam. 

Are,  Wait  you  there.  [^Exit  Arethufa. 

Meg.  She's  jealous,  as  I  live-,  look  you,  my  Lord, 
The  Princefs  has  a  Hilas^  an  Adonis, 
Pha.  His  Form  is  Angel-like, 

Meg.  Why,  this  is  he  muft,  when  you  once  are  wed, 

I  4  Sit 
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Sit  by  your  Pillow,  like  young  Apollo^  with 

His  Hand  and  Voice,  binding  your  Thoughts  in  Sleep ; 

The  Princefs  does  provide  Iiim  for  you,  and  for  herfelf 

Pha,  I  find  no  Mufick  in'thefe  Boys.    Meg,  Nor  I. 
They  can  do  little,  and  that  fmall  they  do, 
They  have  not  Wit  to  hide. 

Dion,  Serves  he  the  Princefs  ?    Thra.  Yes. 

Dion.  'Tis  a  fweet  Boy,  how  brave  fhe  keeps  him ! 

Pha.  Ladies  all,  good  Reft ;  I  mean  to  kill  a  Buck 
To-morrow  Morning,  ere  you've  done  your  Dreams. 

\_Exit  Phar. 

Meg.  All  Happinefs  attend  your  Grace !  Gentlemen, 
good  Reft ; 
Come,  ftiall  we  to  Bed } 

Gal.  Yes,  all  good  Night.  \^E:x.  Gal.  and  Meg. 

Dicn.  May  your  Dreams  be  true  to  you ; 
What  fhall  we  do,  Gallants 'Tis  late,  the  King 
Is  up  ftill,  fee,  he  comes,  a  Guard  along 
With  him. 

Enter  King,  Arethufa  and  Guard. 

King,  Look,  your  Intelligence  be  true. 

Are.  Upon  my  Life,  it  is :  And  I  do  hope, 
Your  Highnefs  will  not  tie  me  to  a  Man, 
That  in  the  Heat  of  Wooing  throws  me  off. 
And  takes  another.    Dicn,  What  fhould  this  mean 

King,  If  it  be  true. 
That  Lady  had  much  better  have  embrac'd 
Curelefs  Difeafes ;  get  you  to  your  Reft.  Ex,  Are.  and  Bel, 
You  fhall  be  righted :  Gentlemen,  draw  near. 
We  fhall  imploy  you :  Is  young  Pharamond 
Come  to  his  Lodging     Dion,  I  faw  him  enter  there. 

King,  Hafte,  fome  of  you,  and  cunningly  difcover 
If  Megra  be  in  her  Lodging.    Cle.  Sir, 
She  parted  hence  but  now  with  other  Ladies. 

King,  If  fhe  be  there,  we  ftiall  not  need  to  make 
A  vain  Difcovery  of  our  Suipicion. 
You  Gods,  I  fee,  that  who  unrighteoudy 
Holds  Wealth,  or  State  from  others-,  fhall  be  curft 
In  that,  which  meaner  Men  are  bleft  withal : 
Ages  to  come  fhall  know  no  Male  of  him  Left 
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Left  to  inherit-,  and  his  Name  fhall  be 
Blotted  from  the  Earth:  If  he  have  any  Child, 
It  fhall  be  crofsly  match'd;  the  Gods  themfelves 
.Shall  fow  wild  Strife  betwixt  her  Lord  and  her. 
Yet,  if  it  be  your  Wills,  forgive  the  Sin 
I  have  committed    let  it  not  fall 
Upon  this  underftanding  Child  of  mine; 
She  has  not  broke  your  Laws ;  (24)  but  how  can  I 
Look  to  be  heard  of  Gods,  that  muft  be  juft. 
Praying  upon  the  Ground  I  hold  by  Wrong  ? 

Enter  Dion. 

Bton.  Sir,  I  have  asked,  and  her  Women  (wear,  fheis 
within ;  but  they,  I  think,  are  Bawds ;  I  told  'em,  I  muft 
Ipeak  with  her:  They  laugh'd,  and  faid,  their  Lady  lay 
fpecchlefs.  I  faid,  my  Bufinefs  was  important ;  they  faid, 
their  Lady  was  about  it :  I  grew  hot,  and  cried,  my  Bufi- 
nefs was  a  matter  that  concern'd  Life  and  Death ;  they 
anfwer'd,  fo  was  Sleeping,  at  which  their  Lady  was ;  I 
urg'd  again,  fhe  had  fcarce  time  to  be  fo  fince  lafl:  I  faw 
her ;  they  fmil'd  again,  and  feem'd  to  inflrud:  me,  that 
Sleeping  was  nothing  but  lying  down  and  winking :  An- 
fwers  more  dired:  I  could  not  get :  Ihort,  Sir,  I  thinlc, 
jfhe  is  not  there. 

King,  'Tis  then  no  time  to  dally :  You  o'th'  Guard, 
Wait  at  the  Back-door  of  the  Prince's  Lodging ; 
And  fee  that  none  pafs  thence,  upon  your  Lives. 
Knock,  Gentlemen  :  Knock  louder :  louder  yet : 
What,  has  their  Pleafure  taken  off  their  Hearing  } 
rU  break  your  Meditations,    Knock  again  : 

(24)  —   hut  houtj  can  I 

Look  to  he  heard  of  Godsy  that  muft  he  juft ^ 

Praying  upon  the  Ground  I  hold  by  Wrong  ?  ]  'In  this  Sentiment 
our  Authors  feem  to  be  copying  Shakefpeare,  in  a  noble  Paffage  of  his 
Hfimlet. 

 Forgi've  me  my  foul  Murther  ! 

7hat  cannot  be,  fince  1  am  ftill  poffefid 
Of  thofe  EffeBs  for  nvhich  1  did  the  Murther  \ 
My  C7'onun,  fny  onvn  Ambition^  and  my  ^ueen, 
M^y  one  be  pardon" d^  and  retain  th*  Offence?  Sec, 

Not 
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Not  yet  ?  I  do  not  think,  he  fleeps,  having  this 
Larumbyhim;  once  more;  Tharamond^  Prince. 

Pharamond  above, 

Pha.  What  fawcy  Groom  knocks  at  this  Dead  of  Night  r 
Where  be  our  Waiters?  By  my  vexed  Soul, 
He  meets  his  Death,  that  meets  me,  for  this  Boldnefs. 

King,  Prince,  you  do  wrong  your  Thoughts,  we  are 
your  Friends ; 
Come  down.    Pha.  The  King  ? 

King.  The  fame.  Sir,  come  down, 
We  have  Caufe  of  prefent  Counfel  with  you. 

Pha.  If  your  Grace  pleafe  to  ufe  me,  I'll  attend  you 
To  your  Chamber.  [Pha.  below. 

King.  No,  'tis  too  late.  Prince,  I'll  make  bold  with  yours. 

Pha.  I  have  fome  private  Reafons  to  myfelf, 
Make  me  unmannerly,  and  fay,  you  cannot ; 
Nay,  prefs  not  forward,  Gendemen,  he  muft 
Come  through  my  Life,  that  comes  here.  \_EHters, 

King.  Sir,  be  refolv'd, 
I  muft  and  will  come. 

Pha.  I'll  not  be  difhonour'd  ; 
He  that  enters  here,  enters  upon  his  Death. 
Sir,  *tis  a  Sign  you  make  no  Stranger-of  me. 
To  bring  thefe  Renegadoes  to  my  Chamber, 
At  thefe  unfeafon'd  Hours.    King.  Why  do  you 
Chafe  yourfelf  fo  ^  You  are  not  wrong'd,  nor  fhall  be ; 
Only  1  '11  fearch  your  Lodging,  for  fbmx  Caufe 
To  ourfelf  known :  Enter,  I  fay.  ■ 

Pha.  I  fay,  no.  [Meg.  above, 

Meg.  Let  'em  enter.  Prince,  let  'em  enter, 
I  am  up,  and  ready ;  I  do  know  their  Bufinefs, 
*Tis  the  poor  brealdng  of  a  Lady's  Honour, 
They  hunt  fo  hotly  after-,  let  'em  enjoy  it. 
You  have  your  Bufinefs,  Gentlemen,  I  lay  here. 
My  Lord  the  King,  this  is  not  noble  in  you 
To  make  publick  the  Weaknefs  of  a  Woman. 

King.  Come  down.  [Clamors, 
Meg.  I  dare,  my  Lord;  your  Whootings  and  your 

Your 
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(25)  Yonr  private  Whifpers,  and  your  broader  Fleerings, 
Can  no  more  vex  my  Soul,  than  this  bafe  Carriage ; 
But  I  have  Vengeance  yet  in  Store  for  fome. 
Shall,  in  the  moft  Contempt  you  can  have  of  me. 
Be  Joy  and  .Nouriftiment. 
king.  Will  you  come  dpwn  ? 

(26)  Meg.  Yes,  to  laugh  at  your  Worft:  But  I  fliall 
wring  you. 
If  my  Skill  fail  me  not. 

King^  Sir,  I  muft  dearly  chide  you  for  this  Loofenefs, 
You  have  wrong'd  a  worthy  Lady  j  but,  no  more, 
Condudl  him  to  my  Lodging,  and  to  Bed, 

Cle.  Get  him  another  Wench,  and  you  bring  him  to 
Bed  indeed. 

(25)  Tour  pri<vatc  Whifpers  and ycur  hroviA  Fleerings^l  This  is  no 
Verle,  however  it  has  currently  pafs'd  the  Ears  of  all  the  Editors. 
The  Addition,  which  1  have  made,  of  a  fmgle  Syllable  both  improves 
the  Senfe  and  retrieves  the  Metre. 

(26)  Tes,  to  laugh  at  your  nvorjl ;  hut  I  Jhall  wrongj;©^,]  Megra  dc- 
fign'd  to  accufe  the  Priiicefs  of  a  Fa<ft,  which  fhe  had  a  Itrong  Sufpi- 
cion  of  her  being  really  guilty  of.  She  had  mention'd  it  before  to  the 
Prince ;  and  there  were  Circumftances  enough  to  make  a  Woman, 
who  was  bad  herfelf,  believe  the  Princefs  fo.  How  then  could  flie 
fay,  fhe  would  ivrong  the  King,  when  Ihe  believM  what  fhe  was  to 
fpeak  ?  Befides,  it  is  not  a  true  fcolding  Word,  I  would  fubftitute, 
nx;orJl ;  which  differs  but  in  two  Letters,  and  is  an  excellent  one  for 
the  purpofe.  The  Jingle  and  Reduplication  of  the  fame  Word  is  fre- 
quently pradis'd  by  our  Poets.  So  in  Rule  a  Wife,  and  have  a 
Wife. 

I  find  thee  a       young  Wife.    Elli,  77/  wife  jowr 
Worjhip.  Mr.  Se^juard. 

Notwithftanding  this  ingenious  Conjeflure,  I  am  pretty  certain  that 
the  Word,  which  I  have  inferted,  is  the  true  Reading  :  becaufe  it 
has  the  Authority  of  the  ^artoh  in  1628,  and  1634;  and  is  likewife 
ufed  in  the  fame  Senfe  by  our  Poets  in  other  Paflages.  So,  in  the 
Eider  Brother ; 

 for  P've  the  Doucets  of  his  Gravity 

Taft  in  a  String,  and  nvill  fo  pinch  and  wring  him. 
And  the  Humourous  Lieutenant ; 

Will  Nothing  wring  you,  then,  d'ye  think  ? 
And  fo  in  Women  pleas  d'. 

Wringing  arkl  kicking  up  to  th''  Ears  in  Love  yonder. 
Sec.  See. 

Dion. 
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Dion,  (27)  'Tis  ftrange,  a  Man  can't  ride  a  Stage  or  two, 
To  breathe  himfelf,  without  a  Warrant  for*t  : 
If  this  Geer  hold,  that  Lodgings  be  fearch'd  thus. 
Pray  Heav'n,  we  may  lie  with  our  own  Wives  in  Safety, 
That  they  be  not  by  fome  Trick  of  State  miftaken. 

Enter  Megra. 

King.  Now,  Lady  of  Honour,  where's  your  Honour  now  ? 
No  Man  can  fit  your  Palate,  but  the  Prince. 
Thou  moft  ill-fhrowded  Rottcnnefs ;  thou  Piece 
Made  by  a  Painter  and  a  'Pothecary  ; 
Thou  troubled  Sea  of  Lull    thou  Wildernefs, 
Inhabited  by  wild  Thoughts;  thou  fwoln  Cloud  of 
Infedlion ;  thou  ripe  Mine  of  all  Difeafes ; 
Thou  all  Sin,  all  Hell,  lad,  all  Devils,  tell  me. 
Had  you  none  to  pull  on  with  your  Courtefies, 
But  he  that  muft  be  mine,  and  wrong  my  Daughter  ? 
By  all  the  Gods,  all  thcfe,  and  all  the  Pages, 
And  all  the  Court,  fhall  hoot  thee  through  the  Court  ; 
Fling  rotten  Oranges,  make  ribald  Rhymes, 
And  fear  thy  Name  with  Candles  upon  Walls : 
Do  you  laugh,  Lady  Venus? 

Meg.  'Faith,  Sir,  you  mull  pardon  me ; 
1  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  fee  you  merry. 
If  you  do  this,  O  King ;  nay,  if  you  dare  do  it ; 
By  all  thofe  Gods  you  fwore  by,  and  as  many 
More  of  my  own ;  I  will  have  Fellows,  and 
Such  Fellows  in  it,  as  fhall  make  noble  Mirth. 
The  Princefs,  your  dear  Daughter,  fhall  ftand  by  me 
On  Walls,  and  fung  in  Ballads,  any  thing : 
Urge  me  no  more,  I  know  her  and  her  Haunts, 
Her  Layes,  Leaps,  and  Outlays,  and  will  difcover  all ; 
Nay,  will  difhonour  her.    I  know  the  Boy 

(27)  *Tis  jlrange  a  Man  cannot  ride  a  Stag]  'Tis  very  unufual,  I 
believe,  to  ride  a  Stag :  Nor  is  the  Expreffion  ever  uled,  that  I  know, 
to  ride  a  Stag^  meaning,  to  ride  after,  or  htmt  donvn  one  My  Al- 
teration reftores  the  true  Reading  of  the  Poets.  So,  in  the  fame  Senfe, 
in  the  Cujiom  of  the  Country  \ 

Fivt  Dames  to  Day ;  this  'was  hut  a  fmall  Stage. 

She 
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She  keeps,  a  handfome  Boy ;  about  eighteen : 
Know  what  flie  does  with  him,  and  where,  and  when. 
Come,  Sir,  you  put  me  to  a  Woman's  iViadnefs, 
The  Glory  of  a  Fury,  and  if  I  do  not 
Do  it  to  the  height  — 

King,  What  Boy  is  this  fhe  raves  at  ?  [things  ? 

Meg.  Alas!  good- minded  Prince,  you  know  not  thefe 
1  am  loth  to  reveal  'em.    Keep  this  Fault, 
As  you  would  keep  your  Flealth,  from  the  hot  Air 
Of  the  corrupted  People ;  or,  by  Heav'n, 
1  will  not  fall  alone  :  What  I  have  known. 
Shall  be  as  publick  as  a  Print ;  all  Tongues 
Shall  fpeak  it,  as  they  do  the  Language  they 
Are  born  in,  free  and  commonly  j  I'D  fet  it 
Like  a  prodigious  Star  for  all  to  gaze  at. 
So  high  and  glowing,  that  Kingdoms  far  and  foreign 
Shall  read  it  there,  nay,  travel  with  it,  'till  they  find 
No  Tongue  to  make  it  more,  nor  no  more  People  j 
And  then  behold  the  Fall  of  your  fair  Princefs. 

King.  Has  fhe  a  Boy  ? 

Cle.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  I  have  feen  a  Boy  wait 
On  her,  a  fair  Boy. 

King.  Go,  get  you  to  your  Quarter : 
For  this  time  I'll  Itudy  to  forget  you. 

Meg.  Do  you  ftudy  to  forget  me,  and  I'll  ftudy 
To  forget  you. .  [^Ex.  King,  Meg.  a7id  Guard. 

Cle.  Why,  here's  a  Male  Spirit  for  Hercules ;  if  ever 
there  be  nine  Worthies  of  Women,  this  Wench  fhall  ride 
aftride,  and  be  their  Captain. 

Dion.  Sure,  Ihe  has  a  Garrifon  of  Devils  in  her  Tongue, 
fhe  uttereth  fuch  Balls  of  W  ild-fire.  She  has  fo  nettled  the 
King,  that  all  the  Do6lors  in  the  Country  will  fcarce  cure 
him.  That  Boy  was  a  flrange-found-out  Antidote  to  cure 
her  Infe6lion :  that  Boy,  that  Princefs'  Boy;  that  brave, 
chafle,  virtuous  Lady's  Boy;  and  a  fair  Boy,  a  well  fpo- 
ken  Boy :  All  thefe  confider'd,  can  make  nothing  elfe  — ■ 
But  there  I  leave  you.  Gentlemen. 

'Tl^ra.  Nay,  we'll  go  wander  with  you.  [ExeunL 


ACT 
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ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Cleremont,  Dion,  and  Thrafiline. 

C/^.'^TAY,  doubtlefs,  'tis  true. 

Dion,  Ay,  and  'tis  the  Gods, 
That  rais'd  this  Punifhment  to  fcourge  the  King 
With  his  own  Ifllie :  Is  it  not  a  Shame 
For  us,  that  fhould  write  Noble  in  the  Land, 
For  us,  that  fhould  be  Freemen,  to  behold 
A  Man,  that  is  the  Bravery  of  his  Age, 
Pbikjler^  preft  down  from  his  Royal  Right, 
By  this  regardlefs  King?  and  only  look. 
And  fee  the  Scepter  ready  to  be  caft 
Into  the  Hands  of  that  lafcivious  Lady, 
That  lives  in  Luft  with  a  fmooth  Boy,  now  to  be 
Married  to  yon  ftrange  Prince,  who,  but  that  People 
Pleafe  to  let  him  be  a  Prince,  is  born  a  Slave 
In  that  which  fhould  be  his  moft  Noble  Part, 
His  Mind  ?  nra.  That  Man,  that  would  not  ftir  with  you. 
To  aid  Philafter^  let  the  Gods  forget 
That  fuch  a  Creature  walks  upon  the  Earth. 

Cle.  Philafter  is  too  backward  in't  himfelf ; 
The  Gentry  do  await  it,  (28)  and  the  People, 
Againfl:  their  Nature,  are  all  bent  for  him,  ■ 
And  like  a  Field  of  ftanding  Corn,  that's  mov'd 
With  a  ftiff  Gale,  their  Heads  bow  all  one  way. 

Bion,  The  only  Caufe,  that  draws  Philafter  back 
From  this  Attempt,  is  the  fair  Princefs'  Love, 
Which  he  admires,  and  we  can  now  confute. 

(28)  and  the  People, 

Aga'ivfi  their  Nature,  are  all  bent  for  him.']  This  fcems,  at 
firft  View,  an  odd  Paffage.  How  are  the  People  againft  their  Natures 
for  Philafter?  What,  was  there  never  any  People  unanimous  in  their 
Choice  of  a  Governor?  I  take  it,  he  mull  be  underftood,  as  mean- 
ing, the  People  (whofe  Nature  for  the  moft  part  is  unconftant,  giddy, 
and  wavering)  are  now  fo  well  affured  of  Philafter  %  Worth,  and 
Right  to  the  Crown,  joinM  to  his  prefent  ill  Ufage,  that  they  are  re- 
folv'd  and  fteady  to  do  him  Juftice.  This  is  properly  ftylcd,  againft 
their  Nature,  or  Cuftom.  Mr.  Syffipfon. 

'I'hra. 
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^hra.  Perhaps,  he'll  not  believe  it. 

Dion,  Why,  Gentlemen, 
'Tis  without  queftion  fo.    Cle.  Ay,  'tis  paft  Speech, 
She  lives  difhoneftly.    But  how  fhall  we. 
If  he  be  curious,  work  upon  his  Faith  ? 

Thra,  We  all  are  fatisfied  within  ourfelves. 

Bion.  Since  it  is  true,  and  tends  to  his  own  Good, 
ril  make  this  new  Report  to  be  my  Knowledge, 
I'll  fay,  I  know  it;  nay,  I'll  fwear,  I  faw  it. 

Cle,  It  will  be  bell.    ^ra.  'Twill  move  him. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Bion.  Here  he  comes. 
Good-morrow  to  your  Honour,  we  have  (pent 
Some  time  in  feeking  you.    Phi.  My  worthy  Friends, 
You  that  can  keep  your  Memories  to  know 
Your  Friend  in  Mifcries,  and  cannot  frown 
On  Men  difgrac'd  for  Virtue,  a  good  Day 
Attend  you  all.    What  Service  may  I  do 
Worthy  your  Acceptation  ?    Bion.  my  good  Lord, 
We  come  to  urge  that  Virtue,  which  we  know 
Lives  in  your  Breaft,  forth ;  rife,  and  make  a  Head  > 
The  Nobles  and  the  People  are  all  duU'd 
With  this  ufurping  King  ;  and  not  a  Man, 
That  ever  heard  the  World,  or  knew  fuch  Thing 
As  Virtue,  l3ut  will  fecond  your  Attempts. 

Phi.  How  honourable  is  this  Love  in  you 
To  me,  that  have  deferv'd  none  ?    Know,  my  Friends, 
(You,  that  were  born  to  fhame  your  poor  Philafter 
With  too  much  Courtefy)  I  cou'd  afford 
To  melt  myfelf  in  Thanks ;  but  my  Defigns 
Are  not  yet  ripe ;  fuffice  it,  that  ere  long 
I  fhall  imploy  your  Loves :  but  yet  the  Time 
Is  fliort  of  what  I  wou'd. 

Bion.  The  Time  is  fuller.  Sir,  than  you  expert ; 
That  which  hereafter  will  not,  perhaps,  be  reach'd 
By  Violence,  may  now  be  caught.    As  for  the  King, 
You  know,  the  People  have  long  hated  him ; 
But  now  the  Princefs,  v/hom  they  lov'd.  — — 
Phi.  Why,  what  of  her  ? 

Bion. 
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Dion,  Is  loath'd  as  much  as  he. 

Phi.  By  what  flrange  Means  ? 

Dion,  She's  known  a  Whore.    Phi.  Thou  lyeft. 

Dion.  My  Lord  

Pi?/.  Thou  lyeft,  [Offers  to  draw.,  andis  held. 

And  thou  fhalt  feel  it ;  I  had  thought,  thy  Mind 
Had  been  of  Honour.    Thus  to  rob  a  Lady 
Of  her  good  Name,  is  an  infedious  Sin, 
Not  to  be  pardon'd ;  be  it  falfe  as  Hell, 
'Twill  never  be  redeem'd,  if  it  be  fown 
Amongft  the  People,  fruitful  to  increafe 
All  Evil  they  fhall  hear.    Let  me  alone. 
That  I  may  cut  off  Falfhood,  whilft  it  fprings. 
Set  Hills  on  Hills  betwixt  me  and  the  Man 
That  utters  this,  and  I  w^ill  fcale  them  all. 
And  from  the  utmoft  Top  fall  on  his  Neck, 
Like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud.  Dion.  This  is  moft  ftrange; 
Sure,  he  does  love  her.    Phi.  I  do  love  fair  Truth : 
She  is  my  Miftrefs,  and  who  injures  her. 
Draws  Vengeance  from  me.    Sirs,  let  go  my  Arms. 

Thra.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  patient. 

Cle.  Sir,  remember 
This  is  your  honour'd  Friend,  that  comes  to  do 
His  Service,  and  will  fhew  you  why  he  utter'd  this. 

Phil.  I  ask  you  pardon.  Sir,  my  Zeal  to  Truth 
Made  me  unmannerly :  Should  I  have  heard 
Difhonour  Ipoke  of  you,  behind  your  Back 
Untruly,  I  had  been  as  much  diftemper'd, 
Enrag'd,  as  now.    Dion.  But  this,  my  Lord,  is  Truth, 

Phi.  O,  fay  not  fo ;  good  Sir,  forbear  to  fay  fo ; 
(29)  'Tis  Truth  then,  that  all  Womankind  is  falfe  s 
Urge  it  no  more,  it  is  impofTible  ; 
Why  fliould  you  think  the  Princefs  light  ^ 

Dion.  Why,  fhe  was  taken  at  it. 

Phi.  'Tis  falfe;  by  Heav'n,  *tis  falfe;  it  cannot  be. 
Can  it  ?  Speak,  Gentlemen ;  for  Love  of  Truth,  fpeak ; 

(29)  'Tis  the  Truth  that  all  Wofnanhind  is  falfe ;  ]  There  is  here 
very  little  Remains  of  either  Senfe,  or  Meafure.  The  Addition  of  one 
Letter  will  rellore  the  Former,  and  the  Tranfpofition  of  two  Words 
the  Latter.  This  Emendation  is  authoriz'd  by  the  beft  old  ^arto's. 

Mr.  Seivard. 

Is't 
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Is*t  poflible  ?  can  Women  all  be  dannn'd  ? 
Dion  Why,  no,  my  Ljrd. 
Phi,  Why,  then  it  cannot  be. 
Dion.  And  fhe  was  taken  with  her  Boy, 
P/^/. .  What  Boy? 

Dion,  A  l^age,  a  Boy  that  ferves  her. 
Phi.  O  good  Gods, 

A  little  Boy  

Dion.  Ay,  know  you  him,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Hell  and  Sin  know  him  !  Sir,  you  are  deceiv'd ; 
I'll  reafon  it  a  little  coldly  with  you  ; 
If  fhe  were  luftful,  would  Ihe  take  a  Boy, 
That  knows  not  yet  Defire  ?  fhe  would  have  One* 
Should  meet  her  Thoughts,  and  know  the  Sin  he  afts; 
^  Which  is  the  great  Delight  of  Wickednefs  j 
You  are  abus'd,  and  fo  is  flie,  and  1. 

Dion.  How  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Why,  all  the  World's  abus'd 
In  an  unjuft  Report.    Dion.  Oh,  noble  Sir,  your  Virtues 
Cannot  look  into  the  fubtle  Thoughts  of  Woman. 
In  fhort,  my  Lord,  I  took  them :  I  myfelf. 

Phi.  Now,  all  the  Devils,  thou  didft;  fly  from  my  Raje: 
'Would,  thou  hadft  ta'en  Devils  ingendring  Plagues, 
When  thou  didfl  take  them    hide  thee  from  my  Eyes, 
'Would,  thou  hadft  taken  Thunder  on  thy  Breaft, 
When  thou  didft  take  them ;  or  bben  ftrucken  dumb 
For  ever ;  that  this  foul  Deed  might  have  flept 
In  Silence.    Tbra.  Have  you  known  him  fo  ill-temper'd  ? 

Ck.  Never  before.    Phi.  The  Winds,  that  are  let  loofe 
From  the  four  fevcral  Corners  of  the  Earth, 
And  Ipread  themfelves  all  over  Sea  and  Land, 
Kifs  not  a  chafte  one.    What  Friend  bears  a  Sword 
To  run  me  through  ? 

Dion.  Why,  my  Lord,  arc  you  fo  mov'd  at  this  ? 

Phi.  When  any  falls  from  Virtue,  I  am  diftraded  5 
I  have  an  Intereft  in't. 

Dion.  But,  good  my  Lord,  recall  yourfelf. 
And  think,-  what's  beft  to  be  done. 

Phi.  I  thank  you,  I  will  do  it; 
Pleafe  you  to  leave  me,  I'll  confider  of  it : 

Vol.  I,  K  -  T# 
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To  morrow  I  will  find  your  Lodging  forth, 
(30)  And  give  you  Anfwcr. 

Dion,  All  the  Gods  diredl  you 
The  readieft  Way ! 

Ihra.  He  was  extream  impatient. 

Cle,  It  was  his  Virtue,  and  his  noble  Mind. 

[Exeunt  Dion,  Cleo.  and  Thra. 

Phi,  I  had  forgot  to  ask  him,  where  he  took  them 

ril  follow  him.  O,  that  I  had  a  Sea 

Within  my  Breaft,  to  quench  the  Fire  I  feel ! 
More  Circumftances  will  but  fan  this  Fire ; 
It  more  affli(^s  me  now,  to  know  by  whom  ^ 
This  Deed  is  done,  than  fimply  that  'tis  done : 
And  he,  that  tells  mc  this,  is  honourable. 
As  far  from  Lies,  as  fhe  is  far  from  Truth. 
O,  that  like  Beafts,  we  could  not  grieve  ourfelves. 
With  that  we  fee  not !  Bulls  and  Rams  will  fight. 
To  keep  their  Females  (landing  in  their  Sight ; 
But  take  'em  from  them,  and  you  take  at  once 
Their  Spleens  aw^ay ;  and  they  will  fall  again 
Unto  their  Failures,  growing  frefli  and  fat ; 
And  talle  the  Water  of  the  Springs  as  Iweet 
As  'twas  before,  finding  no  Start  in  Sleep. 
But  miferable  Man  ■  See,  fee,  you  Gods, 

Enter  Bellario. 

He  wall<.s  flill ;  and  the  Face,  you  let  him  wear 

When  he  was  innocent,  is  flill  the  fame. 

Not  blafled ;  Is  this  Juflice }    Do  you  mean 

To  intrap  Mortality,  that  you  allow 

Treafon  fo  fmooth  a  Brow.?    I  cannot  now 

Think,  he  is  guilty.    Bel.  Health  to  you,  my  Lord ! 

The  Princefs  doth  commend  her  Love,  her  Life, 

And  this  unto  you.    Phi.  Oh  Bellario^ 

Now  I  perceive  fhe  loves  me,  fhe  does  fhew  it 

(30)  And gi^ve you  Aiifwer. 

^he  readieji  Way.  Dion.  All  the  Gods  direSl  you^  This  is 
the  nonrenfical  Collocation  of  all  the  printed  Copies.  The  Tianfpo- 
fition,  which  I  have  made,  is  fclf-evident,  and  deferves  no  farther 
Proof. 

In 
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In  loving  thee,  my  Boy  j  fh'as  made  thee  brave. 

BeL  My  Lord,  flie  has  attired  me  paid  my  Wifh, 
Pad  my  Defert    more  fit  for  her  Attendant, 
Though  far  unfit  for  me,  who  do  attend. 

Phi,  Thou  art  grown  courtly.  Boy.  O,  let  all  Womeiij 
That  love  black  Deeds,  learn  to  diffemble  here ! 
Here,  by  this  Paper  Ihe  does  write  to  me, 
A  s  if  her  Heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 
To  all  the     orld  befides    but,  unto  me, 
A  Maidcn-fnow  that  melted  with  my  Looks. 
Tell  me,  my  Boy,  how  doth  the  Princefs  ufe  thee  ? 
For  I  fhall  guefs  her  Love  to  me  by  that. 

BeL  Scarce  like  her  Servant,  but  as  if  I  were 
Something  ally'd  to  her;  or  had  preferv'd 
Her  Life  three  times  by  my  Fidelity. 
As  Mothers  fond  do  ufe  their  only  Sons ; 
As  I'd  ufe  one,  that's  left  unto  my  Truft, 
For  whom  my  Life  fliould  pay,  if  he  met  Harm, 
So  fhe  does  ufe  me.    Phi,  Why,  this  is  wondrous  wcH : . 
But  what  kind  Language  does  fhe  feed  thee  with  ? 

BeL  Why,  ftae  does  tell  me,  flie  will  trufl:  my  Youth 
With  all  her  loving  Secrets;  and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  Servant,  bids  me  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you ;  fhe' 11  fee  my  Services 
Regarded ;  and  fuch  Words  of  that  foft  Straiq, 
That  I  am  nearer  weeping  when  fhe  ends 
Than  e'er  fhe  fpake.    Phi,  This  is  much  better  ftUl.' 

!BeL  Are  you  not  ill,  my  Lord  ^ 

Phi.  111?  No,  Bellario. 

BeL  Methinks,  your  Words 
Fall  not  from  off  your  Tongue  fo  evenly. 
Nor  is  there  in  your  Looks  that  Quietnefs, 
That  I  was  wont  to  fee.  ■ 

Phi,  Thou  art  deceiv'd.  Boy : 
And  fhe  ftroaks  thy  Head  ? 

BeL  Yes.    Phi,  And  does  clap  thy  Cheeks  ? 

BeL  She  does,  my  Lord. 

Phi,  And  Ihe  does  kifs  thee.  Boy  ?  ha ! 

BeL  How,  my  Lord  ? 

K2  Pbi. 
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Phi,  She  kiffes  thee?     Bel.  Never,  my  Lord,  by- 
Phi,  Come,  come,  I  know  fhe  does.  [Heav'n. 
Bel.  No,  by  my  Life. 

Phi.  Why,  then,  fhe  does  not  love  me ;  come,  fhe  does, 
I  bad  her  do  it;  I  charg'd  her  by  all  Charms 
Of  Love  between  us,  by  the  Hope  of  Peace 
We  fhould  enjoy,  to  yield  thee  all  Delights 
Naked,  as  to  her  Bed :  I  took  her  Oath, 
Thou  fhould'fl  enjoy  her :  Tell  me,  gentle  Boy, 
Is  flie  not  parallelefs?  Is  not  her  Breath 
Sweet  as  Arabian  Winds,  when  Fruits  are  ripe  ? 
Are  not  her  Breafts  two  liquid  Ivory  Balls 
Is  fhe  not  all  a  lading  Mine  of  Joy  ? 

Bel.  Ay,  now  I  fee,  vv  hy  my  diflurbed  Thoughts 
Were  fo  perplext.    When  firfl  I  went  to  her. 
My  Heart  held  Augury ;  you  are  abus'd, 
Some  Villain  has  abus'd  you ;  I  do  fee. 
Whereto  you  tend  ;  Fall  Rocks  upon  his  Head, 
That  put  this  to  you !  'tis  fome  fubtle  Train, 
To  bring  that  noble  Frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi,  Thou  think'fl,  I  will  be  angry  with  thee-;  Come, 
Thou  flialt  know  all  my  Drift ;  I  hate  her  more. 
Than  I  love  Happinefs ;  and  plac'd  thee  there. 
To  pry  with  narrow  Eyes  into  her  Deeds. 
Haft  thou  difcover'd  ?    Is  flie  fain  to  Luft, 
As  I  would  wifh  her  }    Speak  fome  Comfort  to  me. 

Bel,  My  Lord,  you  did  miftake  the  Boy  you  fent  : 
Had  fhe  the  Luft  of  Sparrows,  or  of  Goats  ; 
Had  fhe  a  Sin  that  way,  hid  from  the  World, 
Beyond  the  Name  of  Luft,  I  would  not  aid 
Her  bafe  Defires   but  what  I  came  to  know 
As  Servant  to  her,  1  would  not  reveal. 
To  make  my  Life  laft  Ages.    Phi.  Oh,  my  Heart ! 
This  is  a  Salve  worfe  than  the  main  Difeafe. 
Tell  me  thy  Thoughts ;  for  I  will  know  the  leaft 
That  dwells  within  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  Heart 
To  know  it ;  I  v/ill  fee  thy  Thoughts  as  plain 
As  I  do  now  thy  Face.    Bel,  Why,  fo  you  do. 
She  is  (for  aught  I  know)  by  all  the  Gods, 
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As  chafte  as  Ice ;  but  were  fhe  foul  as  Hell, 
And  I  did  know  it,  thus ;  the  Breath  of  Kings, 
The  Points  of  Swords,  Tortures,  nor  Bulls  of  Brafs, 
Should  draw  it  from  me.    Phi,  Then  it  is  no  time 
To  dally  with  thee    I  will  take  thy  Life, 
For  I  do  hate  thee    I  cou'd  curfe  thee  now. 

Bel.  If  you  do  hate,  you  could  not  curfe  me  worfe ; 
The  Gods  have  not  a  Punifhment  in  Store 
Greater  for  me,  than  is  your  Hate.    Phi.  Fie,  fie! 
So  young  and  fo  diffembling !  Tell  me  when 
And  where  thou  didft  enjoy  her,  or  let  Plagues 
Fall  on  me  ft  rait,  if  I  deftroy  thee  not ! 

Bel.  Heav'n  knows,  I  never  did  :  and  when  I  lie 
To  fave  my  Life,  may  I  live  long  and  loath'd ! 
Hew  me  aiunder,  arid,  whilft  I  can  think, 
I'll  love  thofe  Pieces  you  have  cut  away. 
Better  than  thofe  that  grow;  and  kifs  thofe  Limbs, 
Becaufe  you  made  'em  fo. 

Phi.  Fear'ft  thou  not  Death  ? 
Can  Boys  contemn  that  ?    Bel.  Oh,  what  Boy  is  he 
Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a  Man, 
That  fees  the  beft  of  Men  thus  pafTionate, 
Thus,  without  Reafon  ? 

Phi.  Oh,  but  thou  doft  not  know 
What  'tis  to  die. 

Bel.  Yes,  I  do  know,  my  Lord ; 
'Tis  lefs  than  to  be  born ;  a  lafting  Sleep, 
A  quiet  Refting  from  all  Jealoufy ; 
A  Thing  we  all  purfue ;  I  know,  befides. 
It  is  but  giving  over  of  a  Game 
That  muft  be  loft. 

Phi.  But  there  are  Pains,  falfe  Boy, 
For  perjur'd  Souls;  think  but  on  thefe,  and  then 
Thy  Heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 

Bel.  May  they  fall  all  upon  me  whilft  I  live. 
If  I  be  peijur'd,  or  have  ever  thought 
Of  that  you  charge  me  with !  If  I  be  falfe. 
Send  me  to  fuffer  in  thofe  Puniftiments 
You  fpeak  of ;  kill  me.  • 

Phi.  Oh,  what  fhou'd  I  do  ? 

K  3  Why, 
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Why,  who  can  but  believe  him  ?  He  does  fwear 

So  earn^iUy,  that  if  it  were  not  true, 

The  Gods  would  not  endure  him.   Rife,  Bellario ; 

Thy  Proteftations  are  fo  deep,  and  thou 

Doft  look  fo  truly,  when  thou  uttered  them. 

That  though  I  know  'em  faife,  as  were  my  Hopes, 

I  cannot  urge  thee  further ;  but  thou  wert 

To  blame  to  injure  me,  for  I  muft  love 

Thy  honeft  Looks,  and  take  no  Vengeance  on 

Thy  tender  Youth :  A  Love  from  me  to  thee 

Is  firm  whatever  thou  doft :  It  troubles  me. 

That  I  have  cali'd  the' Blood  out  of  thy  Cheeks, 

That  did  fo  well  become  thee :.  But,  good  Boy, 

Let  me  not  fee  thee  more    Something  is  done. 

That  will  diftradl  me,  that  will  make  me  mad. 

If  I  behold  thee ;  if  thou  tender'ft  me. 

Let  me  not  fee  thee.    BeL  I  will  fly  as  far 

As  there  is  Morning,  e'er  I  give  Diftafte 

To  that  moft  honour'd  Mind.  But  through  thefe  Tears,  . 

Shed  at  my  hopelefs  Parting,  I  can  fee 

A  World  of  Treafon  pra6lis'd  upon  you. 

And  Her,  and  Me.    Farewel,  for  evermore ! 

If  you  fliall  hear,  that  Sorrow  ftruck  me  dead. 

And  after  find  me  loyal,  let  there  be 

A  Tear  fhed  fi*om  you  in  my  Memory, 

And  I  ftiall  reft  at  Peace.  [Exit  Bel. 

Phi,  BlelTing  be  with  thee. 
Whatever  thou  deferv'ft !  Oh,  where  lhall  I 
Go  bathe  this  Body  ?  Nature,  too  unkind. 
That  made  no  Medicine  for  a  troubled  Mind ! 

[Exit  Philafter. 

Enter  Arethufa. 

Are.  I  marvel,  my  Boy  comes  not  back  again. 
But  that,  I  know,  my  Love  will  queftion  him 
Over  and  over    how  I  flept,  wak'd,  talk'd  ; 
How  I  remembred  him  when  his  dear  Name 
Was  laft  fpoke,  and  how,  when  I  figh'd,  wept,  fung. 
And  ten  Thoufand  fuch ;  I  fliould  be  angry  at  his  Stay. 


Enter 
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Enter  King.  • 

(31)  King.  What,  at  your  Meditations?  Who  attends 
you  ? 

Are,  None  but  my  fingle  Self,  I  need  no  Guard  ; 
I  do  no  Wrong,  nor  fear  none. 

King,  Tell  me :  Have  you  not  a  Boy  ?    Are,  Yes,  Sir. 

King,  What  kind  of  Boy  ? 

Are,  A  Page,  a  waiting  Boy. 

Ki?ig.  A  handfome  Boy  ? 

Are.  I  think,  he  be  not  ugly : 
Well  qualified,  and  dutiful,  1  know  him  ; 
I  took  him  not  for  Beauty. 

King.  He  fpeaks,  and  fings,  and  plays  ? 

Are.  Yes,  Sir.    King.  About  Eighteen  ? 

Are.  I  never  ask'd  his  Age.    King,  Is  he  full  of  Service? 

Are.  By  your  Pardon,  why  do  you  ask  ? 

King.  Put  him  away.    Are.  Sir  ? 

King.  Put  him  away,  ha's  done  you  that  good  Service, 
Shames  me  to  fpeak  of 

Are.  Good  Sir,  let  me  underftand  you.  King,  If  you  fear 
Shew  it  in  Duty  ;  put  away  that  Boy.  [me. 

Are.  Let  me  have  Reafon  for  it,  Sir,  and  then 
Your  Will  is  my  Command. 

King,  Do  not  you  blufli  to  ask  it  ?  Caft  him  off. 
Or  I  fhall  do  the  fame  to  you.    You're  one 
Shame  with  me,  and  fo  near  unto  myfelf, 
That  by  my  Life,  I  dare  not  tell  myfelf. 
What  you,  myfelf,  have  done. 

Are.  What  have  I  done,  my  Lord  ? 

King.  'Tis  a  new  Language,  that  all  love  to  learn, 
The  common  People  fpeak  it  well  already. 
They  need  no  Grammar  ;  underftand  me  well. 
There  be  foul  Whifpers  ftirring  ;  caft  him  off; 
And  fuddenly  do  it:  Farewel.  [^Exit  King. 

Are,  Where  may  a  Maiden  live  fecurely  free. 
Keeping  her  Honour  fafe  ?  Not  with  the  Living, 
They  feed  upon  Opinions,  Errors,  Dreams, 

(31)  What  ?irt  your  Meditations?']  I  have  reftor'd  the  Reading  of 
the  eider  here,  becaufe  I  take  it  to  be  the  rightell. 

K  4  And 
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And  make  'em  Truths :  They  draw  a  Nourifhment 
Cut  of  Defamings,  grow  upon  Difgraces, 
And  when  they  fee  a  Virtue  fortified 
Strongly  above  the  Battery  of  their  Tongues  ; 
Oh,  how  they  caft  to  fink  it ;  and  defeated 
(Soul-fick  with  Poifon)  ftrike  the  Monuments 
"W  here  noble  Names  lie  fleeping;  till  they  fweat. 
And  the  cold  Marble  melt. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi,  Peace  to  your  faireft  Thoughts,  my  deareft 
Mifeefs ! 

Jre.  Ch,  my  deareft  Servant,  I  have  a  War  within  me. 
Phi.  He  muft  be  m.ore  than  Man,  that  makes  thefe 
Run  into  Rivers ;  fweeteft  Fair,  the  Caufe ;  [Cryftals 
And  as  I  am  your  Slave,  ty'd  to  your  Goodnefs, 
Your  Creature  made  again  from  what  I  was, 
And  newly  Ipirited,  I'll  right  your  Honours. 

Jre.  Oh,  my  beft  Love;  that  Boy!    Phi.  What  Boy? 

Jre,  The  pretty  Boy  you  gave  me,-  Phi.  What  of 

Are,  Muft  be  no  more  mine.    Phi.  Why  [him  ^ 

Are,  They  are  jealous  of  him.    Phi,  Jealous,  who.^ 
Are.  The  King.    Phi.  Oh,  my  Fortune ! 
Then  'ds  no  idle  Jealoufy.    Let  him  go. 

Are.  Oh  cruel, 
Are  you  hard-hearted  too  ?  Who  Inall  now  tell  you. 
How  much  I  lov'd  you?  Who  fiiall  fvvcar  it  to  you, 
And  weep  the  Tears  I  fend  ?  Who  ftiall  now  bring  you 
Letters,  Rings,  Bracelets,  lofe  his  Health  in  Service? 
W  ^ke  tedious  Nights  in  Stories  of  your  Praife  ? 
Who  now  fiiall  fing  your  crying  Elegies  ? 
And  ftrike  a  fad  Soul  into  fenitdefs  Pidlures, 
And  make  them  mourn  ?  Who  fliall  take  up  his  Lute, 
And  touch  it,  till  he  crown  a  filent  Sleep 
Upon  my  Eyehd,  making  me  dream  and  cry. 
Oh  my  dear,  dear  Philaftcr,    Phi.  Oh  my  Heart ! 
Would  he  had  broken  thee,  that  made  thee  know 
This  Lady  was  not  Loyal !  Miftrefs,  forget 
The  Boy,  I'll  get  thee  a  far  better  one. 
Are.  Oh  never,  never,-  fuQh  a  Boy  again» 

■ .     .  A.5 
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As  my  Bellario, 

Phi.  'Tis  but  your  fond  Affedlion. 

Are.  With  thee,  my  Boy,  farewel  for  ever 
All  Secrecy  in  Servants :  Farewel  Faith, 
And  all  Defire  to  do  well  for  itfelf : 
Let  all  that  fhall  fucceed  thee,  for  thy  Wrongs, 
Sell  and  betray  chaft  Love  ! 

Phi.  And  all  this  Paffion  for  a  Boy  ? 

Are.  He  was  your  Boy,  you  put  him  to  me,  and 
The  Lofs  of  fuch  mufl  have  a  Mourning  for. 

Phi.  O  thou  forgetful  Woman !   Are.  How,  my  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Falfe  Arethufa! 
Haft  thou  a  Medicine  to  reftore  my  Wits, 
When  I  have  loft  'em  ?  If  not,  leave  to  talk. 
And  to  do  thus.    Are.  Do  what.  Sir?  Would  you  fieep? 

Phi.  For  ever,  Arethufa.    Oh  you  Gods, 
Give  me  a  worthy  Patience ;  Have  I  ftood 
Naked,  alone,  the  Shock  of  many  Fortunes  ^ 
Have  I  feen  Mifchiefs  numberlefs,  and  mighty. 
Grow  like  a  Sea  upon  me  ?  Have  I  taken 
Danger  as  ftern  as  Death  into  my  Bofom, 
And  laugh  d  upon  it,  made  it  but  a  Mirth, 
And  flung  it  by  ?  Do  I  live  now  like  him. 
Under  this  Tyrant  King,  that  languifliing 
Hears  his  fad  Bell,  and  fees  his  Mourners  ?  Do  I 
Bear  all  this  bravely,  and  muft  fink  at  length 
Under  a  Woman's  Falftiood  ?  Oh  that  Boy, 
The  curfed  Boy !  None  but  a  villain  Boy, 
To  eafe  your  Luft  ?    Are.  Nay,  then  I  am  betray 'd, 
I  feel  the  Plot  caft  for  my  Overthrow  ; 
Oh,  I  am  wretched. 

Phi.  Now  you  may  take  that  little  Right  I  have 
To  this  poor  Kingdom  ;  give  it  to  your  Joy, 
For  I  have  no  Joy  in  it.    Some  far  Place, 
Where  never  Womankind  durft  fet  her  Foot, 
For  burfting  with  her  Poifons,  muft  1  feek. 
And  live  to  curfe  you : 

There  dig  a  Cave,  and  preach  to  Birds  and  Beafts, 
What  Woman  is,  and  help  to  fave  them  from  you. 
How  Heav'n  is  in  your  Eyes,  but,  in  your  Hearts, 

More 
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More  Hell  than  Hell  has ;  how  your  Tongues,  like 

Scorpions, 

Both  heal  and  poifon  ;  how  your  Thoughts  are  woven 

With  thoufand  Changes  in  one  fubtle  Web, 

And  worn  fo  by  you.    How  that  foolifh  Man, 

That  reads  the  Story  of  a  Woman's  Face, 

And  dies  believing  it,  is  loft  for  ever. 

How  ail  the  Good  you  have,  is  but  a  Shadow, 

Tth'  Morning  with  you,  and  at  Night  behind  you, 

Paft  and  forgotten.   How  your  Vows  are  Frofts, 

Paft  for  a  Night,  and  with  the  next  Sun  gone. 

How  you  are,  being  taken  all  together, 

A  meer  Confufion,  and  fo  dead  a  Chaos ^ 

That  Love  cannot  diftinguilh.  Thefe  fad  Texts, 

Till  my  laft  Hour,  I  am  bound  to  utter  of  you. 

So  farewel  all  m*y  Woe,  all  my  Delight !         [Exit  Phi. 

Are,  Be  merciful,  ye  Gods,  and  ftrike  me  dead ; 
What  way  have  I  deferv'd  this  ^  Make  my  Breaft 
Tranfparent  as  pure  Cryftal,  that  the  World, 
Jealous  of  me,  may  fee  the  fouleft  Thought 
My  Heart  holds.  Where  fhall  a  Woman  turn  her  Eyes, 
(32)  To  find  out  Conftancy  ?  Save  me,  how  black, 

Enter  Bellario. 

And  guiltily,  methinks,  that  Boy  looks  now  i 

Oh  thou  Diffembler,  that,  before  thou  fpak'ft,  ^ 

Wert  in  thy  Cradle  falfe !  Sent  to  make  Lyes, 

And  betray  Innocents ;  thy  Lord  and  thou. 

May  glory  in  the  Afties  of  a  Maid 

Fool'd  by  her  PafTion    but  the  Conqueft  is 

Nothing  fo  great  as  wicked.    Fly  away. 

Let  my  Command  force  thee  to  that,  which  Shame 

Would  do  without  it.    If  thou  underftoodft 

The  loathed  Office  thou  haft  undergone. 

Why,  thou  wouldft  hide  thee  under  heaps  of  Hills, 

^22)  Sa've  me,  honx)  black 

And  guilty  ,  methinks y  that  Boy  looks  nonv?"]  Nothing  betrays 
a  Corruption  fo  evidently  at  the  firft  Glance,  as  a  Lamenefs  in  the 
Metre.  The  Epithet  here  muft  neceirarily  be  turnM  into  an  Adverb, 
and  that  fupports  the  Verfification. 

Left 
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Left  Men  Ihould  dig  and  find  thee.    Bel  Oh  what  God, 
•    Angry  with  Men,  hath  fent  this  ftrange  Difeafe 
Into  the  nobleft  Minds  ?  Madam,  this  Grief 
You  add  unto  me  is  no  more  than  Drops 
To  Seas,  for  which  they  are  not  feen  to  fwell ; 
My  Lord  hath  ftruck  his  Anger  through  my  Heart, 
And  let  out  all  the  Hope  of  future  Joys : 
You  need  not  bid  me  fly,  I  came  to  part, 
To  take  my  lateft  Leave ;  Farewel  for  ever ! 
I  durft  not  run  av/ay  in  Honefty, 
From  fuch  a  I-^ady,  Uke  a  Boy  that  ftole, 
Or  made  fome  grievous  Fault ;  the  Pow'r  of  Gods 
Affift  you  in  your  SufF'rings!  hafty  Time 
Reveal  the  Truth  to  your  abufed  Lord, 
And  mine  ;  that  he  may  know  your  Worth!  Whilft  ! 
Go  feek  out  fome  forgotten  Place  to  die.        [Exit  Bel. 

Jre,  Peace  guide  thee,  thou  haft  overthrown  me  once, 
(33)  Yet  if  I  had  another  Troy  to  lofe. 
Thou,  or  another  Villain,  with  thy  Looks, 
Might  talk  me  out  of  it,  and  fend  me  naked. 
My  Hair  diftievel'd  through  the  fiery  Streets. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Madam,  the  King  would  hunt,  and  calls  for  you 
With  Earneftnels.     Are.  I  am  in  tune  to  hunt ! 
Diana.,  if  thou  canft  rage  with  a  Maid, 
As  with  a  Man,  let  me  difcover  thee 
Bathing,  and  turn  me  to  a  fearful  Hind, 
That  I  may  die  purfu'd  by  cruel  Hounds  ; 
And  have  my  Story  written  in  my  Wounds.  \Ey:eunt. 

(33)  Yet  if  I  had  another  Tvoy  to  lofe,  &c.]  The  Image  feems 
here  plainly  to  be  lhadowM  from  the  Pidure  of  Hecuba^  drawn  by 
Shakespeare  in  his  Hamlet ^  as  running  about  the  Streets  of  Troy 
in  the  midft  of  the  Flames. 

But  nvho,  oh,  nvho  had  feen  the  mohled  ^een. 
Run  bare-foot  up  and  do^wn,  threatntng  the  Flames 
With  bijfon  Rheum ;  a  Clout  upon  that  Head 
Where  late  the  Diadem  pod,  &c. 
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140  PHILASTER, 


ACT   IV.    SCENE  I. 


Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arethufa,  Galatea,  Megra, 
Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiiine,  and  Atteyidants. 


Our  Horfes  ready,  and  our  Bows  bent  ? 

THon,  All,  Sir.  [gotten 

King,  You're  cloudy,  Sir;  come,  come,  we  have  for- 
Your  venial  Trefpafs,  let  not  that  fit  heavy 
Upon  your  Spirit ;  none  dare  utter  it. 

Dion,  He  looks  like  an  old  furfeited  Stallion  after  his 
Leaping,  dull  as  a  Dormoufe :  See  how  he  finks  the 
Wench  has  fliot  him  betwixt  Wind  and  Water,  and,  I 
hope,  fprung  a  Leak. 

l^hra.  He  needs  no  teaching,  he  ftrikes  fure  enough  ; 
his  greateft  Fault  is,  he  hunts  too  much  in  the  Purlues 
'would,  he  would  leave  off  Poaching  ! 

Dion.  And  for  his  Horn,  h'as  left  it  at  the  Lodge 
where  he  lay  late ;  Oh,  he's  a  precious  Lime-hound ;  turn 
him  loofe  upon  the  Purfuit  of  a  Lady,  and  if  he  lofe 
her,  hang  him  up  i'  th'  Slip.  When  my  Fox-bitch  Beauty 
grows  proud,  I'll  borrow  him. 

King,  Is  your  Boy  turn'd  away  ? 

Are,  You  did  command  it.  Sir,  and  I  obey'd  you. 

King,  'Tis  well  done :  Hark  ye  further. 

Cle.  Is't  poflible,  this  Fellow  fhould  repent  Methinks, 
that  were  not  noble  in  him  ;  (34)  and  yet  he  looks  like  a 
mortified  Member,  as  if  he  had  a  fick  Man's  Slaver  in's 
Mouth.  If  a  worfe  Man  had  done  this  Fault  now,  fome 
Phyfical  Juftice  or  other,  would  prefently  (without  the 
help  of  an  Almanack)  have  opened  the  Obftrudions  of 
his  Liver,  and  let  him  blood  with  a  Dog-whip. 

Dion,  See,  fee,  how  modeftly  yon  Lady  looks,  as  if 

(7,4)  And  yet  be  looks  llh  a  mortified  Member ^  as  if  he  had  a  Jick 
Man's  Slave  in  his  Mcuth  ]  We  mull,  furely,  read  Sla'ver.  Every 
Bodymuft,  1  think,  afl'ent  to  this;  and  therefore  it  needs  no  Note  in 


W^oodmen  ^ 


Hounds  before,  and  all  the 


Confirmation. 
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fhe  came  from  Churching  with  her  Neighbour;  why, 
what  a  Devil  can  a  Man  lee  in  her  Face,  but  that  flie's 
honefl  ? 

(35)  ^hra.  Troth,  no  great  matter  to  (peak  of,  a  foolifh 
twinkling  with  the  Eye,  that  fpoiis  her  Coat ;  but  he 
muft  be  a  cunning  Herald,  that  finds  it. 

Dion,  See  how  they  mufler  one  another '  O  there's  a 
rank  Regiment  where  the  Devil  carries  the  Colours,  and 
his  Dam  is  Drum-major.  Now  the  World  and  the  Flefli 
come  behind  with  the  Carriage. 

Cle,  Sure,  this  Lady  has  a  good  Turn  done  her  againft 
her  Will :  Before,  fhe  was  common  talk ;  now  none  dare 
fay,  Cantharides  can  ftir  her ;  her  Face  looks  like  a  War- 
rant, willing  and  commanding  all  Tongues,  as  they  will 
anfwer  it,  to  be  tied  up  and  bolted  when  this  Lady  means 
to  let  herfelf  loofe.  As  I  live,  fhe  has  got  her  a  goodly 
Prote<5lion,  and  a  gracious  ;  and  may  ufe  her  Body  diC- 
erectly,  for  her  Health's  fake,  once  a  Week,  excepting 
Lent  and  Dog-days:  Oh,  if  they  were  to  be  got  for 
Money,  what  a  great  Sum  would  come  out  of  the  City 
for  thefe  Licences  ^ 

King.  To  Horfe,  to  Horfe,  we  lofe  the  Morning, 
Gentlemen.  [E^xeunt. 

Enter  two  Woodmen. 

1  IFcod,  What,  have  you  lodg'd  the  Deer? 

2  TFood,  Yes,  they  are  ready  for  the  Bow. 

1  Wood.  Who  fhoots  ? 

2  IVood.  The  Princefs. 

1  mod.  No,  IheUl  hunt. 

2  Wood.  She'll  take  a  Stand,  I  fay. 

1  Wood.  Whoelfe? 

2  Wood.  Why,  the  young  ftranger  Prince. 

(35)  Pha.  Troth,  no  great  Matter  to  /peak  of,  &c.]  How  comes 
Pharamond  to  interpofe  in  this  Argument,  and  reply  to  what  Dion, 
Cleremont,  and  thofe  whom  he  knew  to  be  of  Philafler*^  Party,  are 
talking  of,  and  that,  under  the  Rofe.  as  we  fay  ?  The  Speech  muft 
certainly  be  placed  to  Thrajiline.  Pha.  and  Thra.  (The  Abbrevia- 
tion of  the  Charaders  fpeaking)  might  eafily  be  miftaken  at  Prefs. 


I  Wood. 
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I  TVood,  He  fhall  Oioot  in  a  Stone-bow  for  me.  (36)  I 
never  lov'd  his  beyond-fea-lhip,  fince  he  forfook  the  Say, 
for  paying  Ten  Shillings :  He  was  there  at  the  Fall  of  a 
Deer,  and  would  needs  (out  of  his  Mightinefs)  give  Ten 
Groats  for  the  Dowxets  (37)  marry,  the  Steward  would 
have  had  the  Velvet-Head  into  the  bargain,  to  tuft  his 
Hat  withal :  I  think,  he  fhould  love  Venery  \  he  is  an 
old  Sir  Trijfram  for  if  you  be  remember'd,  (38)  he  for- 
fook the  Stag  once  to  flrike  a  Rafcal  mitching  in  a  Mea- 
dov/,  and  her  he  kill'd  in  the  Eye,  Who  Ihoots  elfe  ? 

2Wood.  The  Lady  Galatea. 

1  Wood.  That's  a  good  Wench,  an  fhe  would  not 
chide  us  for  tumbhng  of  her  Women  in  the  Brakes. 
She's  liberal,  and,  by  my  Bov/,  they  fay,  fhe's  honeft ; 
and  whether  that  be  a  Fauk,  I  have  nothing  to  do. 
There's  all  P 

2  Wood.  No,  one  more,  Megra. 

I  Wood.  That's  a  firker,  V  faith.  Boy ;  there's  a  Wench 
will  ride  her  Haunces  as  hard  after  a  Kennel  of  Hounds, 
as  a  Hunting-faddle ;  and  when  Ihe  comes  home,  get  'em 
clapt,  and  all  is  well  again.  I  have  known  her  lofe  herfelf 
three  times  in  one  Afternoon  (if  the  Woods  have  been 
anfwerable)  and  it  has  been  Work  enough  for  one  Man 

(36  /  nenjer  lo'v'd  his  heyond-fea-Jhip,  fince  he  forfook  the  Say,  for 
faying  Ten  Shillings ;]  When  a  Deer  is  hunted  down,  and  to  be  cut 
up,  it  is  a  Ceremony  for  the  Keeper  to  offer  his  Knife  to  a  Man  of 
the  firfl  Diftindtion  in  the  Field,  that  he  may  rip  up  the  Belly,  and 
take  an  JJfay  of  the  Plight  and  Fatnefs  of  the  Game.  But  this, 
as  the  Woodman  fays,  Pharamond  declined,  to  fave  the  cuftomary 
Fee  of  Ten  Shillings. 

(37)  marry,  the  Stenvard  nxjould  have  had  the  Fehet-Head  into 
the  Barcrain  to  turf  his  Hat  nvithal:']  What  Confonancy  is  there  be- 
twixt Felnjet  and  TurfP  The  original  Word  muft  certainly  have  been, 
tuft;  which  correfponds  with  the  (ok  Pile  of  the  Velvet.  Veloute^ 
tufted,  as  the  Trench  Diftionaries  explain  it  to  us. 

(38)  he  forfook  the  Stag  once  to  flrike  a  Rafcal  milking  in  a 
Meadonxj,  and  her  he  kiWd  in  the  Eye.'}  A  Rafcal  is  a  lean  Deer, 
or  Doe  ;  But  what  Senfe  is  the^e  in  a  Deer  milking  in  a  Meadow  ?  I 
hope,  I  have. retrieved  the  true  Reading,  mitching  ;  i.  e.  creeping,  foli- 
tary,  and  withdrawn  from  the  Herd.  To  kill  her  in  the  Eye  is  a 
Sarcafm  on  Pharamond  as  a  bad  Shooter ;  for  all  good  Ones  levell 
at  the  Heart. 
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to  find  her,  and  he  has  fweat  for  it.  She  rides  well,  and 
Ihe  pays  well.    Hark,  let's  go.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  Philafter. 

Thi,  Oh,  that  I  had  been  nourifli'd  in  thefe  Woods 
With  Milk  of  Goats,  and  Acorns,  and  not  known 
The  Right  of  Crowns,  nor  the  diflembling  Trains 
Of  Womens*  Looks ;  but  dig'd  myfelf  a  Cave, 
Where  I,  my  Fire,  my  Cattel,  and  my  Bed, 
Might  have  been  fhut  together  in  one  Shed ; 
And  then  had  taken  me  fome  mountain  Girl, 
Beaten  with  Winds,  chaft  as  the  hardened  Rocks 
Whereon  fhe  dwells ;  that  might  have  ftrew'd  my  Bed 
With  Leaves,  and  Reeds,  and  with  the  Skins  of  Beafts 
Our  Neighbours   and  have  borne  at  her  big  Breafts 
My  large  coarfe  IfTue.    This  had  been  a  Life 
Free  from  Vexation. 

Enter  Bellario, 

(39)  Bel  Oh  wicked  Men! 
An  Innocent  may  walk  fafe  among  Beafts, 
Nothing  aflaults  me  here.    See,  my  griev'd  Lord 
Sits  as  his  Soul  were  fearching  out  the  way 
To  leave  his  Body.    Pardon  me,  that  muft 
Break  thro*  thy  laft  Command ;  for  I  muft  fpeak; 
You,  that  are  griev'd,  can  pity ;  hear,  my  Lord. 

Fhi.  Is  there  a  Creature  yet  fo  miferable. 
That  I  can  pity?    Bel.  Oh,  my  noble  Lord, 
View  my  ftrange  Fortune,  and  beftow  on  me. 
According  to  your  Bounty  (if  my  Service 
Can  merit  nothing)  fo  much  as  may  ferve 
To  keep  that  little  Piece  I  hold  of  Life 
From  Cold  and  Hunger.    Fhi.  Is  it  thou  ?  Be  gone : 
Go,  fell  thofe  misbefecming  Cloaths  thou  wear'ft, 

{ 39)       nvicked  Men  ! 

An  innocent  A^Ian  may  'walk  fafe  among  Beafls,'\  But  Bella- 
rio, who  fpeaks  this,  was  no  Man.  It  is  a  Fault  of  the  modern  Edi- 
tions. Man  is  miftakenly  repeated,  from  Men  occurring  in  the  prece- 
dent Line.  I  have  regulated  the  Text  by  the  Authority  of  the  beft 
Sluartoi. 

And 
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And  feed  thyfelf  with  them.  — - 

Bel  Alas !  my  Lord,  I  can  get  nothing  for  them  : 
The  filly  Country  People  think,  'tis  Treafon 
To  touch  fuch  gay  Things. 

Phi,  Now,  by  my  Life,  this  is 
Unkindly  done,  to  vex  me  with  thy  Sight, 
Thou'rt  fain  again  to  thy  diflembling  Trade : 
How  fhouldft  thou  think  to  cozen  me  again  ? 
Remains  there  yet  a  Plague  untry'd  for  me  ?  , 
(40)  Even  fo  thou  wept'ft,  and  look'd'fl,  and  Ipok'ft, 
when  firft 

I  took  thee  up  •,  Curfe  on  the  Time !    If  thy 
Commanding  Tears  can  work  on  any  other, 
Ufc  thy  old  Art,  Fll  not  betray  it.  Which 
Way  wilt  thou  take,  that  I  may  Ihun  thee ;  for 
Thine  Eyes  are  Poifon  unto  mine ;  and  I 
Am  loth  to  grow  in  Rage.    This  way,  or  that  way  ? 

Bel.  Any  will  ferve.    But  I  will  chufe  to  have 
That  Path  in  Chafe  that  leads  unto  my  Grave. 

{Exeunt  Phil,  and  Bel.  feverally. 

Enter  Dion  and  the  Woodmen. 

Dion.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fudden  Chance!  You, 
Woodman,  

1  JVood.  My  Lord  Dion.,  

(4 1)  Dion.  Saw  you  a  Lady  come  this  way  on  a  fable 
Horfe  ftudded  with  Stars  of  white  ^ 

2  Wood.  Was  flie  not  young  and  tall  ^ 

Dion.  Yes;  Rode  fhe  to  the  Wood,  or  to  the  Plain? 
2  Wood.  Faith,  my  Lord,  we  faw  none. 

[  Exeunt  Wood, 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Dion,  Pox  of  your  Queftions  then  !    What,  is  flic 
found } 

(40)  E'v'n  fo  thou  nvepty,  and  fpck'fi,  wohen  fi^Jf\  This  Verfe  is  de- 
feaive  in  a  whole  Foot.  J  have  hllM  up  the  Chafm  by  the  Authority 
of  the  old  ^arto  in  1628. 

(41)  San.v  you  a  Lady  come  this  nvay  on-  a  fahle  Horfe  flubbed  nvith 
Stars  of  lAjhite?}  Stubbed,  f  apprehend,  is  Nonfenfe;  Studded  I 
have  rellored  from  the  b^lt  ^iarto"%, 

Cle. 
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Cle.  Nor  will  be,  I  think. 

Bdon.  Let  him  feek  his  Daughter  himfelf ;  fhe  cannot 
ftray  about  a  little  necefTary  natural  Bufinefs,  but  the  whole 
Court  muft  be  in  Arms ;  when  fhe  has  done,  we  fliall 
have  Peace. 

Cle.  There's  already  a  thoufand  fatherlefs  Tales  amongft 
US;  fome  fay,  her  Horfe  run  av/ay  with  her;  fome  a  Wolf 
purfued  her ;  others,  it  was  a  Plot  to  kill  her ;  and  that 
armed  Men  were  feen  in  the  Wood :  but,  queftionlefs,  flie 
rode  away  willingly. 

Enter  King,  and  Thrafiline. 

King,  Where  is  llie?    Cle.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell. 
King.  How  is  that  ?  Anfwer  me  fo  again. 
Cle.  Sir,  fhallllye.? 

King.  Yes,  lye  and  damn,  rather  than  tell  me  that ; 
I  fay  again,  where  is  flie  ?  Mutter  not  ; 
Sir,  fpeak  you  where  is  fhe  ?    Dion.  Sir,  I  do  not  know. 

King.  Speak  that  again  fo  boldly,  and,  by  Heav'n, 
It  is  thy  laft.    You  Fellows,  anfwer  me; 
Where  is  fhe }  Mark  me  all,  I  am  your  King, 
I  wifh  to  fee  my  Daughter,  fhew  her  me ; 
I  do  command  you  all,  as  you  are  Subjedls, 
To  fhew  her  me  :  What,  am  I  not  your  King  ? 
(42)  If,  ay ;  then  am  I  not  to  be  obeyed  ^ 

Dion.  Yes,  if  you  command  things  pofTible  and  honeft* 

King.  Things  poflible,  and  honeft !  Hear  me,  thou. 
Thou  Traitor,  that  dar'ft  confine  thy  King  to  things 
Poflible  and  honeft ;  ftiew  her  me, 
Or  let  me  perilli,  if  I  cover  not 
All  Sicily  with  Blood. 

Dion.  Indeed  I  cannot,  unlefs  you  tell  me  where  fiie  is. 

King.  You  have  betray'd  me,  y'have  let  me  lofe 
The  Jewel  of  my  Life ;  go,  bring  her  me, 
And  fet  her  here  before  me;  'tis  the  King 

(42)  If  I,  then  am  not  I  to  be  obefd?'\  The  Repetition  of  the  two 
/*s,  here,  is  very  abfurd.  Buc,  as  I  have  remark'd  in  my  Notes  upon. 
Shakespeare,  it  was  frequent,  at  that  time  of  Day,  to  exprefs  the 
Particle  Ay  by  the  Vowel  /. 
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Will  have  it  fo,  whofe  Breath  can  ftill  the  Winds, 
Uncloud  the  Sun,  charm  down  the  fwelling  Sea, 
And  Itop  the  Floods  of  Heav'n;  fpeak,  can  it  not  ? 
Dion,  No.    King,  No !  cannot  the  Breath  of  Kings 
do  this  ? 

Dion,  No ;  nor  Imell  fweet  itfelf,  if  once  the  Lungs 
Be  but  corrupted.    King.  Is  it  fo?  Take  Heed. 

Dion,  Sir,  take  you  Heed ;  how  you  do  dare  the  Pow'rs 
That  muft  be  juft.    King,  Alas !  what  are  we  Kings  ? 
Why  do  you,  Gods,  place  us  above  the  reft ; 
To  be  ferv'd,  flatter'd,  and  ador'd,  till  we 
Believe,  we  hold  within  our  Hands  your  Thunder  j 
And  when  we  come  to  try  the  Pow'r  we  have. 
There's  not  a  Leaf  fhakes  at  our  Threatnings. 
I  have  fin'd,  'tis  true,  and  here  ftand  to  be  punifh'd ; 
Yet  would  not  thus  be  punifh'd;  let  me  chufe 
My  way,  and  lay  it  on. 

Dion.  He  articles  with  the  Gods ;  'would,  fome  body 
would  draw  Bonds,  for  the  Performance  of  Covenants  be- 
twixt them ! 

Enter  Pharamond,  Galatea,  and  Megra. 

King.  What,  is  fhe  found  ^ 

Pha.  No,  we  have  ta'en  her  Horfe. 
He  gallop'd  empty  by :  There  is  fome  Treafon ; 
You,  Galatea^  rode  with  her  into  the  Wood ;  why  left 
you  her? 

GaL  She  did  command  me. 

King.  Command !  you  fhould  not. 

Gal  'T would  ill  become  my  Fortunes  and  my  Birth 
To  difobey  the  Daughter  of  my  King. 

King.  You're  all  cunning  to  obey  us  for  our  Hurt, 
But  I  will  have  her.    Pha.  If  I  have  her  not. 
By  this  Hand,  there  fhall  be  no  more  Sicily, 

Dion.  What,  will  he  carry  it  to  Spain  in's  Pocket  ? 

Pha.  I  will  not  leave  one  Man  alive,  but  the  King, 
A  Cook  and  a  Tailor.    (43)  Dion.  Yet  you  may  do  well 

To 

(43)  Tet you  may  do  wcell  to  /pare  your  Lad/s  Bedfellow,  and  htr 
yoH  may  keep  for  a  Spa^'ner-I    The  Addition  of  a  iingle  Letter  has 

made 
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To  fpare  your  Lady-Bedfellow,  and  her 

You  may  keep  for  a  Spawner. 

Kifig.  1  fee,  the  Injuries  I  have  done  muft  be  reveng'd, 
Dion.  Sir,  this  is  not  the  way  to  find  her  out. 
King.  Run  all,  difperfe  your  felves :  the  Man  that 
finds  her. 

Or  (if  Ihe  be  kili'd)  the  Traitor;  I'll  make  him  great. 

Dion.  I  know  fome  would  give  five  thoufand  Pounds 
to  find  her. 

Pha.  Come,  let  us  feek. 

King.  Each  Man  a  feveral  Way,  here  I  myfelf. 

Dion.  Come,  Gentlemen,  we  here. 

Cle.  Lady,  you  muft  go  fearch  too. 

Meg.  I  had  rather  be  fearch' d  myfelf.      [^Exeunt  omnes^ 

Enter  Arethufa. 

jlre.  Where  am  I  now  ^.  Feet,  find  me  out  a  Way, 
Without  the  Counfel  of  my  troubled  Head  ; 
I'll  follow  you  boldly  about  thefe  Woods, 
O'er  Mountains,  thorow  Brambles,  Pits,  and  Floods : 
Heaven,  I  hope,  will  eafe  me.    I  am  fick. 

Enter  Bellario. 

BeL  Yonder's  my  Lady ;  Heav'n  loiows,  I  want  nothing, 
Becaufe  I  do  not  wifh  to  live,  yet  I 
Will  try  her  Charity.    O  hear,  you  that  have  Plenty. 
And  from  that  flowing  Store,  drop  fome  on  dry  Ground :  ;  V;, 
The  lively  Red  is  gone  to  guard  her  Heart  \ 
I  fear,  fhe  faints.    Madam,  look  s.]p    fhe  breathes  not  ^ 
Open  once  more  thofe  rofy  Twins,  and  fend 

made  fad  Nonfenfe  of  this.  His  Lady's  Bedfellow  can  mean  none 
but  Bellario  j  whom  Z)/o«,  indeed,  bsliev'd  to  be  the  Princefs's  Gal- 
lant, and  therefore  might  fpeak  taunting]/  of  both  of  them.  But,  as 
he  thought  him  a  Man,  how  w:uld  he  have  him  kept  for  a  Spawner  I 
Ic  fliould  be; 

■   '    •  You  tnay  do  njoell 

To  fpare  your  Lady  Bedfellonjj,  and  her 

You  may  keep  for  a  Spa-wner. 
Meaning,  Megra.  Mr.  Seaward, 

This  Emendation  is  authoriz'd.  by  the  old  ^ario  in  1 628,  and  fevc- 
xal  others  of  the  bell  ^iarto\ 

h  2  Unto 
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Unto  my  Lord,  your  lateft  Farewell ;  Oh,  fhe  ftirs  : 
How  is  it.  Madam  ?  Speak  Comfort. 

Are,  'Tis  not  gently  done, 
To  put  me  in  a  miferable  Life, 
And  hold  me  there    I  pray  thee,  let  me  go, 
I  fhall  do  beft  without  thee;  I  am  well. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi,  I  am  to  blame  to  be  fo  much  in  Rage, 
I'll  tell  her  cooly,  when,  and  where,  I  heard 
This  killing  Truth.    I  will  be  temperate 
In  Ipeaking,  and  as  juft  in  hearing  it. 
Oh  monftrous !  Tempt  me  not,  ye  Gods !  good  Gods, 
Tempt  not  a  frail  Man  !  what's  he,  that  has  a  Heart, 
But  he  mufl  eafe  it  here  ? 

Bel.  My  Lord,  help  the  Princefs. 

Are.  I  am  well,  forbear. 

(44)  Phi.  Let  me  love  Lightning,  let  me  be  embraced 
And  kifs'd  by  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  Eyes 
Of  Bafilisks,  rather  than  truft  the  1  bngues, 
Of  Hell-bred  Women :  Some  good  Gods  look  down. 
And  fhrink  thefe  Veins  up  ^  flick  me  here  a  Stone, 
Lailing  to  i^ges  in  the  Memory 
Of  this  damn'd  Adl.    Hear  me,  you  wicked  Ones  ; 
You  have  put  Hills  of  Fire  into  this  Breaft, 
Not  to  be  quench' d  with  Tears ;  for  which  may  Guilt 
Sit  on  your  Bofoms !  at  your  Meals,  and  Beds, 
Delpair  await  you  !    What,  before  my  Face  ^ 
Poifon  of  Alps  between  your  Lips !  Difeafes 
Be  your  bed  Iflues !  Nature  make  a  Curfe, 
And  throw  it  on  you !    Jre.  Dear  Philafter^  leave 
To  be  enrag'd,  and  hear  me.    Phi,  I  have  done ; 

(44)  Let  me  lo^e  Lightnings  let  me  he  emhracd 

And  klfs'd  hy  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  Eyes 

Of  BafUisks,  rather  than  trujl  to  Tovgues 

And j7?rink  thefe  Veins  upi]  But  how  would  trufling  to  Tongues 
fhrink  Pi'//a/?<7/s  Veins  up  ?  This  is  abfolute  Nonfenfe  ;  and  never 
could  liave  been  remedied  but  by  the  Afliftance  of  the  old  ^arto's 
which  are  worth  their  Weight  in  Gold,  and  from  which  I  have 
rellored  tlie  Line  funk  by  the  Negligence  of  the  more  modern  Editors. 
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Forgive  my  Paflion.  Not  the  calmed  Sea, 

When  Mollis  locks  up  his  windy  Brood, 

Is  Icfs  difturb'd  than  I ;  I'll  make  you  know  it. 

Dear  Arethufa^  do  but  take  this  Sword, 

And  fearch  how  temperate  a  Heart  I  have ; 

Then  you,  and  this  your  Boy,  may  live  and  reign 

In  Luft,  without  Con troul.    Wilt  thou,  Bellario? 

I  prithee,  kill  me ;  thou  art  poor,  and  may'ft 

Nourifli  ambitious  Thoughts,  when  I  am  dead  : 

This  Way  were  freer  \  Am  I  raging  now  ? 

If  I  were  mad,  I  fhould  defire  to  live ; 

Sirs,  feel  my  Pulfe ;  where  ever  have  you  known 

A  Man  in  a  more  equal  Tune  to  die  ? 

BeL  Alas,  my  Lord,  your  Pulfe  keeps  Madman's  time, 
So  does  your  Tongue.    Phi,  You  will  not  kill  me  then  ? 

Are.  Kill  you  ?    Bel  Not  for  a  World. 

Fhi,  I  blame  not  thee, 
Bellario  \  thou  haft  done  but  that,  which  Gods 
Would  have  transform'd  themfelves  to  do    be  gone, 
Leave  me  without  Reply ;  this  is  the  laft 
Of  all  our  Meeting.    Kill  me  with  this  Sword  ; 
Be  wife,  or  worfe  will  follow :  we  are  Two 
Earth  cannot  bear  at  once.    Refolve  to  do,  or  fuffer. 

Are,  If  my  Fortunes  be  fo  good  to  let  me  fall 
Upon  thy  Hand,  I  fliall  have  Peace  in  Death. 
Yet  tell  me  this,  will  there  be  no  Slanders, 
No  Jealoufies  in  the  other  World,  no  111  there? 

Phi,  No. 

Are,  Shew  me  then  the  way.    Phi,  Then  guide 
My  feeble  Hand,  you  that  have  Pow'r  to  do  it. 
For  I  muft  perform  a  piece  of  Juftice.    If  your  Youth 
Have  any  way  offended  Heav'n,  let  Pray'rs 
Short  and  efFedlual  reconcile  you  to  it. 

Are,  I  am  prepar'd. 

Enter  a  Country  Fellow. 

Com,  ril  fee  the  King  if  he  be  in  the  Foreft,  I  have 
hunted  him  thefe  two  Hours ;  if  I  fhould  come  home  and 
not  fee  him,  my  Sifters  would  laugh  at  me ;  I  can  fee  no- 
thing but  People  better  hors'd  than  myfelf,  that  out- 

L  3  ride 
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ride  me ;  I  can  hear  nothing  but  Shouting.  Thefe  Kings 
had  need  of  good  Brains,  this  Whooping  is  able  to  put 
a  mean  Man  out  of  his  Wits.  There's  a  Courtier  with 
his  Sword  drawn  j  by  this  Kand,  upon  a  Woman,  I 
think. 

Phi.  Are  you  at  Peace  ? 

Are,  With  Heav'ns  and  Earth. 

Phi.  May  they  divide  thy  Soul  and  Body ! 

Com.  Hold,  Daftard,  ftrike  a  Woman!  thou'rt  a 
a  Craven,  I  warrant  thee;^  (45)  thou  would'ft  be  loth  to 
play  half  a  Dozen  of  Venies  at  V/ afters  with  a  good  Fel- 
low for  a  broken  Head. 

Phi.  Leave  us,  good  Friend. 

Jre.  What  ill-bred  Man  art  thou,  to  intrude  thyfelf 
Upon  our  private  Sports,  our  Recreations } 

Com.  Gad  'uds  me,  I  underftand  you  not;  but,  I 
know,  the  Rogue  has  hurt  you. 

Phi.  Purfue  thy  own  Affairs  :  It  will  be  ill 
To  multiply  Blood  upon  my  Head ;  which  thou  wilt  force 
me  to. 

Coun.  I  know  not  your  Rhetorick ;  but  I  can  lay  it  on, 
if  you  touch  the  Woman.  \^hey  fight. 

Phi.  Slave,  take  what  thou  deferv'ft. 

Are.  Heav'ns  guard  my  Lord ! 

Coun.  Oh,  do  you  breathe  ^. 

Phi.  I  hear  the  Tread  of  People :  I  am  hurt. 
The  Gods  take  part  againft-  me,  cou'd  this  Boor 
Have  held  me  thus  elfe I  muft  fhift  for  Life, 
Though  I  do  loath  it.    I  would  find  a  Courfe 
To  lofe  it  rather  by  my  Will,  than  Force.       \_Exit  Phi. 

(45)  ^hou  'vooultTJi  be  loth  to  play  half  a  Dozen  of  Venies  at 
Wallers]  /.  e.  Cadgels.  Minshew,  in  his  Dictionary  of  Eleven 
Languages,  has  given  us  a  moft  ridiculous  Reafon  for  the  Etymology 
of  this  Word :  that  Cudgels  were  call'd  WaJIers,  becaufe,  in  frequent- 
ly clafhing  againft  each  other,  they  fplinter'd  and  nvafted.  V\\  ven- 
ture to  advance  a  more  probable  Conjc£lure.  We  find  in  our  old  Law- 
Books,  that  the  Statute  of  Wejlminjier  (5®  Ednvardi  tertii,  cap.  14  ) 
was  made  againft  Ntght-n'jalkeiSy  and  fufpe^ed  Perfons  caWd  Ro- 
herdefmen,  Wallours,  and  Drauo- latches.  TheCe  fVafours^  or  Plun- 
derers, derived  their  Name  from  the  Latine  Terme,  Vajlatores  ;  and 
thence  the  mifchievous  "Weapons,  or  Bludgeon?,  with  which  they 
W^nt  arm*d,  were  call'd  Wafers  \  i.  e.  Deflroyers. 

Coun, 
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Conn.  I  cannot  follow  the  Rogue.  I  pray  thee,  Wench, 
come  and  kifs  me  now. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline, 
and  Woodmen. 

Pha.  What  art  thou  ? 

Coun.  Almoft  kill'd  I  am  for  a  foohfli  Woman ;  a  Knave 
has  hurt  her.  [Madam  ^ 

Pha.  The  Princefs,  Gentlemen !  Where's  the  Wound, 
Is  it  dangerous  }    Are.  He  has  not  hurt  me. 

Coun.  I'faith,  flie  lyes ;  h'as  hurt  her  in  the  Breafl, 
look  elfe. 

Pha.  O  facred  Spring  of  innocent  Blood ! 

T>ion.  'Tis  above  Wonder !  Who  fhould  dare  do  this 

Are.  I  felt  it  not. 

Pha.  Speak,  Villain,  who  has  hurt  the  Princefs  ^ 

Coun.  Is  it  the  Princefs      Dion.  Ay. 

Coun.  Then  I  have  feen  Something  yet. 

Pha.  But  who  has  hurt  her } 
'  Coun.  I  told  you,  a  Rogue;  I  ne'er  faw  him  be- 
fore, I. 

Pha,  Madam,  who  did  it  } 

Are.  Some  difhoneft  Wretch  ; 
Alas !  I  know  him  not,  and  do  forgive  him. 

Coun.  He's  hurt  too,  he  cannot  go  far;  I  made  my  Fa- 
ther's old  Fox  fly  about  his  Ears. 

Pha,  How  will  you  have  me  kill  him  ^ 

Are.  Not  at  all, 
'Tis  fome  diftraded  Fellow.    Pha.  By  this  Hand, 
I'll  leave  ne'er  a  Piece  of  him  bigger  than  a  Nut, 
And  bring  him  all  in  my  Hat  to  you. 

Are.  Nay,  good  Sir 
If  you  do  take  him,  bring  him  quick  to  me. 
And  I  will  ftudy  for  a  Punilhment, 
Great  as  his  Fault.    Pha.  I  will.    Are.  But  fwear. 

Pha.  By  all  my  Love,  I  will:  Woodmen,  condudb 
the  Princefs  to  the  King,  and  bear  that  wounded  Fel- 
low to  Drefling  :  Come,  Gendemen,  we'll  follow  the 
Chafe  clofe. 

[iEx.  Are.  Pha.  Dion,  Cle.  Thra.  and  i  Woodman. 

L  4  Coun. 
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Com.  I  pray  you.  Friend,  let  me  fee  the  King; 
2  Wood,  That  you  fliall,  and  receive  Thanks. 

[  Exeunt. 

Coun.  If  I  get  clear  of  this,  I'll  go  fee  no  more  gay 
Sights. 

Enter  Bellario. 

BeL  A  Heavinefs  near  Death  fits  on  my  Brow^ 
And  I  muft  fleep :  Bear  me,  thou  gentle  Bank, 
For  ever,  if  thou  wilt :  You  fweet  Ones  all. 
Let  me  unworthy  prefs  you :  I  cou'd  wiih, 
I  rather  were  a  Corfe  ftrew'd  o'er  with  you. 
Than  quick  above  you.    Dulnefs  Ihuts  mine  Eyes, 
And  I  am  giddy.    Oh !  that  I  could  take 
So  found  a  Sleep,  that  I  might  never  wake. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi.  I  have  done  ill,  my  Confcience  calls  me  falfe. 
To  ftrike  at  her,  that  would  not  ftrike  at  me. 
When  I  did  fight,  methought,  I  heard  her  pray 
The  Gods  to  guard  me.    She  may  be  abus'd. 
And  I  a  loathed  Villain :   If  fhe  be. 
She  will  conceal  who  hurt  her ;  He  has  Wounds, 
And  cannot  follow,  neither  knows  he  me. 
Who's  this }  Bellario  deeping  ^    If  thou  beeft 
Guilty,  there  is  no  Juftice  that  thy  Sleep       [Cry  within. 
Should  be  fo  found;  and  mine,  whom  thou  haft  wrong'd. 
So  broken.    Hark !  I  am  purfued.    You  Gods, 
I'll  take  this  offer'd  Means  of  my  Efcape : 
They  have  no  Mark  to  know  me,  but  my  Wounds, 
If  fhe  be  true    if  falfe,  let  Mifchief  light 
On  all  the  World  at  once!  Sword,  print  my  Wounds, 
Upon  this  fleeping  Boy :  I  ha'  none,  I  think. 
Are  mortal,  nor  would  I  lay  greater  on  thee.  [Wounds  him. 

BeL  Oh !  Death,  I  hope,  is  come  ;  bleft  be  the  Hand ! 
It  meant  me  well ;  again,  for  Pity's  fake. 

Phi.  I  have  caught  myfelf,  [Phi.  falls. 

The  Lofs  of  Blood  hath  ftayed  my  Flight.    Here,  here, 
is  he  that  ftruck  thee :  Take  thy  full  Revenge, 
Ufe  pie,  as  I  did  mean  thee,  worfe  than  Death : 

I'll 
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I'll  teach  thee  to  revenge :  This  lucklefs  Hand 
Wounded  the  Princefs ;  (46)  tell  my  Followers, 
Thou  didft  receive  thefe  Hurts  in  flaying  me. 
And  I  will  fecond  thee :  Get  a  Reward. 

Bel  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord,  and  fave  yourfelf. 

Phi.  How's  this  ?  - 

Wouldft  thou,  I  fhould  be  fafe  ?    Bel.  Elfe  it  were  vain 
For  me  to  live.    Thefe  little  Wounds,  I  have, 
Ha'  not  bled  much,  reach  me  that  noble  Hand, 
I'll  help  to  cover  you.    Phi.  Art  thou  true  to  me  } 

BeL  Or  let  me  perifh  loath'd !  Come,  my  good  Lord, 
Creep  in  amongft  thofe  Bufhes :  Who  does  know. 
But  that  the  Gods  may  fave  your  much-lov'd  Breath  ? 

Phi.  Then  I  fhall  die  for  Grief,  if  not  for  this. 
That  I  have  wounded  thee :  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Bel,  Shift  for  myfelf  well :  Peace !  I  hear  'em  come. 

Within.  Follow,  follow,  follow,  that  way  they  went. 

BeL  With  my  own  Wounds  I'll  bloody  my  own  Sword. 
I  need  not  counterfeit  to  fall ;  Heav'n  knows. 
That  I  can  ftand  no  longer. 

Enter  Pharamond,  Dion,  Cleremont  and  Thrafiline. 

Pha.  To  this  Place  we  have  track'd  him  by  his  Blood. 

Cle.  Yonder,  my  Lord,  creeps  one  away. 

Tiion.  Stay,  Sir,  what  are  you } 

Bel.  A  wretched  Creature  wounded  in  thefe  Woods 
By  Beafts ;  relieve  me,  if  your  Names  be  Men, 
Or  I  fhall  perifh.    Dion.  This  is  he,  my  Lord, 
Upon  my  Soul,  that  hurt  her ;  'tis  the  Boy, 
That  wicked  Boy  that  ferv'd  her. 

Pha.  O  thou  damn'd 
In  thy  Creation !  What  Caufe  could'fl  thou  fhape 
To  hurt  the  Princefs  }    BeL  Then  I  am  betray'd. 

Tiion,  Betray'd!  no,  apprehended.    ^^/.  I  confefs ; 
Urge  it  no  more,  that,  big  with  evil  Thoughts, 

{46)  —  .  tell  my  Followers]  We  are  not  to  under- 

ftand  this  Word  here  for  his  Retinue,  his  Friends,  or  thofe  that  fol- 
lewM  him  as  Servants ;  but  his  Purfuers. 


Ifet 
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I  fet  upon  her,  and  did  make  my  Aim 

Her  Death.    For  Charity,  let  fall  at  once 

The  Punifhment  you  mean,  and  do  not  load 

This  weary  FJefh  with  Tortures.    Pba.  I  will  know. 

Who  hir'd  thee  to  this  Deed.    Beh  Mine  own  Revenge. 

Pha.  Revenge,  for  what  ^ 

Bel.  It  pleas'd  her  to  receive 
Me  as  her  Page,  and,  when  my  Fortunes  ebb'd, 
(47)  That  Men  ftrid  o'er  them  carelefs,  fhe  did  fhower 
Her  welcome  Graces  on  me,  and  did  fwell 
My  Fortunes,  'till  they  overflow 'd  their  Banks, 
Threatning  the  Men  that  croft  'em ;  when,  as  fwift 
As  Storms  arife  at  Sea,  fhe  turn'd  her  Eyes 
To  burning  Suns  upon  me,  and  did  dry 
The  Streams  Ihe  had  beftow'd ;  leaving  me  worfe. 
And  more  contemn' d  than  other  little  Brooks, 
Becaufe  1  had  been  great :  In  Ihort,  I  knew 
I  could  not  live,  and  therefore  did  defire 
To  die  reveng'd.    Pba.  If  Tortures  can  be  found. 
Long  as  thy  natural  Life,  refolve  to  feel 
The  utmoft  Rigour.  [Philafter  creeps  out  of  a  Bup. 

Cle.  Help  to  lead  him  hence. 

Phi.  Turn  back,  you  Ravilhers  of  Innocence, 
Know  ye  the  Price  of  that  you  bear  away 
So  rudely  ? 

Pha.  Who's  that?    Dion.  'Th  xht 'Lor A  Philafter. 

Phi.  'Tis  not  the  Treafure  of  all  Kings  in  one, 
The  Wealth  of  ^ agus.,  nor  the  Rocks  of  Pearl 
That  pave  the  Court  of  Neptune^  can  weigh  down 
That  Virtue.    It  was  I,  that  hurt  the  Princefs. 
Place  me,  fome  God,  upon  a  Piramis^ 
Higher  than  Hills  of  Earth,  and  lend  a  Voice 
Loud  as  your  Thunder  to  me,  that  from  thence 
I  may  difcourfe  to  all  the  Under- world 
The  Worth  that  dwells  in  him.    Pha.  How's  this  ? 

(47)  That  Men  ftrid  oer  them  carelefly,  Jhe  did  ponx}'r\  The  old 
^arto  in  1628,^0  the  Improvement  of  the  Metre,  has  ir,  carelefs: 
by  the  Authority  of  which  I  have  reformM  the  Text. 

Bd. 
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Bel.  My  Lord,  fome  Man 
Weary  of  Life,  that  would  be  glad  to  die. 

Phi.  Leave  thefe  untimely  Courtefies,  Bellario, 

Bel.  Alas!  he's  mad-,  come,  will  you  lead  me  on ? 

Phi.  By  all  the  Oaths  that  Men  ought  moft  to  keep. 
And  Gods  do  punifh  moft,  when  Men  do  break. 
He  touch'd  her  not.    Take  heed,  Bellario., 
How  thou  doft  drown  the  Virtues,  thou  haft  fliown. 
With  Perjury.    By  all  that's  good,  'twas  I  : 
You  know,  ftie  ftood  betwixt  me  and  my  Right. 

Pha.  Thy  own  Tongiie  be  thy  Judge. 

Cle.  It  was  Philafter,    Dion.  Is't  not  a  brave  Boy  ? 
Well,  Sirs,  I  fear  me,  we  are  all  deceiv'd. 

Phi.  Have  I  no  Friend  here  ?    Bion.  Yes. 

Phi.  Then  ftiew  it ;  fome 
Good  Body  lend  a  Hand  to  draw  us  nearer. 
Would  you  have  Tears  ftied  for  you  when  you  die  ? 
Then  lay  me  gently  on  his  Neck,  that  there 
I  may  weep  Floods,  and  breathe  out  my  Spirit : 
'Tis  not  the  Wealth  of  Plutus.,  nor  the  Gold 
Lock'd  in  the  Heart  of  Earth  can  buy  away 
This  Arm-full  from  me  •,  this  had  been  a  Ranfom 
To  have  redeem' d  the  great  Augufius  Cafar^ 
Had  he  been  taken :  You  hard-hearted  Men, 
More  ftony  than  thefe  Mountains,  can  you  fee 
Such  clear  pure  Blood  drop,  and  not  cut  your  Flefli 
(48)  To  ftop  his  Life }    To  bind  whofe  bitter  W  ounds, 
Queens  ought  to  tear  their  Hair,  and  with  their  Tears, 
Bath  'em.    Forgive  me,  thou  that  art  the  Wealth 
Of  poor  Philafter. 

Enter  King,  Arethufa,  and  a  Guard, 
King.  Is  the  Villain  ta'en  f  • 

pha.  Sir,  here  be  two  confefs  the  Deed ;  but  fay  it  wai 
Philafter. 

Phi.  Queftion  it  no  more,  it  was, 

(4S)  '   —  To  hind  nvhofe  better  Wounds 

^eens  ought  to  tear  their  Hair,']  Better  than  what  ?  than  the 
Hair  of  Queens?  But,  here  again,  the  old  ^artocS.  1628  comes  in 
to  our  Affiftance,  and  refcues  the  Text  from  this  NonTenfe. 

King, 
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'King,  The  Fellow,  that  did  light  with  him,  will  tell  us. 

Are,  Ay  me !  I  know,  he  will. 

King,  Did  not  you  know  him  ? 

Are,  No,  Sir ;  if  it  was  he,  he  was  difguifed. 

Fhi,  I  was  fo.  Oh  my  Stars !  that  I  fhould  live  ftill. 

King,  Thou  ambitious  Fool ! 
Thou,  that  haft  laid  a  Train  for  thy  own  Life  ; 
Now  I  do  mean  to  do,  I'll  leave  to  talk. 
Bear  him  to  Prifon. 

Are,  Sir,  they  did  plot  together  to  take  hence 
This  harmlefs  Life  ;  fliould  it  pafs  unreveng'd, 
I  fliould  to  Earth  go  weeping :  Grant  me  then 
(By  all  the  Love  a  Father  bears  his  Child) 
Tiieir  Cuftodies,  and  that  I  may  appoint 
Their  Tortures,  and  their  Death. 

Dion,  Death  ?  foft !  our  Law 
Will  not  reach  that,  for  this  Fault. 

King,  *Tis  granted,  take  'em  to  you,  with  a  Guard. 
Come,  Princely  Pbaramond^  this  Bufinefs  paft. 
We  may  with  more  Security  go  on 
To  your  intended  Match. 

Ck,  I  pray,  that  this  Adion  lofe  not  Philafter  the  Hearts 
of  the  People. 

Dion.  Fear  it  not,  their  overwife  Heads  will  think  it 
but  a  Trick.  [^Exeunt, 
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Enter  Dion,  Cleremont  and  Thrafiline. 

thra,  TT A S  the  King  fent  for  him  to  Death ? 

Dion.  Yes,  but  the  King  muft  know,  'tis  not 
in  his  Pow'r  to  war  with  Heav'n. 

Cle,  We  linger  Time  •,  the  King  fent  for  Philafter  and 
the  Headfman  an  Hour  ago. 
Thra,  Are  all  his  Wounds  well } 
Dion,  All,  they  were  but  Scratches ;  but  the  Lofs  of 
Blood  made  him  faint.     Ck.  We  dally.  Gentlemen. 

"thra. 
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Thra.  Away. 

Dw^.  We'll  fcuffle  hard  before  he  perilh.  [ExeunL 
Enter  Philafter,  Arethufa  and  Bellario. 

Are.  Nay,  dear  Philafter^  grieve  not ;  we  are  well. 
Bel.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  forbear ;  we  are  wondrous 
well. 

Phi,  Oh  Arethufa !  O  Bellario  I  leave  to  be  kind : 
I  fhall  be  Ihot  from  Heav'n,  as  now  from  Earth, 
If  you  continue  fo ;  I  am  a  Man, 
Falfe  to  a  Pair  of  the  moft  trufty  ones 
That  ever  Earth  bore ;  can  it  bear  us  all  ? 
Forgive  and  leave  me,  but  the  King  hath  fent 
To  call  me  to  my  Death,  Oh  fhew  it  me. 
And  then  forget  me :  And  for  thee,  my  Boy, 
I  fliall  deliver  Words  will  mollify 
The  Hearts  of  Beafts,  to  Ipare  thy  Innocence. 

Bei  Alas,  my  Lord,  my  Life  is  not  a  thing 
Worthy  your  noble  Thoughts ;  'tis  not  a  Life, 
'Tis  but  a  Piece  of  Childhood  thrown  away : 
Should  I  out-live  you,  I  fhould  then  out-live 
Virtue  and  Honour :  and,  when  that  Day  comes. 
If  ever  I  fhall  clofe  thefe  Eyes  but  once. 
May  I  live  Ipotted  for  my  Perjury, 
And  wafte  my  Limbs  to  nothing  ! 

Are.  And  I  (the  woful'ft  Maid  that  ever  was, 
Forc'd  with  my  Hands  to  bring  my  Lord  to  Death) 
Do  by  the  Honour  of  a  Virgin  fwear. 
To  tell  no  Hours  beyond  it. 

Phi.  Make  me  not  hated  fo. 

Are,  Come  from  this  Prifon,  all  joyful  to  our  Deathsu 
Phi.  People  will  tear  me,  when  they  find  you  true 

To  fuch  a  Wretch  as  I ;  I  fhall  die  loath'd. 

Injoy  your  Kingdoms  peaceably,  whilfl  I 

For  ever  fleep  forgotten  with  my  Faults  : 

Ev'ry  jufl  Servant,  ev'ry  Maid  in  Love, 

Will  have  a  Piece  of  me,  if  you  be  true. 

Are.  My  dear  Lord,  fay  not  fo.    BeL  A  Piece  of  you? 

He  was  not  born  of  Women  that  can  cut 

It  and  look  on.    Phi,  Take  me  in  Tears  betwixt  you. 

For 
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For  my  Heart  will  break  with  Shame  and  Sorrow. 

Are.  Why,  'tis  well.  [done 

Bel,  Lament  no  more.     Phi,  What  would  you  have 
If  you  had  wrong'd  me  bafely,  and  had  found 
My  Life  no  Price,  compar'd  to  yours }  For  Love,  Sirs, 
Deal  with  me  plainly. 

BeL  'Twas  miftaken.  Sir.    Phi,  Why,  if  it  were.^ 

Bel.  Then  Sir,  we  would  have  ask'd  you  Pardon. 

Phi,  And  have  hope  to  enjoy  it  ^    Are.  Enjoy  it  ?  ay. 

Phi,  Would  you,  indeed?  be  plain. 

BeL  We  would,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Forgive  me  then.      Are.  So,  fo. 

Bel,  'Tis  as  it  fhould  be  now. 

Phi.  Lead  to  my  Death.  [^Exeunt, 
Enter  King,  Dion,  Cleremont,  and  Thrafiline. 

King.  Gentlemen,  who  faw  the  Prince  ^ 

Cle.  So  pleafe  you.  Sir,  he's  gone  to  fee  the  City, 
And  the  new  Platform,  with  fome  Gentlemen 
Attending  on  him.     King.  Is  the  Frincefs  ready 
To  bring  her  Prifoner  out  ?    'Thra,  She  waits  your  Grace. 

King.  Tell  her,  we  ft  ay. 

Dion,  King,  you  may  be  deceiv'd  yet : 
The  Head,  you  aim  at,  coft  more  fetting  on 
Than  to  be  loft  fo  liglitly :  If  it  muft  off. 
Like  a  wild  Overflow,  that  fwoops  before  him 
A  Golden  Stack,  and  with  it  fhakes  down  Bridges, 
Cracks  the  ftrong  Hearts  of  Pines,  whofe  Cable  Roots 
Held  out  a  Thoufand  Storms,  a  Thoufand  Thunders, 
And,  fo  made  mightier,  takes  whole  Villages 
Upon  his  Back,  and  in  that  Heat  of  Pride, 
Charges  ftrong  Towns,  Tow'rs,  Caftles,  Palaces, 
And  lays  them  defolate  ;  fo  ftiall  thy  Head, 
Thy  Noble  Head,  bury  the  Lives  of  Thoufands, 
That  muft  bleed  with  thee  like  a  Sacrifice, 
In  thy  red  Ruins. 

Enter  Philafter,  Arethufa,  and  Bellario  in  a  Robe 
and  Garland. 

King,  How  now,  what  Mafque  is  this  ^ 

Bel, 
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Bel  Right  Royal  Sir,  I  Ihould 
Sing  you  an  Epithalamium  of  thefe  Lovers, 
But  having  loft  my  beft  Airs  with  my  Fortunes, 
And  wanting  a  Celeftial  Harp  to  ftrike 
This  bleffed  Union  on,  thus  in  glad  Story 
I  give  you  all.    Thefe  two  fair  Cedar-branches, 
The  nobleft  of  the  Mountain,  where  they  grew, 
Straiteft  and  talleft,  under  whofe  ftill  Shades 
The  worthier  Beafts  have  made  their  Layers,  and  flept 
Free  from  the  Sirian  Star,  and  the  fell  Thunder-ftroke, 
Free  from  the  Clouds,  when  they  were  big  with  Humour, 
And  delivered  in  Thoufand  Spouts,  their  I  flues  to  the 
O !  there  was  none  but  filent  Qmtt  there  !  [Earth : 

'Till  never-pleafed  Fortune  Ihot  up  Shrubs, 
Bafe  Under-Brambles,  to  divorce  thefe  Branches  j 
And  for  a  while  they  did  fo ;  and  did  reign 
Over  the  Mountain,  and  choak'd  up  his  Beauty 
With  Brakes,  rude  Thorns  and  Thirties,  'till  the  Sun 
Scorch'd  them  ev'n  to  the  Roots,  and  dry'd  them  there: 
And  now  a  gentle  Gale  hath  blown  again. 
That  made  thefe  Branches  meet,  and  twine  together. 
Never  to  be  divided :  The  God,  that  fings 
His  holy  Numbers  over  Marriage-Beds, 
Hath  knit  their  noble  Hearts,  and  here  they  ftand 
Your  Children,  mighty  King ;  and  I  have  done. 

King,  How,  how? 

-  Are,  Sir,  if  you  love  it  in  plain  Truth, 
For  now  there  is  no  Mafquing  in't ;  This  Gentleman, 
The  Prifoner,  that  you  gave  me,  is  become 
My  Keeper,  and  through  all  the  bitter  Throes 
Your  Jealoufies  and  his  ill  Fate  have  wrought  him, 
Thus  nobly  hath  he  ftruggled,  and  at  length 
Arriv'd  here  my  dear  Husband. 

King,  Your  dear  Husband!  Call  in 
The  Captain  of  the  Citadel  j  there  you  lhall  keep 
Your  Wedding.   I'll  provide  a  Mafque  fhall  make 
Your  Hymen  turn  his  Saffron  into  a  fuUen  Coat, 
And  fing  fad  Requiems  to  your  parting  Souls : 
Blood  fliall  put  out  your  Torches,  and,  inftead 
Of  gaudy  Flow'rs  about  your  wanton  Necks, 

An 
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An  Ax  fhall  hang  like  a  prodigious  Meteor, 

Ready  to  crop  your  Loves'  Sweets    Hear,  you  Gods: 

From  this  Time  do  I  fhake  all  Title  off 

Of  Father  to  this  Woman,  this  bafe  Woman ; 

And  what  there  is  of  Vengeance,  in  a  Lion 

Caft  amongft  Dogs,  or  robb'd  of  his  dear  Young, 

The  fame  inforc'd  more  Terrible,  more  Mighty, 

Expecl  from  me.     Are,  Sir. 

By  that  little  Life  I  have  left  to  fwear  by, 

There's  nothing  that  can  ftir  me  from  myfelf. 

What  I  have  done,  I've  done  without  Repentance ; 

For  Death  can  be  no  Bugbear  unto  me. 

So  long  as  Phcir amend  is  not  my  Headfman. 

Bic/2.  Sweet  Peace  upon  thy  Soul,  thou  worthy  Maid, 
Whene'er  thou  dieft!  For  this  time  I'll  excufe  thee. 
Or  be  thy  Prologue. 

Phi.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  next ; 
And  let  my  dying  Words  be  better  with  you 
Than  my  dull  hving  A6lions ;  If  you  aim 
At  the  dear  Life  of  this  fU^eet  Innocent, 
You  are  a  Tyrant  and  a  favage  Monfler ; 
Your  Memory  fhall  be  as  foul  behind  you, 

(49)  As  you  are,  living  ^  all  your  better  Deeds 
Shall  be  in  Water  writ,  but  this  in  Marble : 

No  Chronicle  fhall  fpeak  you,  though  your  own, 

(50)  But  for  the  Shame  of  Men.    No  Monument 

(Though 

(49)  —  all  your  better  Deeds 

Shall  be  in  Water  n.vrit,  but  this  in  Marble:]  This  Sentiment 
fecms  to  have  been  lhadow'd  out  from  Shakespeare  in  his  King 
Henry  the  Eighth. 

Mens  evil  Manners  li've  in  Brafs,  their  Virtues 

We  njurite  in  Water.] 
The'  perhaps,  our  feveral  Poets  might  have  had  Catullus  for  their 
Original. 

In  njento  ^  rapida  fcribere  cportet  aqua. 

(5  c)  ■  No  Monument 

{fho''  high  and  big  as  Pelion)  ^c]  Some  of  the  old  ^arto^s 
ridiculoufly  have  it  Pelican ;  (as,  I  remember,  fome  of  the  old  Edi- 
tions of  Shakespeare  read  Politician  inftead  of  Pelican.)  The  true 
Reading,  undoubtedly,  is  Pelion,  a  Mountain  very  amply  celebrated 
by  the  Claflicks-;  and  mentioned  by  our  own  choifeft  Claffick  in  his 
Ha  milt. 

Noitj 
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(Though  high,  and  big,  as  Pelion)  fhall  be  able 

To  cover  this  bafe  Murder  ;  make  it  rich 

With  Brafs,  with  pureft  Gold,  and  fhining  Jalper, 

Like  to  the  Pyramids ;  lay  on  Epitaphs, 

Such  as  make  great  Men  Gods ;  my  httle  Marble 

(That  only  cloaths  my  Alhes,  not  my  Faults) 

Shall  far  out-lhine  it.    And,  for  after  liTues, 

Think  not  fo  madly  of  the  heav'nly  Wifdoms, 

That  they  will  give  you  more  for  your  mad  Rage 

To  cut  off,  'kfs  it  be  fome  Snake,  or  fomething 

Like  to  yourfelf,  that  in  his  Birth  fhall  llrangle  you. 

Remember  my  Father,  King  ;  there  was  a  Fault, 

But  I  forgive  it :  Let  that  Sin  perfuade  you 

To  love  this  Lady.    If  you  have  a  Soul, 

Think,  fave  her,  and  be  faved  ;  for  myfelf, 

I  have  fo  long  expeded  this  glad  Hour, 

So  languifh'd  under  you,  and  daily  wither'd. 

That,  Heaven  knows,  it  is  my  Joy  to  die ; 

I  find  a  Recreation  in't. 

Enter  a  MefTenger. 

Mef,  Where's  the  King  ?     King,  Here. 

Mef.  Get  you  to  your  Strength, 
And  refcue  the  Prince  Pharamond  from  Danger  ; 
He's  taken  Prifoner  by  the  Citizens, 
Fearing  the  Lord  Philafter.     Dion.  Oh  brave  Followers ! 
Mutiny,  my  fine  dear  Countrymen,  mutiny ! 
Now,  my  brave  valiant  Foremen,  fhew  your  Weapons 
In  Honour  of  your  Millrefles. 

Enter  another  Meflenger. 

Mef,  Arm,  arm,  arm. 
King.  A  Thoufand  Devils  take  'em  ! 
Tiion.  A  Thoufind  Bleffings  on  'em ! 
Mef,  Arm,  arm,  O  King,  the  City  is  in  Mutiny, 
Led  by  an  old  grey  Ruffian,  who  comes  on 

No^v  pile  your  Duji  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
^ill  of  this  Flat  a  Mountain  you  hanje  made 

o'er- top  old  Pelion,  or  the  Skyijb  Head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Vol.  I.  M  In" 
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In  Refcuc  cf  the  Lord  Philafter, 

{Exit  with  Are.  Phr.  Bel. 

King,  Away  to  th'  Citadel    I'll  fee  them  fafe. 
And  then  cope  with  theie  Burgers :  Let  the  Guard 
And  all  the  Gentlemen  give  ftrong  Attendance.  \^Exit  King. 

iManent  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline. 

Cle.  The  City  up !  This  was  above  our  Wifhes. 

Bion.  Ay,  and  the  Marriage  too ;  now,  by  my  Life, 
This  noble  Lady  has  deceiv'd  us  all.  A  Plague  upon  my 
felfj  a  Thoufand  Plagues,  for  having  fuch  unworthy 
Thoughts  of  her  dear  Honour !  O  I  could  beat  myfelf, 
or  do  you  beat  me  and  PU  beat  you,  for  we  had  all  one 
Thought. 

Cle.  No,  no,  'twill  but  lofe  Time. 

Bion.  You  fay  true,  are  your  Swords  fharp?  Well,  my 
dear  Countrymen,  what  ye  lack, — If  you  continue  and  fall 
not  back  upon  the  firft  broken  Shin,  (51)  I'll  have  you 
chronicled,  and  chronicled,  and  cut  and  chronicled,  and 
fung  in  all-to-be-prais'd  Sonnets,  and  grav'd  in  new  brave 
Ballads,  that  all  Tongues  fhall  troule  you  in  Sacula  S^e- 
culorum.,  my  kind  Can-carriers. 

Thra.  What  if  a  Toy  take  'em  i'  th'  Heels  now,  and 
they  run  all  away,  (52)  and  cry,  the  Bevil  take  the  hind- 
mqft  ? 

Bion.  Then  the  fame  Devil  take  the  foremoft  too,  and 
fowce  him  for  his  Breakfafl !  If  they  all  prove  Cowards, 
ray  Curfes  fly  amongft  them  and  be  fpeeding !  May  they 
have  Murrains  reign  to  keep  the  Gentlemen  at  home, 
unbound  in  eafy  Freeze  !  May  the  Moths  branch  their 
Velvets,  and  their  Silks  only  be  worn  before  fore  Eyes  1 

(51)  /'//  hai'e  you  chronicled,  and  chronicled,  and  cut  and  chro' 
nicled^  and  all- to- be  praised,  and  fung  in  Sonnets,  and  bathed  in  neiu 
bra've  Ballads,  that  all  Tongues  pall  trouble  you  in  Saecula  Saecu- 
lorum,  my  kind  Can  carriers  ]  1  thought  this  for  a  long  Time  to  be 
fuch  defperate  Nonfenfe,  that  the  Meaning  of  the  Poets  would  be  quite 
irretrievable,  as  no  one  of  the  Editions  give  the  leall:  Glimpfe  of  Light 
or  Afliftance.  But  (Thanks  to  plodding  Induilry!)  I  hope,  I  have 
found,  the  certain  Cure. 

(52)  and  cry,  the  Devil  take  the  Hindmoftr]  Occupet  extremvm 
Scabies,  fays  Horace:  To  which  Execration,  no  Doubt,  our  Au- 
thor's had  an  Eye. 

May 
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May  their  falfe  Lights  undo  'em,  and  difcover  Prefles, 
Holes,  Stains,  and  Oldnefs  in  their  Stuffs,  and  make  them 
Shop-rid !  May  they  keep  Whores  and  Horfes,  and  break  ; 
and  hve  mewed  up  with  Necks  of  Beef  and  Turnips!  May 
they  have  many  Children,  and  none  like  the  Father! 
May  they  know  no  Language  but  that  Gibberifli  they 
prattle  to  their  Parcels;  (53)  unlefs  it  be  the  Gothick  La- 
tine  they  write  in  their  Bonds,  and  may  they  write  that 
falfe,  and  lofe  their  Debts! 

Enter  the  King. 

King,  '^ow  the  Vengeance  of  all  the  Gods  confound 
them  j  how  they  fwarm  together !  What  a  Hum  they  raife  ? 
Devils  choak  your  wild  Throats ;  if  a  Man  had  need  to 
ufe  their  Valours,  he  muft  pay  a  Brokage  for  it,  and  then 
bring  'em  on,  they  will  fight  like  Sheep.  '  'Tis  Philafter^ 
none  but  Philafter^  muft  allay  this  Heat :  They  will  not 
hear  me  fpeak,  but  fling  Dirt  at  me,  and  call  me  Tyrant. 
Oh  run,  dear  Friend,  and  bring  the  Lord  Philajler-,  fpeak 
him  fair,  call  him  Prince,  do  him  all  the  Courtefy  you 
can,  commend  me  to  him.    Oh  my  Wits,  my  Wits ! 

[Exit  Cle.' 

Bion.  Oh  my  brave  Countrymen !  as  I  live,  I  will  not 
buy  a  Pin  out  of  your  Walls  for  this ;  Nay,  you  fhall 
cozen  me,  and  PU  thank  you  ;  and  fend  you  Brawn  and 
►  Bacon,  and  foil  you  every  long  Vacation  a  Brace  of 
Foremen,  that  at  Michaelmas  ihall  come  up  fat  and 
kicking. 

King,  What  they  will  do  with  this  poor  Prince,  the 
Gods  know,  and  I  fear. 

(53)  Unlefs  it  be  the  goarifli  Lathe"]  Thus  the  Fo/io  Edition  in 
1679;  but  there  is  no  fuch  Word  in  EngUJh,  and,  confequently,  it  is 
ftark  Nonfcnle.  The  ^arto  of  1628  has  it,  goatiJh\  but  there  is 
nothing  wanton,  or  lafcivious,  in  a  Bond  ;  therefore,  this  Reading  is 
as  unmeaning  as  the  other.  I  dare  Warrant,  that  I  have  retrieved 
the  Authors*  genuine  Text,  in  the  Word  Gothick 'i  i.  e.  barbarous: 
No  greater  Barbarifms  than  in  La-w-Latine,'  So,  in  Wit  without 
Monty, 

No  more  Senfe  fpoken,  all  things  Goth  and  Vandal.] 

.Ma  Bionl 


i64  PHILASTER. 

Dion.  Why,  Sir,  They'll  flea  him,  and  make  Church- 
Buckets  on's  Skin  to  quench  Rebellion,  then  clap  a  Rivet 
in's  Scorxe,  and  hang  him  up  for  a  Sign. 

Enter  Cleremont  vjitb  Philafter. 

Kifig.  O  worthy  Sir,  forgive  me ;  do  not  make 
Your  Miferies  and  my  Faults  meet  together, 
To  bring  a  greater  Danger.    Be  yourfelf, 
Still  found  amongft  Difeafes.    I  have  wrong'd  you, 
And  though  I  find  it  laft,  and  beaten  to  it, 
Let  firft  your  Goodnefs  know  it.    Calm  the  People, 
And  be  v/hat  you  v/ere  born  to :  Take  your  Love, 
And  with  her  niy  Repentance,  and  my  Wiflies, 
And  all  my  Pray'rs  •,  by  th'  Gods,  my  Heart  fpeaks  this  : 
And  if  the  lead  fall  from  m.e  not  perform' d, 
May  I  be  flruck  with  Thunder ! 

Phi.  Mighty  Sir, 
I  will  not  do  your  Greatnefs  fo  much  Wrong, 
As  not  to  make  your  Word  Truth    free  the  Princefs, 
And  the  poor  Boy,  and  let  me  fland  the  Shock 
Of  this  mad  Sea-breach,  v/hich  Pll  either  turn 
Or  perifh  with  it.    Ki?ig,  Let  your  own  Word  free  them. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I  take  my  Leave,  kifllng  your  Hand, 
And  hanging  on  your  Royal  Word :  Be  kingly. 
And  be  not  mov'd,  Sir    I  fhall  bring  you  Peace, 
Or  never  bring  myfelf  back. 

Kiftg,  All  the  Gods  go  with  thee !  {Exeunt, 

Enter  an  eld  Captain  and  Citizens  with  Pharamond. 

Cap.  Come,  my  brave  Myrmidons,  let  us  fall  on. 
Let  our  Caps  fwarm,  my  Boys, 
And  your  nimble  Tongues  forget  your  Mothers 
Gibberifh,  of  what  do  you  lack,  and  fet  your  Mouths 
Up,  Children,  till  your  Pallats  fall  frighted  half  a 
Fathom,  paft  the  Cure  of  Bay-falt  and  grofs  Pepper. 
And  then  cry  Philafter.,  brave  Philafter., 
Let  Philafter  be  deeper  in  Requeil,  my  Ding-dongs, 
My  pairs  of  dear  Indentures,  Kings  of  Clubs, 

Tl 
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(54)  Than  your  cold  Water  Camblets  or  your  Paintings 
Spotted  with  Copper ;  let  not  your  hafty  Silks, 

Or  your  branch'd  Cloath  of  Bodkin,  or  your  TifTues, 
Dearly  belov'd  of  fpiced  Cake  and  Cuftard, 

(55)  You  Rohhin-hoods^  Scarlets^  and  Johns ^  tie  your 

Affedlions- 

In  Durance  to  your  Shops ;  no,  dainty  Duckers, 

Up  with  your  three-pil'd  Spirits,  your  wrought  Valours ; 

And  let  your  uncut  Choler  make  the  King  feel 

The  Meafure  of  your  Mightinefs.  Fhilc.fterl 

Cry,  my  Rofe-nobles,  cry.     All,  Pbilajler!  Philajler! 

Cap.  How  do  you  like  this,  my  Lord  Prince  ?  thefe  are 
mad  Boys,  I  tell  you  thefe  are  Things  that  will  not  ftrike 
their  Top-fails  to  a  Foift :  and  let  a  Man  of  War,  (56)  an 
Argofy,  hull  and  cry  Cockles. 

Fha,  Why,  you  rude  Slave,  do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Cap.  My  pretty  Prince  of  Puppets,  we  do  know, 
And  give  your  Greatnefs  Warning,  that  you  talk 
No  more  fuch  Bug- words,  or  that  -foldred  Crown 
Shall  be  fcratch'd  with  a  Musket :  Dear  Prince  Pippen, 
Down  with  your  noble  Blood ;  or,  as  I  live, 
I'll  have  you  codled :  Let  him  loofe,  my  Spirits, 
Make  us  a  round  Ring  with  your  Bills,  my  HetlorSy 
And  let  us  fee  what  this  trim  Man  dares  do. 
Now,  Sir,  have  at  you  ;  here  I  lie, 
(57)  And  with  this  fwafliing  Blow,  (do  you  fweat.  Prince  ?) 

{54)  or  your  Paintings 

Spitted  njoith  Copper,']  This  to  me  is  quite  unintelligible;  I 
have  ventured  to  fubllitute,'  /potted ;  /.  e.  fprinkled  with  Copper,  as 
our  painted  Papers  for  Hangings  are,  to  refemble  Gold,  and  look 
gaudy. 

{55)  Robin-hoods,  Scarlets^  d.nd  Johns^]  All,  v/ho  know  any  thing 
of  the  Story  of  Robin-hood,  muft  know  that  Scarlet  and  John  were 
two  of  his  Favourite  Dependants. 

(56)  an  Argofie,  hull  and  cry  Cockles.']  Any  large  Veffel,  fo  called 
from  Jc^fon\  large  Ship  Argo.  A  Veffel  is  faid  to  bully  when  (he 
floats,  or  rides  idle  to  and  fro  upon  the  Water. 

(57)  Do  you  fwear,  Prince?]  If  he  did  fwear,  it  muft  be  to  him* 
felf;  for  he  was  too  much  intimidated  to  venture  to  fwear  at  the 
fwaggering  Rout  who  had  incircled  him,  and  were  at  the  very  Point 
of  kuocking  out  his  Brains.  But  I  have  reformed  the  Text  by  the 
Authority  of  feveral  of  the  old  ^jtarto's, 

M  3  I  could 
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I  could  hulk  your  Grace,  and  hang  you  up  crofs-legg'd. 
Like  a  Hare  at  a  Poulterer's,  and  do  this  with  this  wiper. 
Pha,  You  will  not  fee  me  murder'd,  wicked  Villains  ? 

(58)  I  Cit,  Yes,  indeed,  will  we,  Sir ;  we  have  not  feen 
one  fo  a  great  while. 

Cap,  He  would  have  Weapons,  would  he  ?  Give  him 
a  Broad-fide,  my  brave  Boys,  with  your  Pikes ;  branch 
me  his  Skin  in  Flowers  hke  a  Satin,  and  between  every 
Flower  a  mortal  Cut ;  your  Royalty  fhall  ravel  j  jag 
him,  Gentlemen ;  I'll  have  him  cut  to  the  Kell,  then 
down  the  Seams ;  oh,  for  a  Whip  to  make  him  Galoone- 
Laces. 

I'll  have  a  Coach- whip. 

Pha.  O  fpare  me.  Gentlemen.  [himfelf, 
Cap.  Hold,  hold,  the  Man  begins  to  fear  and  know 

(59)  He  fiiall  for  this  time  only  be  feel'd  up 
With  a  Feather  through  his  Nofe,  that  he  may  only 
See  Heaven,  and  think  whither  he  is  going. 

Nay,  beyond-Sea  Sir,  we  v*all  proclaim  you,  you'd 

Be  King,  thou  tender  Heir  apparent  to 

A  Church- Ale,  thou  flight  Prince  of  fingle  Sarcenet; 

(60)  Thou  royal  Ring-tail,  fit  to  fly  at  nothing 
But  poor  Men's  Poultry,  and  have  every  Boy 
Beat  thee  from  that  too  with  his  Bread  and  Butter. 

Pha.  Gods  keep  me  from  thefe  Hell-hounds ! 

2  Cit.  Shall 's  geld  him.  Captain  ? 

Cap.  No,  you  fhall  fpare  his  Dowcets,  my  dear  Donfels, 
As  you  refped:  the  Ladies,  let  them  flourifh ; 
The  Curfes  of  a  longing  Woman  kill 
As  fpeedy  as  a  Plague,  Boys. 

(;8)  Tes,  indeed ^  uoill  uue,  Sir;  We  ha<ve  not  feen  one  Foe  a  great 
uohile.']  This  is  a  typographical  Error,  which,  however,  makes  Non- 
Senfe  of  the  PafTage.    Fee  is  miliaken^y  pat  ibr  fe.      Mr.  Sjmp/on. 

(59)  He  Jhall  for  this  time  only  be  feai'd  up 

'with  a  Feather  thro' the  ^ofe,"]  There  is  a  Difference,  which 
the  Printers  did  not  know,  betwixt  feai'd  and  feeTd-,  the  Latter  is 
^  Term  in  Falconry;  When  a  Hawk  is  hrfl  taken,  a  Thread  is  run 
through  its  Eye-lids,  fo  that  ihe  may  fee  very  little,  to  make  her 
the  better  endure  the  Hood. 

(60)  Thou  royal  Ring-tail.]  A  King-tail  is  a  fort  of  a  Kite  with  a 
whitilh  Tail. 

I  Ct. 
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1  CH,  I'll  have  a  Leg,  that's  certain. 

2  Cit.  I'll  have  an  Arm. 

3  GV.  I'll  have  his  Nofe,  and  at  mine  own  Charge 
•   build  a  College,  and  clap'd  upon  the  Gate. 

4  Cit,  I'll  have  his  Httle  Gut  to  ftring  a  Kit  with. 
For,  certainly,  a  royal  Gut  would  found  like  Silver. 

Pha,  'Would,  they  were  in  thy  Belly,  and  I  paft  my 
Pain  once !  [rets. 

5  Cit.  Good  Captain,  let  me  have  his  Liver  to  feed  Fer- 
Cap,  Who  will  have  Parcels  elfe  ?  Speak. 

Fha,  Good  Gods,  confider  me,  I  fhall  be  tortur'd. 

1  Cit,  Captain,  I'll  give  you  the  Trimming  of  your  two- 

hand  Sword, 

And  let  me  have  his  Skin  to  make  falfe  Scabbards. 

2  Cit.  He  had  no  Horns,  Sir,  had  he  } 
(61)  Cap.  No,  Sir,  he's  a  Pollard ; 

What  would'ft  thou  do  with  Horns  ?    2  Cit.  O,  if  he  had, 
I  would  have  made  rare  Hafts  and  Whiftles  of  'em 
But  his  Shin-bones,  if  they  be  found,  fhall  ferve  me. 

Enter  Philafler. 

All,  Long  live  'Philafter^  the  brave  Prince  Philafler! 

Phi.  I  thank  you,  Gentlemen ;  but  why  are  thefe 
Rude  Weapons  brought  abroad,  to  teach  your  Hands 
Uncivil  Trades  ?     Cap.  My  Royal  Roficlear^ 
We  are  thy  Myrmidons,  thy  Guard,  thy  Roarers; 
And  when  thy  noble  Body  is  in  Durance, 
Thus  do  we  clap  our  mufty  Murrions  on, 
And  trace  the  Streets  in  Terror :  Is  it  Peace, 
Thou  Mars  of  Men  ;  Is  the  King  fociable. 
And  bids  thee  live  ^  Art  thou  above  thy  Foemen, 
And  free  as  Phcehus  ?  Speak ;  if  not,  this  Stand 
Of  Royal  Blood  lhall  be  abroach,  a-tilt,  and  run 
Even  to  the  Lees  of  Honour.  ' 

Phi,  Hold  and  be  fatisfied,  I  am  myfelf 
Free  as  my  Thoughts  are;  by  the  Gods,  I  am. 

Cap,  Art  thou  the  dainty  Darling  of  the  King  ? 

(61)  No,  Sir,  he's  a  Pollard;]  A  Pollard,  amongft  Gardiner is 
an  old  Tree  which  has  been  often  lopp'd ;  but,  amongil  Hunters^  a 
Stag,  or  Male-Deer,  which  has  caft  its  Head,  or  Horns. 

M  4  Art 
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Art  thou  the  Hylas  to  our  Hercules? 
Do  the  Lords  bow,  and  the  regarded  Scarlets, 
Kifs  the  gum-gols,  and  cry,  we  are  your  Servants  ? 
Is  the  Court  navigable,  and  the  Prefence  ftuck 
With  Flags  of  Friendlliip  ?  If  not,  we  are  thy  Caftle, 
And  this  Man  fleeps. 

Phi.  I  am  what  I  defire  to  be,  your  Friend ; 
I  am  what  I  was  born  to  be,  your  Prince. 

Pha,  Sir,  there  is  fome  Humanity  in  you, 
You  have  a  noble  Soul,  forget  my  Name, 
And  know  my  Mifery ;  fet  me  fafe  aboard 
From  thefe  wild  Canibals^  and,  as  I  live, 
ril  quit  this  Land  for  ever :  There  is  nothing, 
(62)  Perpetual  Prifonment,  Cold,  Hunger,*  Sicknefs, 
All  Dangers  of  all  Sorts,  and  all  together. 
The  worft  Com.pany  of  the  worft  Men,  Madnefs,  Age, 
To  be  as  many  Creatures  as  a  Woman 
And  do,  as  all  they  do ;  nay,  to  dcfpair  ; 
But  I  would  rather  make  it  a  new  Nature, 
And  live  with  all  thofe,  that  endure  one  Hour 
Amongft  thefe  wild  Dogs. 

(62)  Perpetual  Prifonment^  Cold,  Hunger^  Sicknefs 

Of  all  forts,  all  Dangers,  and  all  together,']  The  tnifpladng 
the  Words  here  has  fpoil'd  the  Meafure  of  the  Verfe,  and  'the  Beauty 
of  the  Climax.    It  fhould  have  been, 

■  Hunger,  Sicknefs, 

All  Dangers  of  all  forts,  and  all  together. 
The  latter  part  of  this  Speech  has  great  Difficulties  in  it ;  I  cannot 
model  it  into  a  confident  Senfe,  tho'  I  have  fome  Glimpfe  of  a 
Meaning.    I  wifh  the  old  piano's  may  affift  in  clearing  up  the  Ob- 
fcurity.  '  Mr.  Senvard. 

As  none  of  the  old  ^arto's  come  in  to  our  Aid,  we  muft  try  how 
far  Explanation  will  go  towards  it. 

To  he  as  many  Creatures  as  a  *  Worn  an, 
X.  e.  To  be  as  fickle,  variable,  and  changing  : 

And  do  as  all  they  do ; 
/,  e,  make  a  Praftife  of  Incontinency :  For,  as  he  thought,  there 
were  Proofs  of  the  Princefs  being  turn'd  a  Wanton,  he  on  that  Ac- 
count deems  the  whole  Sex  Profticutes.  After  he  has  number'd  up 
the  worfl  States  of  Mankind,  and  vvifli'd  himfelf  as  one  of  them,  (as 
Mr.  Seivard  obfervM  to  me)  he  carries  it  farther,  and  would  choofe 
to  be  of  a  Species  below  Pluman  Nature ;  arid  live  with  fueh,  rather 
than  to  endure  one  Hour  amongft  thefe  wild  Dogs. 

Phi. 
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Phi.  I  do  pity  you :  Friends,  difcharge  your  Fears, 
Deliver  me  the  Prince ;  I'll  warrant  you, 
I  fhall  be  old  enough  to  find  my  Safety. 

3  Cit.  Good  Sir,  take  heed  he  does  not  hurt  you. 
He's  a  fierce  Man  I  can  tell  you,  Sir. 

Cap.  Prince,  by  your  Leave,  I'll  have  .a  Sur-cingle, 
And  mail  you  like  a  Hawk.  [He  fiirs. 

Phi.  Away,  away,  there  is  no  Danger  in  him  : 
Alas,  he  had  rather  fleep  to  fhake  his  Fit  off. 
Look  you.  Friends,  how  gently  he  leads  ;  upon  my  Word, 
He's  tame  enough,  he  needs  no  further  watching. 
Good,  my  Friends,  go  to  your  Houfes,  and  by  mc  have 
Your  Pardons,  and  my  Love ;  -~ — 
And  know,  there  fhall  be  nothing  in  my  Pow'r 
You  may  deferve,  but  you  fhall  have  your  Wifhes. 
To  give  you  more  Thanks,  were  to  flatter  you ; 
Continue  ftill  your  Love,  and  for  an  Earnefl 
•  Drink  this.    Jll.  Long  mailt  thou  live,  brave  Prince ! 
Brave  Prince,  brave  Prince !  [Exeunt  Phi.  and  Pha. 

Cap.  Go  thy  ways ;  thou  art  the  King  of  Courtefy : 
Fall  off  again,  my  fweet  Youths ;  come,  and  every  Man 
trace  to  his  Houfe  again,  and  hang  his  Pewter  up  ;  then 
to  the  Tavern,  and  bring  your  Wives  in  Muffs :  We  will 
have  Mufick,  and  the  red  Grape  fhall  make  us  dance^ 
and  rife.  Boys.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King,  Arethufa,  Galatea,  Megra,  Cleremont, 
Dion,  Thrafiline,  Bellario,  and  Attendants, 

King.  Is  it  appeas'd  ? 

(63)  Dion.  Sir,  all  is  quiet  as  the  Dead  of  Night, 
(64)  As  peaceable  as  Sleep ;  my  Lord  Philafter 
Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf.    King,  Kind  Gentleman ! 

(63)  all  is  quiet  as  this  Dead  of  Night."]  There  is  no  Hint  of 
the  Scene  being  at  Midnight ;  we  muft  therefore  read  the  Dead  of. 
Night.  Mr.  Se'ward. 

(64)  My  Lord  PhiMer 

Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf.  King.  Kind  Gentlemen  !]  It 
is  plain,  that  the  King  is  fpeaking  here  of  the  Kindnefs  of  Philajier 
in  appeafing  the  People,  and  redeeming  Pharamond ;  and  not  of  the 
Kindnefs  of  Dion^  anj  the  others  prefent,  who  only  informed  him  of 
it.    We  muft  therefore  read,  Gentleman.  Mr.  Steward. 

I  will 
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I  will  fiot  break  the  leafl:  Word  I  have  giv*n 
In  Promife  to  him  ;  I  have  heap'd  a  World 
Of  Grief  upon  his  Head,  which  yet,  I  hope. 
To  wafh  away. 

Enter  Philafter  and  Pharamond. 

Cle,  My  Lord  is  come.    King,  My  Son  ! 
Bleft  be  the  Time,  that  I  have  Leave  to  call 
Such  Virtue  mine !  Now  thou  art  in  mine  Kxrm^ 
Methinks,  I  have  a  Salve  unto  my  Breaft 
For  all  the  Stings  that  dwell  there ;  Streams  of  Grief 
That  I  have  wrong'd  thee,  and  as  much  of  Joy 
That  I  repent  it,  ilTue  from  mine  Eyes : 
Let  them  appeafe  thee,  take  thy  Right ;  take  her. 
She  is  thy  Right  too,  and  forget  to  urge  / 
My  vexed  Soul  with  that  I  did  before. 

Phi,  Sir,  it  is  blotted  from  my  Memory, 
Paft  and  forgotten :  For  you.  Prince  of  Spaln^ 
Whom  I  have  thus  redeem'd,  you  have  full  Leave 
To  make  an  honourable  Voyage  home. 
And  if  you  would  go  furnilh'd  to  your  Realm 
With  fair  Provifion,  I  do  fee  a  Lady, 
Methinks,  would  gladly  bear  you  Company : 
How  like  you  this  Piece 

Meg.  Sir,  he  likes  it  well. 
For  he  hath  tried  it,  and  has  found  it  worth 
His  princely  Liking  \  we  were  ta'en  a-bed, 
I  know  your  Meaning ;  I  am  not  the  firft. 
That  Nature  taught  to  feek  a  Fellow  forth : 
Can  Shame  remain  perpetually  in  me. 
And  not  in  others  ?  or  have  Princes  Salves 
To  cure  ill  Names,  that  meaner  People  want  ? 

Fhi.  What  mean  you  ? 

(65)  Meg,  You  muft  get  another  Ship 
To  bear  the  Princefs  and  the  Boy  together.  - 

Dion,  How  now  !  • 

(65)  you  muji  get  another  Ship 

To  clear  the  Princefs  and  the  Boy  together.']  Inflead  of  clear ^ 
I  have  fubllituted  the  Wori  that  has  the  ^aodion  of  all  the  old 
^arto^s. 

Meg. 
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Meg,  Others  took  me,  and  I  took  her  and  him 
At  That  all  Women  may  be  ta'en  fometimes : 
Ship  us  all  four,  my  Lord,  we  can  endure 
Weather  and  Wind  alike. 

King,  Clear  thou  thyfelf,  or  know  not  me  for  Father. 

Are,  This  Earth,  how  falfe  it  is !  what  Means' is  left 
For  me  to  clear  rnyfelf  ?    It  lies  in  your  Belief. 
My  Lords,  believe  me,  and  let  all  things  elfe 
Struggle  together  to  diHionour  me. 

Bel.  O  flop  your  Ears,  great  King,  that  I  may  Ipeak 
As  Freedom  would,  then  I  will  call  thjs  Lady 
As  bafe  as  be  her  Adlions :  Hear  me.  Sir, 
Believe  your  heated  Blood  when  it  rebels 
Againft  your  Reafon,  fooner  than  this  Lady. 

Meg.  By  this  good  Light,  he  bears  it  handfomly. 

Phi.  This  Lady?  I  will  fooner  truft  the  Wind 
With  Feathers,  or  the  troubled  Sea  with  Pearl, 
Than  her  with  any  thing ;  believe  her  not ! 
Why,  think  you,  if  I  did  believe  her  Words, 
I  would  outlive  'em  ?  Honour  cannot  take 
Revenge  on  you,  then  what  were  to  be  known 
But  Death.?    King.  Forget  her.  Sir,  fince  all  is  knit 
Between  us :  But  I  mult  requeft  of  you 
(66)  One  Favour,  and  will  fadly  be  denied. 

Phi.  Command  whate'er  it  be.    King.  Swear  to  be  true 
To  what  you  promife.    Phi.  By  the  Pow'rs  above. 
Let  it  not  be  the  Death  of  her  or  him. 
And  it  is  granted.    King.  Bear  away  the  Boy 
To  Torture,  I  will  have  her  clear'd  or  buried. 

Phi.  O,  let  me  call  my  Words  back,  worthy  Sir  5 
Ask  fomething  elfe,  bury  my  Life  and  Right 
In  one  poor  Grave,  but  do  not  take  away 
My  Life  and  Fame  at  once. 

King.  Away  with  him,  it  (lands  irrevocable. 
Phi.  Turn  all  your  Eyes  on  me,  here  ftands  a  Man 
The  falfeft  and  the  bafeft  of  this  World : 
Set  Swords  againft  this  Breaft,  fome  honeft  Man, 

(66)  —  And  'will  fadly  he  denied. 1^  i.  e.  fliall  be  very  forry 

to  be  denied. 


For 
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For  I  have  liv'd  till  I  am  pitied. 

My  former  Deeds  were  hateful,  but  this  laft 

Is  pitiful ;  for  I  unwillingly 

Have  given  the  dear  Preferver  of  my  Life 

Unto  his  Torture :  Is  it  in  the  Pow'r 

[  Offers  to  kill  himfelf. 
Of  Flefh  and  Blood  to  carry  this,  and  live  ? 

Are,  (67)  Dear  Sir,  be  patient  yet ;  Oh,  ftay  that  Hand. 

King.  Sirs,  ftrip  that  Boy. 

Dion,  Come,  Sir,  your  tender  Flefh  will  try  your 
Conftancy. 

Beh  O  kill  me.  Gentlemen.    Bion,  No,  help,  Sirs. 

Bel,  Will  you  torture  me  ? 

King,  Hafte  there,  why  ftay  you  ? 

Bel,  Then  I  fhall  not  break  my  Vow, 
You  know,  juft  Gods,  though  I  difcover  all. 

King.  How's  that?  Will  he  confefs  ? 

Dion,  Sir,  fo  he  fays.    King.  Speak  then. 

Bel,  Great  King,  if  you  command 
This  Lord  to  talk  with  me  alone,  my  Tongue, 
Urg'd  by  my  Heart,  fhall  utter  all  the  Thoughts 
My  Youth  hath  known,  and  ftranger  Things  than  thefe 
You  hear  not  often.    King,  Walk  afide  with  him. 

Dion,  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ? 

Bel,  Know  you  this  Face,  my  Lord } 

Dion,  No.    Bel,  Have  you  not  feen  it,  nor  the  like  } 

Dion,  Yes,  I  have  feen  the  like,  but  readily 
I  know  not  where.    BeL  I  have  been  often  told 
In  Court  of  one  Euphrafia^  a  Lady, 
And  Daughter  to  you ;  betwixt  whom  and  me 
They,  that  would  flatter  my  bad  Face,  would  fwear 
There  was  fuch  ftrange  Refemblance,  that  we  two 
Could  not  be  l<jiown  afunder,  dreft  alike. 

Dion,  By  Heav'n,  and  fo  there  is. 
J^el,  For  her  fair  Sake, 
Who  now  doth  fpend  the  Spring-dme  of  her  Life 
In  holy  Pilgrimage,  move  to  the  King,^ 

(67)  Dear  Sir  y  be  patient  yet  i  or  Jlay  that  Hand.'\  I  have  reformM 
the  Text,  from  the  Authority  of  the  old  ^arto'% :  and  the  ingenious 
Mr.  Seward  prefcrib'd  the  fame  Emendation. 

That 
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That  I  may  'fcape  this  Torture.    Bion.  But  thou  fpcak*fl: 

As  like  Eufhrafia^  as  thou  doft  look. 

How  came  it  to  thy  Knowledge  that  fhe  lives 

In  Pilgrimage }    Bel.  I  know  it  not,  my  Lord.  - 

But  I  have  heard  it,  and  do  fcarce  believe  it. 

Dion,  Oh,  my  Shame,  is  it  poflible }  Draw  near. 
That  I  may  gaze  upon  thee ;  art  thou  fhe } 
Or  elfe  her  Murderer?  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Bel.  In  Sir acufa,    Dicn.  What's  thy  Name? 

Bel.  Euphrqfia. 

Dion.  'Tis  juft,  'tis  fhe  now,  I  do  know  thee ;  Oh 
That  thou  hadft  died,  and  I  had  never  feen 
Thee  nor  my  Shame.    How  fhall  I  own  thee }  Shall 
This  Tongue  of  mine  e'er  call  thee  Daughter  more  ? 

Bel.  'Would,  I  had  died,  indeed,  I  wifli  it  tooj 
And  fo  I  mull  have  done  by  Vow,  e'er  publifh'd 
What  I  have  told,  but  that  there  was  no  means 
To  hide  it  longer ;  yet  I  joy  in  this, 
The  Princefs  is  all  clear. 

King.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Dion.  All  is  difcover'd.    Phi.  Why  then  hold  you  me? 

[He  offers  to  fiab  himfelf 
All  is  difcover'd;  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

King.  Stay  him.    Are.  What  is  difcover'd  ? 

Dion.  Why,  my  Shame; 
It  is  a  Woman,  let  her  fpeak  the  reft. 

Phi.  How !  that  again.    Dion.  It  is  a  Woman. 

Phi.  Bleft  be  you  Pow'rs  that  favour  Innocence ! 

King,  Lay  hold  upon  that  Lady. 

Phi.  It  is  a  Woman,  Sir ;  hark,  Gentlemen ! 
It  is  a  Woman.    Arethufa^  take 
My  Soul  into  thy  Breaft,  that  would  be  gone 

W  ith  Joy :  It  is  a  Woman,  thou  art  fair. 

And  virtuous  ftill  to  Ages,  'fpight  of  Malice. 

King.  Speak  you,  where  lies  his  Shame  ? 

Bel.  I  am  his  Daughter. 

Phi.  The  Gods  are  juft. 

Dion.  I  dare  accufe  none,  but  before  you  two. 
The  Virtue  of  our  Age,  I  bend  my  Knee 
For  Mercy.    Phi,  Take  it  freely ;  for,  I  know, 

Though 
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Though  what  thou  didft  were  indifcreetly  done, 
*Twas  meant  well.    Are.  And  for  me, 
I  have  a  Pow'r  to  pardon  Sins  as  oft 
As  any  Man  has  Pow'r  to  wrong  me. 

Cle,  Noble  and  worthy.    Fhi,  But,  Bellario, 
(For  I  muft  call  thee  ftill  fo)  tell  me,  why 
Thou  didft  conceal  thy  Sex ;  it  was  a  Fault ; 
A  Fault,  Bellario^  though  thy  other  Deeds 
Of  Truth  outweigh'd  it :  All  thefe  Jealoufies 
Had  flown  to  nothing,  if  thou  hadft  difcover'd. 
What  now  we  know. 

(68)  Bel  My  Father  oft  would  fpeak 
Your  Worth  and  Virtue,  and  as  I  did  grow 
More  and  more  apprehenfive,  I  did  thirft 
To  fee  the  Man  fo  prais'd ;  but  yet  all  this 
Was  but  a  Maiden- longing,  to  be  loft 
As  foon  as  found  ;  till  fitting  in  my  Window, 
Printing  my  Thoughts  in  Lawn,  I  faw  a  God, 
I  thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  Gates; 
My  Blood  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  faft". 
As  I  had  pufF'd  it  forth  and  fuck'd  it  in 
Like  Breath,  then  was  I  call'd  away  in  hafte 
To  entertain  you.    Never  was  a  Man, 
Heav'd  from  a  Sheep-cote  to  a  Scepter,  rais'd 
So  high  in  Thoughts  as  I ;  you  left  a  Kifs 
Upon  thefe  Lips  then,  which  I  mean  to  keep 
From  you  for  ever  •,  I  did  hear  you  talk. 
Far  above  Singing  \  after  you  were  gone, 
I  grew  acquainted  with  my  Heart,  and  fearch'd 
What  ftir'd  it  fo :  ^ Alas  1  I  found  it  Love ; 
Yet  far  from  Luft,  for  could  I  have  but  liv'd 
In  Prefence  of  you,  I  had  had  my  End ; 

(68)  My  Father  oft  <WDuId  fpeak,         The  Beauty,  the 

Innocence,  of  Euphrajta^s  Charader  is  finely  depicted  in  this  Narra- 
tion from  her  own  Mouth.  Our  Poets,  when  they  intended  it,  fcl- 
dom  faii'd  in  the  Art  of  moving  the  Paffions.  The  young  Lady,  from 
her  Father's  Encomiums  firft,  had  fal'n  in  Love  with  Philaferi  tho' 
Ihc  knew,  that  flie  could  have  no  Pretenrions  to  his  Bed.  But  as  her 
next,  and  only,  Happinefs  was  to  live  in  his  Sight,  fhe  difguisM  her 
Sex,  and  enter'd  into  his  Service.  Her  Refolution,  and  Vow,  never 
to  marry  any  other,  is  a  fine  Heightning  of  her  Charader. 
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For  this  I  did  delude  my  noble  Father 

With  a  feign'd  Pilgrimage,  and  drefs'd  myfelf 

In  Habit  of  a  Boy;  and,  for  I  knew 

My  Birth  no  Match  for  you,  I  was  paft  Hope 

Of  having  you :  and  underflanding  well 

That  when  1  made  Difcovery  of  my  Sex, 

1  could  not  flay  with  you  ;  I  made  a  Vow, 

By  all  the  mofb  religious  Things  a  Maid 

Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known, 

Whilft  there  was  Hope  to  hide  me  from  Mens  Eyes, 

For  other  than  1  feem'd,  that  I  might  ever 

Abide  with  you  ^  then  fate  I  by  the  Fount, 

Where  firft  you  took  me  up. 

King.  Search  out  a  Match 
Within  our  Kingdom,  where  and  when  thou  wilt. 
And  I  will  pay  thy  Dowry,  and  thyfelf 
Wilt  well  deferve  him. 

Bel.  Never,  Sir,  will  I 
Marry,  it  is  a  Thing  within  my  Vow 
But  if  I  may  have  Leave  to  ferve  the  Princefs, 
To  fee  the  Virtues  of  her  Lord  and  her, 
1  fhall  have  Hope  to  live.    Are,  And  I,  Philajler 
Cannot  be  jealous,  though  you  had  a  Lady 
Dreft  like  a  Page  to  ferve  you,  nor  will  I 
Sufped:  her  living  here :  Come,  live  with  me. 
Live  free,  as  I  do;  Ihe  that  loves  my  Lord, 
Curft  be  the  Wife  that  hates  her ! 

Phi,  I  grieve,  fuch  Virtues  Ihould  be  laid  in  Earth 
Without  an  Heir.    Hear  me,  my  royal  Father, 
Wrong  not  the  Freedom  of  our  Souls  fo  much. 
To  think  to  take  Revenge  of  that  bafe  Woman ; 
Her  Malice  cannot  hurt  us ;  fet  her  free 
As  (he  was  born,  faving  from  Shame  and  Sin. 

King.  Set  her  at  Liberty,  but  kave  the  Court, 
This  is  no  Place  for  fuch :  You,  Pharamondy 
Shall  have  free  Paflage,  and  a  Condu6t  home 
Worthy  fo  great  a  Prince ;  when  you  come  there. 
Remember,  'twas  your  Faults  that  loft  you  her. 
And  not  my  purpos'd  Will.    Pha,  I  do  confels. 
Renowned  Sir. 

King. 
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King,  Lafl,  join  your  Hands  in  one.   Enjoy,  Fhilafta-y 
This  Kingdom  which  is  yours,  and  after  me 
W  hatever  I  call  mine ;  my  BlefTing  on  you ! 
All  happy  Hours  be  at  your  Marriage- Joys, 
That  you  may  grow  yourfelves  over  ail  Lands, 
And  live  to  fee  your  plenteous  Branches  Ipring 

Where-ever  there  is  Sun !  «  Let  Princes  learn 

By  this  to  rule  the  PafTions  of  their  Blood, 

For,  What  Heav'n  wills,  can  never  be  withftood. 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 
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Bef.  At  defp'rate  Redemption.  ^ 

Mar,  At  Bejfus'  defp' rate  Redemption,  where's  that? 
Bef.  There,  where  I  redeemed  the  Day  the  Place  bears 
my  Name. 

Mar.  Pray  thee,  who  chriftened  it  ? 
Bef.  The  Soldiers. 

Mar.  If  I  were  not  a  very  merrily  difpos'd  Man,  what 
would  become  of  thee  ?  One,  that  had  but  a  Grain  of 
Choler  in  the  whole  Compofition  of  his  Body,  would  fend 
ihee  of  an  Errand  to  the  Worms  for  putting  thy  Name 
upon  that  field :  Did  not  I  beat  thee  there  i'  th'  Head 
o  th' Troops  with  a  Truncheon,  bccaufe  thou  wouldft 
needs  run  away  with  thy  Company,  when  we  (hould 
charge  the  Enemy  ? 

Bef  True    but  I  did  not  run. 

Mar.  Right,  Beffus^  I  beat  thee  out  on't. 

Bef  But  came  1  not  up  when  the  Day  was  gone,  and  re- 
deemed all? 

Mar,  Thou  knoweft,  and  fo  do  I,  thou  mean'dft  to  fly, 
and,  thy  Fear  making  thee  miftake,  thou  ran'fl  upon  the 
Enemy,  and  a  hot  Charge  thou  gav'ft;  as  Til  do  thee 
Right,  thou  art  furious  in  running  away,  and,  I  think,  we 
owe  thy  Fear  for  our  Vidory;  If  I  were  the  King,  and 
were  fure  thou  wouldft  miftake  always  and  run  away  upon 
th'  Enemy,  thou  fhouldft  be  General,  by  this  Light. 

Bef.  You'll  never  leave  this  till  I  fall  foul. 

Mar.  No  more  fuch  Words,  dear  Beffus  ^  for  though  I 
have  ever  known  thee  a  Coward,  and  therefore  durft  never 
ftrike  thee,  yet  if  thou  proceedeft,  I  will  allow  thee  valiant, 
and  beat  thee. 

Bef.  Come,  come,  our  King's  a  brave  Fellow. 

Mar,  He  is  fo,  Beffus ;  I  wonder  how  thou  cam'ft  to 
know  it.  But  if  thou  wcrt  a  Man  of  Underftanding  I  would 
tell  thee,  (2)  he  is  vain-glorious  and  humble,  and  angry 

and 

(2)  He  is  'vain -glorious,  and  hiimhle,  and  angry y  and  patient,  and 
merry,  and  dull,  and  joy  fid,  and  forrcm^ful,  in  Extremity  in  an  Hour  :  ] 
Mardonius  here  has  very  exaaiy  decypher'd  the  Charader  of  the  Kincr. 
The  flight  Variation  that  I  have  made  in  the  pointing,  I  think,  gives 
us  the  Meaning  of  the  Poets;  'viz.  t\i2Lt  Jri'aces  difpiiiys  the  Contrail 
of  all  his  Paflions,  to  tiieir  utmoU  pitch,  in  the  coriipafs  of  an  Hour 

Vol.  I.  N  3  jPor] 
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and  patient,  and  merry  and  dull,  and  joyful  and  forrowful, 
in  bxiremity,  in  an  Hour :  Do  not  think  me  thy  Friend 
for  this,  ror,  if  I  car*d  who  knew  it,  thou  fhouldft  not 
hear  it,  Beffus,    Here  he  is  with  his  Prey  in  his  Foot, 
Enter  Arbaces,  Tigranes,  and  two  Gentlemen. 
Arb.   rhySadnefs,  hr2ivt  Tigranes^  takes  away 
From  my  tuU  Victory  :  Am  I  become 
Of  fo  fmalJ  Fame,  that  any  Man  fhould  grieve 
When  I  o'ercome  him  ?  They,  that  plac'd  me  here. 
Intended  it  an  Honour  large  enough, 
For  the  moil  valiant  living,  but  to  dare 
Oppofe  me  fmgle,  though  he  loft  the  Day. 
What  fhould  afflid  you?  you're  as  free  as  I ; 
To  be  my  Prifoner,  is  to  be  more  free 
Than  you  were  formerly ;  and  never  think. 
The  Man,  I  held  worthy  to  combat  me. 
Shall  be  us'd  fervilely  :  Thy  Ranfom  is 
To  take  my  only  Sifter  to  thy  Wife. 
A  heavy  one,  ^igranes^  for  fhe  is 
A  Lady,  that  the  Neighbour  Princes  fend 
Blanks  to  fetch  home.    I  have  been  too  unkind 
To  her,  Tigranes  \  fhe  but  nine  Years  old, 
I  left  her,  and  ne'er  faw  her  fince ;  your  Wars 
Have  held  me  long,  and  taught  me,  though  a  Youth, 
The  way  to  Vicftory ;  fhe  was  a  pretty  Child, 
Then  I  was  little  better ;  but  nov/  Fame 

For,  2is  ' Mc^rdonius  afterwards  fays  of  him,  this  Comment  is  confirm 'd; 
/  ne^er  fa'tv  fuch  fuddain  Extremities. 

I  ought  to  fubjoin  Mr.  Senjoard'^  Defence  of  this  Play.  —  "  Mr.  Rhy- 
'*  mer  flings  the  moft  virulent  of  all  his  Invedives  againft  Othello  and 
**  Jrbaces,  falfly  deeming  all  the  Faults  of  thofe  Characters  to  be  fo 

many  Charges  againft  the  Poets ;  whereas  their  Intent  wss  not  to 
**  paint  Perfedion  but  Human  Nature,  to  blend  the  Virtues  and  Fices 
*'  together,  fo  that  both  may  fpring  from  the  fame  7>w/»^r,  and,  like 
*  handfom  and  ill  fanjourd  Childrer,  both  ftili  bear  a  Refemblance  to  their 
**  Sire.    To  do  this  well  is  one  of  the  higheft  Efforts  of  Poetry.  Ar- 

haces,  like  his  great  Pattern  Achilles,  has  Virtues  and  Vices  ill  the  Ex- 
"  treme.  His  Violence  makes  us  exped:  fome  dreadful  Effed,  and  it 
**  therefore  foon  hurries  him  into  an  Attempt  to  commit  IncejL  He  is 
**  to  Faife  Terror  and  Anger,  not  Fity  and  Lo've ;  and  Mr.  Rhymer  hav- 
•*  ing  the  fame  Choler  in  his  Temper,  ridiculoufly  took  fire,  and  fa- 
•*  rioafly  attacked  his  ewa  Shads-w. 

Cries 
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Cries  loudly  on  her^  and  my  Meflengers 

Make  me  believe,  flie  is  a  Miracle  ; 

She'll  make  you  flirink,  as  I  did,  with  a  Stroke 

But  of  her  Eye,  Tigranes,     Tigr,  Is't  the  Courfe  of 

Iberia  to  ufe  their  Prifoners  thus  ? 

Had  Fortune  thrown  my  Name  above  Arhaces^ 

I  fhould  not  thus  have  talk'd.  Sir :  In  Armenia^ 

We  hold  it  bafe :  You  fhould  have  kept  your  Temper 

Till  you  faw  Home  again,  where  'tis  the  Fafliiom 

Perhaps,  to  brag.    Arh.  Be  you  my  Witnefs,  Earth, 

Need  I  to  brag  ?    Doth  not  this  Captive  Prince 

Speak  me  fufficiently,  and  all  the  A6ts 

That  I  have  wrought  upon  his  fufFering  Land  ? 

Should  I  then  boaft !  where  lies  that  Foot  of  Qround 

Within  his  whole  Realm,  that  I  have  not  paft. 

Fighting  and  conquering;  far  then  from  me 

Be  Oftentation.    I  could  tell  the  World 

How  I  have  laid  his  Kingdom  defolate 

By  this  fole  Arm,  prop'd  by  Divinity; 

Stript  him  out  of  his  Glories,  and  have  fent 

The  Pride  of  all  his  Youth  to  people  Graves  j 

And  made  his  Virgins  languifh  for  their  Loves, 

If  I  would  brag.    Should  I,  that  have  the  PowV 

To  teach  the  neighbour  World  Humility, 

Mix  with  Vain-glory 

Mar,  Indeed,  tliis  is  none.  \^Afidi. 

Arh,  ^igranes^  — —  no,  did  I  but  take  Delight 
To  ftretch  my  Deeds  as  others  do,  on  Words, 
I  could  amaze  my  Hearers.    Mar,  So  you  do. 

Arb.  (3)  But  he  fhall  wrong  his  and  my  Modefty, 
That  thinks  me  apt  to  boaft :  After  an  A6t 
Fit  for  a  God  to  do  upon  his  Foe, 
A  little  Glory  in  a  Soldier's  Mouth 

(3)  But  hejhall  <wrong  his  and  my  Modejiy, 

*rhat  thinks  me  apt  to  hoaji  after  any  ASi 

Fit  for  a  good  Man  to  do  upon  his  foe^l  The  Meafure,  the 
Pointing,  and  the  Senfe,  are  all  defeflive  here.  I  have  rellorM  all 
three  from  the  Authority  of  the  ^arto\  in  1619,  and  1676. 


In 
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Is  well-becoming;  be  it  far  from  vain. 

Mar.  'Tis  pity,  that  Valour  fliould  be  thus  drunk. 

Arl.  I  offer  you  my  Sifter,  and  you  anfwer, 
I  do  infult :  A  Lady  that  no  Suit, 
Nor  Treafure,  nor  thy  Crown,  could  purchafe  thee^ 
But  that  thou  fought'ft  with  me. 

'Tigr,  Though  this  be  worfe 
Than  that  you  fpake  before,  it  ftrikes  me  not; 
But  that  you  think  to  over-grace  me  with 
The  Marriage  of  your  Sifter,  troubles  me, 
I  would  give  Worlds  for  Ranfoms,  were  they  mine, 
Rather  than  have  her.    Arh.  See,  if  I  infult, 
That  am  the  Conqueror,  and  for  a  Ranfom 
Offer  rich  Treafure  to  the  Conquered, 
Which  he  refufes,  and  I  bear  his  Scorn : 
It  cannot  be  Self-Flattery  to  fay, 
The  Daughters  of  your  Countr}^,  fet  by  her, 
Would  fee  their  Shame,  run  home  and  blufh  to  Death, 
At  their  own  Foulnefs ;  yet  fhe  is  not  fair, 
Nor  beautiful,  thofe  Words  exprefs  her  not ; 
They  fay,  her  Looks  have  fomething  excellent. 
That  wants  a  Name :  Yet  were  ihe  odious. 
Her  Birth  deferv^es  the  Empire  of  die  World, 
Sifter  to  fuch  a  Brother ;  that  hath  ta'en 
Vidlpry  Prifoner,  and  throughout  the  Earth 
Cames  her  bound,  and  fhould  he  let  her  loofe. 
She  durft  net  leave  him  ;  Nature  did  her  Wrong, 
To  print  continual  Conqueft  on  her  Cheeks, 
And  make  no  Man  w^orthy  for  her  to  take. 
But  me,  that  am  too  near  her ;  and  as  ftrangely 
She  did  for  me,  but  you  will  think  I  brag. 

Mar,  I  do,  I'll  be  fwom.  Thy  Valour  and  thy  Paf- 
fions  fever'd,  w^ould  have  made  two  excellent  Fellows  in 
their  kinds :  I  know  not,  whether  I  fhould  be  forry  thou 
art  fo  valiant,  or  fo  paffionate ;  'wou'd,  one  of  'em  were 
away !  {^Afide, 

Tigr.  Do  I  reflife  her,  that  I  doubt  her  Worth  ? 
Were  fbe  as  virtuous  as  ihe  would  be  thought. 
So  perfedt,  that  no  one  of  her  own  Sex 

Could 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 


Arbaces,  King  cf  Iberia. 

Tigranes,  King  of  Armenia. 

Gobrias,  Lord  Prote^for^  and  Father  of  Arbaces. 

Bacurius,  another  Lord, 

Mardonius,  7  ^     ^  . 

5.  Tvjo  Captains^ 
Beffiis,  5 

Ligones,  Father  of  Spaconia. 

Arane,  the  ^een^s  Mother, 

Panthea,  her  Daughter, 

Spaconia,  a  Lad\\  Daughter  of  Ligones. 

Mandane,  a  JVaiting-'-jjc'/naH  ;  and  ether  Attendants, 

Ttvo  Gentlemen. 

Three  Men  and  a  Woman, 

Philip,  a  Servant y  and  two  Citizens  Wives, 

A  Mefenger, 

A  Servant  to  Bacurius. 

Two  Suvord-men, 

A  Boy. 

S  C  E  N  E,  on  the  Frontiers  of  Armenia-,  and^ 
fifterwardsy  in  the  Metropolis  cf  Iberia. 
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ACT   I.  SCENE!. 

E7itcr  Mardonius  and  (i)  Befllis. 

Mard  ON  lU  s. 

ESS  US,  the  King  has  made  a  fair  Hand  on't, 
he  has  ended  the  Wars  at  a  Blow ;  'Would 
my  Sword  had  a  clofe  Basket  Hilt  to  hold 
Wine,  and  the  Blade  would  make  Knives,  for 
we  fhall  have  nothing  but  eating  and  drinking. 
Bef,  We,  that  are  Commanders,  fhall  do  well  enough. 
Mar,  'Faith,  Bejfus,  fuch  Commanders  as  thou  may  ; 
I  had  as  lieve  fet  thee  Perdue  for  a  Pudding  i'  th'  Dark, 
as  Alexander  the  Great. 

Bef,  I  love  thefe  Jefts  exceedingly. 
Mar.  I  think,  thou  lov'ft  'em  better  than  quarrellingj 
Bejfus^  I'll  fay  fo  much  i'  thy  Behalf ;  and  yet  thou'rt 

(i)  The  CharaOer  of  Bejfus,  I  think,  muft  bs  allowM  in  general 
a  fine  Copy  from  Shakespeare's  inimitable  Talfmffe.  He  is  a 
Coward,  yet  would  fain  fet  up  for  a  Hero  ;  Oi^entatious,  without  any 
Grain  of  Merit  to  fupport  his  Vain  glory;  A  Lyar  throughout,  to 
exalt  his  affumed  Qualifications ;  and  lewd,  without  aoy  Countenance 
from  the  Ladies  to  give  him  an  Umbrage  for  it.  As  to  his  Wit  and 
Humour,  the  Precedence  mall  certainly  be  adjudged  to  Faljiaffe, 
great  Original. 


valiant 
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valiant  enough  upoi)  a  Retreat;  I  think,  thou  wouldft 
kill  any  Man  that  ftop'd  thee,  if  thou  couldft. 

Bef.  But  was  not  this  a  brave  Combate,  Mardonius  ? 

Mar.  Why,  didft  thou  fee't  ? 

Bef.  You  flood  \vi'  me. 

Mar.  I  did  fo  ;  but,  methought,  thou  v/ink'dft  every 
Blow  they  ftruck. 

Bef,  Wel>,  I  believe,  there  are  better  Soldiers  than  I, 
that  never  fav/  rwo  Princes  fight  in  Lifts. 

Mar.  By  rny  Troth,  I  think  fo  too,  Bejfus^  many  a 
Thoufand;  but,  certainly,  all  that  are  worfe  than  thou 
have  feen  as  much. 

Bef  'Twas  bravely  done  of  our  King. 

Mar.  Yes,  if  he  had  not  ended  the  Wars :  I'm  glad, 
thou  dar'ft  talk  of  fuch  dangerous  BufineiTes. 

Bef  To  take  a  Prince  Prifoner  in  the  Heart  of 's  own 
Country  in  fingle  Combat. 

Mar.  See,  how  thy  Blood  curdles  at  this  I  think,  thou 
couldfl  be  contented  to  be  beaten  i'  this  PafTion. 

Bef  Shall  I  tell  you  truly  ?      Mar,  Ay. 

Bef  I  could  willingly  venture  for't. 

Mar,  Hum !  no  Venture  neither,  good  Beffus, 

Bef  Let  me  not  live,  if  I  do  not  think  'tis  a  braver 
Piece  of  Service  than  that  I'm  fo  fam'd  for. 

Mar.  Why,  art  thou  fam'd  for  any  Valour  ? 

Bef.  I  fam'd !  Ay,  I  warrant  you. 

Mar.  I'm  e'en  heartily  glad  on't  I  have  been  with 
thee  e'er  fince  thou  cam'fl  to  th'  Wars,  and  this  is  the 
firfl  V/ord  that  ever  I  heard  on't ;  prithee,  who  fames 
thee 

Bef  The  Chriilian  World. 

Mar.  'Tis  heathenifhly  done  of  'em,  in  my  Confcience ; 
thou  deferv'dfl  it  not, 

Bef  Yes,  I  ha'  done  good  Service. 

Mar.  I  do  not  Lnow  how  thou  may'ft  wait  of  a  Man 
in's  Chamber,  or  thy  Agility  in  fhifting  a  Trencher;  but, 
otherwife,  no  Service,  good  Beffus. 

Bef  You  favv  me  do  the  Service  yourfelf. 

M^r.  Not  fo  hafly,  fweet  BeJ/us,  where  was  it,  is  the 
Place  vaniHi'd  ? 

^  Bef 
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What  will  offend  me,  when  you  dare  to  utter 
Such  Things  as  thcfe. 

Mar.  You  told  TUgranes^  you  had  won  his  Land, 
With  that  fole  Arm  prop*d  by  Divinity  : 
M'as  not  that  Bragging,  and  a  Wrong  to  us, 
That  daily  ventured  Lives  ? 

Arh.  O  that  thy  Name 
W^ere  great  as  mine!  'would,  I  had  paid  my  Wealth, 
It  v/ere  as  great,  that  I  might  combate  thee ! 
I  would,  through  all  the  Regions  habitable, 
Search  thee,  and,  having  found  thee,  wi'  my  Sword 
Drive  thee  about  the  World,  'till  I  had  met 
Some  Place  that  yet  Man's  Curiofity 
Hath  mifs'd  of;  there,  there  would  I  flrike  thee  dead: 
Forgotten  of  Mankind ;  fuch  Funeral  Rites 
As  beafts  would  give  thee,  thou  fhouldfl  have. 

Bef.  The  King 
Rages  extreamly,  fhall  we  flink  away  ? 
He'll  flrike  us.    2  Gent,  Content. 

Arb.  There  1  would  make  you  l<jiov/,  'twas  this  fole  Arm, 
I  grant,  you  were  my  Inftruments,  and  did 
As  I  commanded  you,  but  'twas  this  Arm 
Mov'd  you  like  Wheels,  it  mov'd  you  as  it  pleas'd. 
Whither  flip  you  now  ?  what,  are  you  too  good 
To  wait  on  me,  Puffe  ?    I  had  need  have  Temper, 
That  rule  fuch  People ;  I  have  nothing  left 
At  my  own  Choice ;  I  would,  I  might  be  private : 
Mean  Men  enjoy  themfelves,  but  'tis  our  Curfe, 
To  have  a  Tumult  that  out  of  their  Loves 
Will  wait  on  us,  whether  we  will  or  no ; 
Will  you  be  gone?  Why,  here  they  ftand  like  Death, 
My  Words  move  nothing,    i  Gent.  Muftwego? 

Bef,  I  know  not. 

Arb,  I  pray  you,  leave  me.  Sirs  *,  I'm  proud  cf  this. 
That  you  will  be  intreated  from  my  Sight : 

[^Exeunt  all  but  Arb.  and  Mar. 
Why,  now  they  leave  me  all :  Mardonius  —  Mar,  Sir. 

Arb.  What,  will  you  leave  me  quite  alone?  methinks. 
Civility  fhould  teach  you  more  than  this-. 
If  I  were  but  your  Friend,  —  Stay  here,  and  wait. 

Mar, 
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Mar,  Sir,  fliall  I  fpeak  ? 
Arh,  Why,  you  would  now  think  much 
To  be  denied,  but  I  can  fcarce  intreat 
What  I  would  have :  Do,  Ipeak. 
Mar,  But  will  you  hear  me  out  ? 
Arh,  You  article  with  me,  to  talk  thus:  Well, 
I'll  hear  you  out.    Mar.  Sir,  that  I  have  ever  lov'd  you. 
My  Sword  hath  Ipoken  for  me;  that  I  do. 
If  it  be  doubted,  I  dare  call  an  Oath, 
A  great  one  to  my  Witnefs  ;  and  were  you  not 
My  King,  from  amongft  Men,  I  Jfhould  have  chofe 
You  out  to  love  above  the  reft ;  nor  can 
This  challenge  Thanks ;  for  my  own  fake  I  fhould  have 
Done  it,  becaufe  I  would  have  lov'd  the  moft 
Defer\^ing  VI an ;  for  fo  you  are. 

Arh.  Alas !  Mardonius^  rife,  you  fliall  not  kneel ; 
We  all  are  Soldiers,  and  all  venture  Lives : 
And  where  there  is  no  Difference  in  Mens  Worths, 
Tides  are  Jeafts.    Who  can  outvalue  thee  ? 
Mardonius.,  thou  haft  lov'd  me,  and  haft  Wrong ; 
Thy  Love  is  not  rewarded ;  but  believe. 
It  fhall  be  better-,  more  than  Friend  in  Arms, 
My  Father,  and  my  Tutor,  good  Mardonius. 

Mar,  Sir,  you  did  promife,  you  would  hear  me  out. 

Arb.  And  fo  I  will ;  fpeak  freely,  for  from  thee 
Nothing  can  come,  but  worthy  Things  and  true. 

Mar,  Though  you  have  all  this  Worth,  you  hold  fbme 
Qualities 

That  do  eclipfe  your  Virtues. 

Arh,  Eclipfe  my  Virtues?    Mar,  Yes,  your  Pafiions ; 
Which  are  fo  manifold,  that  they  appear  even  in  this  : 
When  I  commend  you,  you  hug  me  for  that  Truth  5 
But  when  I  fpeak  your  Faults,  you  make  a  Start, 
(7)  And  fly  the  Hearing  out. 

Arh,  When  you  commend  me  ?  O,  that  I  fhould  live 
To  need  fuch  Commendations !  If  my  Deeds 

(7)  And  fly  the  Hearing  but.]  This  Particle  feems  to  have  no  Right 
to  Hand  here ;  we  mull,  to  make  Senfe,  fubliitute  out  in  its  Place. 

Mr.  Sympfon. 

And  fo  I  had  corrcaed  the  PafTage  long  ago. 

Blew 
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Bl^w  not  my  Praife  themfelves  about  the  Earth, 
I  were  moft  wretched :  Spare  your  idle  Praife : 
If  thou  did'ft  mean  to  flatter,  and  Ihould'ft  utter 
Words  in  my  Praife,  that  tliou  thought'ft  Impudence, 
My  Deeds  fliould  make  'em  modeil :  When  you  praife, 
I  hug  you  ?  'tis  fo  falfe,  that  wert  thou  worthy 
Thou  fhould'ft  receive  a  Death,  a  gl'orious  Death 
From  me :  but  thou  fliak  underftand  thy  Lyes, 
For  fliould'fl:  thou  praife  me  into  Heav'n,  and  there 
Leave  me  inthron'd,  I  would  deipife  thee  then 
As  much  as  now,  which  is  as  much  as  Duft, 
Becaufe  I  fee  thy  Envy. 

Mar,  However  you  will  ufe  me  after,  yet  for  your  own 
Promife  fake,  hear  me  the  reft. 

Arh,  I  will,  and  after  call  unto  the  Winds, 
For  they  fliftll  lend  as  large  an  Ear  as  I 
To  what  you  utter :  Speak. 

Mar.  Would  you  but  leave  thefe  hafty  Tempers,  which 
I  do  not  fay  take  from  you  all  your  Worth, 
(8)  But  darken  it,  then  you  will  fhine  indeed. 

Arh,  WeU. 

Mar.  Yet  I  would  have  you  keep  fome  Paflions,  left 
Men  fhould  take  you  for  a  God,  your  Virtues  are  fuch. 
Arh,  Why,  now  you  flatter. 

Mar,  I  never  underftood  the  Word.  Were  you  no 
King,  and  free  from  thefe  Moods,  fhould  I  chufe  a 
Companion  for  Wit  and  Pleafure,  it  fhould  be  you ;  or 
for  Honefty  to  enterchange  my  Bofom  with,  it  Ihould  be 
you ;  or  Wifdom  to  give  me  Counfel,  I  would  pick  out 
you ;  or  Valour  to  defend  my  Reputation,  fliill  I  fliould 
find  out  you ;  for  you  are  fit  to  fight  for  all  the  World, 
if  it  could  come  in  Queftion  :  Now  I  have  fpoke,  confider 
to  yourfelf,  find  out  a  Ufe ;  if  fo,  then  what  fhall  fall  to 
me  is  not  material. 

Arh,  Is  not  material?  more  than  ten  fuch  Lives 
As  mine,  Mardonius:  It  was  nobly  faid. 
Thou  hafl:  fpoke  Truth,  and  boldly  fuch  a  Truth 

(8)  ivhich  J  do  not  fay  tah  from  you  all  your  Worthy  hut  darken  •em,] 
IP^orth  being  a  Subftantive  of  the  Singular  Number,  we  muH  certainly 
read  it,  inilead  of  Mr.  Sympfon. 

As 
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As  might  pfFend  another.    I  have  been 

Too  paffionate  and  idle,  thou  fhalt  fee 

A  fwifc  Amendment,  but  I  want  thofe  Parts 

You  praife  me  for :  I  fight  for  all  the  World  ? 

(9)  Give  thee  a  Sword,  and  thou  v/ilt  go  as  far 

Beyond  me,  as  thou  art  beyond  in  Years, 

I  know,  thou  dar'ft  and  wilt;  it  troubles  me 

That  I  ihould  ufe  fo  rough  a  Phrafe  to  thee. 

Impute  it  to  my  Folly,  what  thou  wilt. 

So  thou  wilt  pardon  me :  that  thou  and  I 

Should  differ  thus !    Mar,  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  Sii*. 

Ai'h.  Faith,  but  it  is ;  but  thou  doft  ever  take 
All  things  I  do,  thus  patiently;  for  which 
I  never  can  requite  thee,  but  with  Love, 
And  that  thou  fhalt  be  fure  of    Thou  and  I 
Have  not  been  merry  lately :  Pray  thee,  tell  me 
Where  had' ft  thou  that  fame  Jewel  in  thine  Ear  ? 

Mar.  Why,  at  the  taking  of  a  Town. 

Jrb.  A  AYench,  upon  my  Life,  a  Wench,  MardoniuSy 
gave  thee  that  Jewel. 

Mar,  Wench!  they  refpedt  not  me,  I'm  old  and 
rough,  and  every  Limb  about  me,  but  that  which  Ihould, 
grows  ftiffer ;  i'thofe  Bufinefies,  I  may  fwear,  I  am  truly 
honeft :  For  I  pay  juftly  for  what  I  take,  and  would  be 
glad  to  be  at  a  Certainty. 

Jrb,  Why,  do  the  Wenches  encroach  upon  thee  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  by  this  Light,  do  they. 

Arh.  Did'ft  thou  fit  at  an  old  Rent  with  'em  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  faith. 

Arh.  And  do  they  improve  themfelves  ? 
Mar.  Ay,  ten  Shillings  to  me,  every  new  young  Fellow 
they  come  acquainted  with. 
Arh.  How  can'ft  live  on't? 
Mar.  Why,  I  think,  I  muft  petition  you. 
Arh.  Thou  lhalt  take  them  up  at  my  Price. 

(9)  Gi've  me  a  Sn^vord,  and  thou  ivilt  go  as  far 

Beyond  me,']  The  whole  Turn  of  the  Sentence  plainly  requires 
an  Alteration  of  Me  into  Thee,  as  Mr.  Senjuard  pointed  out  to  me ; 
and  his  Conjecture  is  authorized  by  the  three  ^arto'i  in  1619,  1631, 
and  1676. 

Enter 
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Could  find  a  Want ;  (4)  Were  fhe  fo  tempting  fair. 

That  flie  could  wifh  it  off,  for  damning  Souls ; 

I  would  pay  any  Ranfom,  twenty  Lives, 

Rather  than  meet  her  married  in  my  Bed. 

Perhaps,  I  have  a  Love,  where  I  have  fix'd 

Mine  Eyes  not  to  be  mov'd,  and  Ihc  on  me; 

I  am  not  fickle.    Arh.  Is  that  all  the  Caufe  ? 

Think  you,  you  can  fo  knit  yourfelf  in  Love 

To-  any  other,  that  her  fearching  Sight 

Cannot  difi^olve  it  ?  So,  before  you  try'd. 

You  thought  yourfelf  a  Match  for  me  in  Fight : 

Truft  me,  Tigranes^  Ihe  can  do  as  much 

In  Peace,  as  I  in  War-,  fhe'll  conquer  too ; 

You  fhall  fee,  (5)  if  you  have  the  Pow'r  to  ftand 

The  Force  of  her  fwift  Looks.    If  you  diflike, 

I'll  fend  you  home  with  Love,  and  name  your  Ranfom 

Some  other  way;  but  if  ihe  be  your  Choice, 

She  frees  you :  To  Iheria  you  muft. 

 tvere  Jhe  fo  te7npting  fah'y 

T^hat  fie  could  nvijh  it  off^  for  damning  Souls ;  ]  This  Paffage  is 
fo  obfcure  in  the  Expreffion,  that,  I  believe,  it  will  want  a  fhort  Com- 
ment to  the  Generality  of  Readers.  The  Authors  mean  *'  Were  fhe 
**  fo  temptingly  fair,  that  ilie  could  wifh  to  be  lefs  beauteous,  for 
**  Feat'  of  damning  Souls,  in  their  coveting  to  enjoy  her  Charms;  £fr. 
So,  Shakespeare  in  his  Othelle; 

A  Fello'-w  almojl  damn'd  in  a  fair  Wlfe^ 
{.  e.  grown  fo  uxorious  through  the  Attraftions  of  her  Beauty,  as  to 
negleft  all  his  Duty  towards  Heaven,  and  confequently  incur  the  Dan- 
ger of  Damnation.    This  Sentiment  is  explain'din  another  Palfage  of 
that  immortal  Author,  in  his  Merchant  of  Venice. 
«-  it  is  fuery  pieety 

^he  Lord  BalTanio  li've  an  upright  Life. 

Forf  having  fuch  a  BlelTmg  in  his  Lady^ 

He  finds  the  Joys  of  Heaven  here  on  Earth  ; 

And  if  on  Earth  he  do  not  merit  it. 

In  Re  of  on  he  fhould  ne^ver  come  to  Heaven. 

(5)    if  you  ha've  the  Po'vjr  to  Jland 

T^he  Force  of  her  fwift  Looks ?^  Both  Mr,  ^^wWand  Mr.  Symp- 
Jon  chufe  to  adopt  the  Epithet,  fnjoeet,  I  have  not  ventur'd  to  alter 
the  Text;  becaufe,  I  think,  the  Word  fnjoift  is  more  confonant  to 
Force,  i.  e.  the  Power  of  her  keen,  pointed  Glances ;  as  Arhaces  fpeaks 
of  her  a  little  above ; 

She'' II  make  you  fhrink,  as  1  did,  njjith  a  Stroke 
But  of  her  Eye,  Tigranes. 
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Tigr.  Sir,  I  have  learn'd  a  Prifoncr's  Sufferance, 
And  will  obey ;  but  give  me  Leave  to  talk 
In  private  with  fome  Friends  before  I  go. 

jirb.  Some  do  await  him  forth,  and  fee  him  fafe. 
But  let  him  freely  fend  for  whom  he  pleafe. 
And  none  dare  to  difturb  his  Conference ; 
I  will  not  have  him  know  what  Bondage  is, 

[^Exit  Tigranes. 
'Till  he  be  free  from  me.    This  Prince,  Mardonius^ 
Is  full  of  Wifdom,  Valour,  all  the  Graces 
Man  can  receive.    Mar,  And  yet  you  conquer'd  him. 

Arh,  And  yet  I  conquer'd  him,  and  could  have  don't, 
Hadft  thou  join'd  v/ith  him,  though  thy  Name  in  Arms 
Be  great ;  muft  all  Men,  that  are  virtuous. 
Think  fuddenly  to  match  themfelves  with  me 
I  conquered  him,  and  bravely,  did  I  not.'* 

Bef,  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  was  afraid  at  firft, — — 
Mar.  When  wert  thou  other }    Arh.  Of  what } 
Bef,  That  you  would  not  have  fpy'd  your  beft  Ad- 
vantage; for  your  Majefty,  in  my  Opinion,  lay  too 
high;  methinks,  under  favour,  you  iliould  have  lain 
thus. 

Mar.  Like  a  Tailor  at  a  Wake. 

Bef.  And  then,  if 't  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  remember,* 
at  one  Time,  by  my  troth,  I  wifti'd  myfelf  wi'you. 

Mar,  By  my  troth,  thou  would'ft  ha*  ftunk  'em  both 
out  o'th'  Lifts. 

Jrh,  What  to  do  ? 

Bef,  To  put  your  Majefty  in  mind  of  an  Occafion ;  you 
lay  thus,  and  tigranes  falfified  a  Blow  at  your  Leg,  which 
you,  by  doing  thus,  avoided  ;  but  if  you  had.whip'd  up 
your  Leg  thus,  and  reach 'd  him  on  the  Ear,  you  had 
made  the  Blood-Royal  run  down  his  Head. 

Mar,  What  Country  Fence-School  did'ft  thou  learn 
that  at } 

Jrh,  Pifti !  did  not  T  take  him  nobly  ? 

Mar,  Why,  you  did,  and  you  have  talk'd  enough  on't, 

Arb,  Talk'd  enough? 
Will  you  confine  my  Words  ^  By  Heav'n  and  Earth, 
I  were  much  better  be  a  King  of  Beafts 

Than 
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Than  fuch  a  People :  If  I  had  not  Patience 
Above  a  God,  1  fhoiild  be  call'd  a  Tyrant 
Throughout  the  World.  They  will  offend  to  Death 
Each  Minute :  Let  me  hear  thee  fpeak  again, 
And  thou  art  Earth  again :  Why,  this  is  like 
'Tigrams'  Speech,  that  needs  would  fay,  I  brag'd. 
Beffus,  he  faid,  I  brag'd.    Bef.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Arb,  Why  doft  thou  laugh? 
By  all  the  World,  I'm  grown  ridiailous 
To  my  own  Subje6ls  :  Tie  me  to  a  Chair, 
And  jeaft  at  me  *,  but  I  fhall  make  a  Start, 
And  punilh  fome,  that  others  may  take  heed 
How  they  are  haughty  •,  who  will  anfwer  me  ? 
He  faid,  I  boafted ;  fpeak,  Mardonius^ 
Did  I  ?  He  will  not  anfwer.    O  my  Temper ! 
I  give  you  Thanks  above,  that  taught  my  Heart 
Patience,  I  can  endure  his  Silence.    What,  will  nope 
Vouch  fafe  to  give  me  Anfwer  ?    Ami  grown 
To  fuch  a  poor  Refpe^l,  or  do  you  mean 
To  break  my  Wind  ?  Speak,  Ipeak,  fome  one  of  you, 
Cr  elfe  by  Heav'n,  —  i  Gent,  So  pleafe  your  — 

Arb.  Monftrous, 
I  cannot  be  heard  out,  they  ait  me  off. 
As  if  I  were  too  faucy.    I  will  live 
In  Woods,  and  talk  to  Trees,  they  will  allow  mc 
To  end  what  I  begin.    The  meaneft  Subjeft 
Can  find  a  Freedom  to  difcharge  his  Soul, 
And  not  I ;  now  it  is  a  Time  to  fpeak ; 
I  hearken,    i  Gent,  May  it  pleafe  ■ 

Arb,  I  mean  not  you. 
Did  not  I  flop  you  once  ?  (6)  but  I  am  grown 

To 

(6)  hut  I  am  grouon 

To  balk,  but  I  defie,  let  another  /peak.']  The  flagrant  Non- 
fen  fe  of  this  PafTage  made  me  look  upon  it  as  one  of  the  Loci  defpe- 
rati  in  our  Authors  ;  and  irretrievable  by  Conjedure,  as  none  of  the 
Copies  lend  the  leaft  Light  to  clear  it  up.  If  I  have  made  fome  to- 
lerable Emendations  thro*  the  Work,  I  would  give  the  Merit  of  them 
all  up,  to  have  been  the  Mafter  of  that  Corredion  which  the  Saga- 
city of  Mr.  Se^Mard  has  Ihewn  in  relloring  the  undifputed  Senfe  of  our 
Authors. 


—  but 
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To  talk  but  idly    let  another  fpeak. 

2  Gent,  I  hope  your  Majefty  ■ 

Arh,  Thou  drawi'ft  thy  Words, 
That  I  muft  wait  an  Hour,  where  other  Men 
Can  hear  in  Inftants ;  throw  your  Words  away. 
Quick,  and  to  purpofe  ^  I  have  told  you  this. 

Be[,  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  

Arh,  Wilt  thou  devour  me  ?  this  is  fuch  a  Rudenels 
As  yet  you  never  fhew'd  me,  and  I  w^ant 
Pow'r  to  command  too,  elfe  Mardonius 
Would  fpeak  at  my  Requeft ;  were  you  my  King, 
I  would  have  anfwer'd  at  your  Word,  Mardonius  y 
I  pray  you  fpeak,  and  truely,  did  I  boaft  ? 

Mar,  Truth  w^ll  offend  you. 

Arh,  You  take  all  great  Care 

■    hut  I  am  gr(n.vn 

To  talk  but  idley ;  /.  e.  neither  to  be  attended  to,  nor  obe/d. 
I  am  proud  here  to  fubjoin  the  Gentleman's  Note, 

"  As  it  may  be  fome  Entertainment  to  the  curious  Reader  to  fee 
•*  an  humble  Critick  poring  in  the  Dark,  if  he  by  that  means  has  at 

laft  open'd  the  Door  to  Day-light,  I  will  give  the  Procefs  of  this 
"  Emendation.  Every  one  muft  fee,  that  the  Text,  as  it  flood,  was 
*•  abfolutely  Nonfenfe :  and  Mr.  Theobald  informed  me,  that  it  has 
"  Hood  fo  through  all  the  Editions:  and,  not  having  hit  upon  any 
**  Emendation  himfelf,  he  had  look'd  upon  it  as  one  of  the  Loci  def- 
"  perati  of  our  Authors.    It  is  eafy  to  obferve,  that  the  Senfe  re- 

quired  muil  be  either,  that  I  am  groi.vn  not  to  ha^je  ^vhat  1  fay  oh- 
*'  fer'vd-  or,  to  haoje  my  Will  contradicltd  in  every  thing.  1  had 
**  advanced  feveral  Conjedures,  but  they  departed  too  much  from  the 
**  Traces  of  the  Letters.  In  rejedling  them,  therefore,  I  obferv'd, 
**  that  had  any  of  them  been  clear,  as  to  the  Senfe ;  yet  they  made 
"  a  Syllable  too  much  in  the  Verfe.  Nothing  is  fo  great  an  Alfiftance 
*'  in  retrieving  the  Senfe,  as  a  due  Attendance  to  the  Metre ;  for  a 
"  redundant  Syllable  having  crept  into  the  former  Reading,  one  may 
"  eaiily  fee  that  it  moft  probably  was  in  the  Words ;  /  dejie,  that  bc- 
•*  ing  evidently  a  Corruption.  The  Word,  therefore,  that  I  have  hit 
**  upon,  gives  the  full  Idea  required ;  and  fuppofe,  dejie,  to  have  been 
"  written  with  a  final inftead  of  /V,  it  drops  only  one  V  el,  and 
**  changes  an  /  into  an  /.'*  Mr.  Seuoard. 

In  fupport  of  this  beautiful  Emendation,  I  will  cbferve,  that  the 
King,  in  the  next  Page,  inculcates  the  fame  Meaning,  tho'  in  diffe- 
rent Words. 

■   Why,  here  they  Jl and  like  Death  ; 

My  Words  move  nothing. 

What 
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Enter  tivo  Gentlemen^  and  Beflus. 

^Mar,  Your  Price?    Arh.  Ay,  the  King's  Price. 
Mar.  That  may  be  more  than  Tm  worth. 
2  Gent.  Is  he  not  merry  now  ? 
I  Gent.  I  think  not. 

Bef.  He  is,  he  is :  we'll  fiiew  ourfelves. 

Jlrh.  Bejfus^  I  thought  you  had  been  in  Iberia  by  this,  I 
bad  you  hafte    Gohrias  will  want  Entertainment  for  me. 

Bef,  An  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  have  a  Suite.^ 

Jrb.  Is't  not  loufy,  Beffus.,  what  is't? 

Bef.  I  am  to  carry  a  Lady  v/ith  me. 

Arb.  Then  thou  haft  two  Suites. 

Bef  And  if  I  can  prefer  her  to  the  Lady  Panthea  your 
Majefty's  Sifter,  to  learn  Faftiions,  as  her  Friends  term  it, 
it  will  be  worth  fom.ething  to  me. 

Arb.  So  many  Nights'  Lodgings  as  'tis  thither,  will' t  not? 

Bef  I  know  not  that,  Sir,  but  Gold  I  ftiall  be  furc  of. 

Arb.  Why,  thou  flialt  bid  her  entertain  her  from  me, 
fo  thou  wilt  refolve  me  one  thing. 

Bef  If  I  can. 

Arb.  Faith,  'tis  a  very  difputable  Queftion,  and  yet,  I 
think,  thou  can' ft  decide  it. 

Bef  Your  Majefty  has  a  good  Opinion  of  my  Under- 
ftanding. 

Arb.  I  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  it :  'Tis,  whether 
thou  be  valiant. 

Bef.  Somebody  has  traduced  me  to  you :  Do  you  fee 
this  Sword,  Sir  .^^ 

Arb.  Yes. 

Bef  If  I  do  not  make  my  Back-biters  eat  it  to  a  Knife 
within  this  Week,  fay,  I  am  not  valiant. 

Enter  a  Meffertger, 

Mej,  Health  to  your  Majefty  ! 
Arb.  From  Gobrias?    Mef  Yes,  Sir. 
Arb.  How  does  he,  is  he  well.'* 
Mef.  In  perfed  Heakh. 

Arb.  Take  that  for  thy  good  News.  A  truftier  Servant 
to  his  Prince  there  lives  not,  than  is  good  Gobrias, 
Vol.  I.  O  \Gent. 
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\^  I  Gent.  The  King  ftarts  back. 

Mar,  His  Blood  goes  back  as  faft. 

2  Gent,  And  now  it  comes  again. 

Mar,  He  alters  ftrangely. 

Arhi  The  H[and  of  Heaven  is  on  me ;  be  it  far 
P>om  me  to  ftruggle !  (lo)  If  my  fecret  Sins 
Have  pull'd  this  Cwrfe  upon  me,  lend  me  Tears 
Enow  to  wafli  me  white,  that  I  may  feel 
A  Child-like  Innocence  within  my  Breaft ; 
Which  once  perform'd,  O  give  me  Leave  to  ftand 
As  fix'd  as  Conftancy  herfelf ;  my  Eyes 
Set  here  unmov'd,  regardlefs  of  the  World, 
Though  thoufand  Miferies  incompafs  me. 

Mar.  This  is  ftrange,  Sir,  how  do  you  ? 

Arh,  Mardonius,,  my  Mother  — »    Mar,  Is  flie  dead  ? 

Arh.  Alas,  fhe's  not  fo  happy  \  thou  doft  know 
How  fhe  hath  laboured,  fince  my  Father  died. 
To  take  by  Treafon  hence  this  loathed  Life, 
That  wou'd  but  be  to  ferve  her.    I  have  pardon'd. 
And  pardon'd,  and  by  that  have  .  made  her  fit 
To  pradlife  new  Sins,  not  repent  the  old : 
( 1 1 )  She  now  had  hired  a  Slave  to  come  from  thence. 
And  ftrike  me  here,  whom  Gohrias^  fifting  out. 
Took,  and  condemn' d,  and  executed  there. 
The  careful'ft  Servant !  Heav'n,  let  me  but  live 
To  pay  that  Man ;  Nature  is  poor  to  me. 
That  will  not  let  me  have  as  many  Deaths 
As  are  the  Times  that  he  hath  fav'd  my  Life, 
That  I  might  die  'em  over  all  for  him. 

Mar.  Sir,  let  her  bear  her  Sins  on  her  own  Head ; 

(lo)   ■  if  my  fecret  Sins 

Ha've  puWd  this  Curfe  upon  7ne,  lend  me  Tears 
^osN  to  'wafh  me  <vohite,  that  1 7nay  feel\   The  Defeft  of  the 
Metre  at  the  beginning  of  the  third  Verfe  plainly  demonftrates  a  De- 
feftin  the  Senfe.    I  have  reAor'd  the  true  Reading  from  the  oldell 
^larto  in  1 619. 

{11)  She  nonv  had  flirr'd  a  Starve  to  come  frotn  thence. 

And  ftrike  me  here  ;]  Stirr'd  is  not  abfolute  Nonfenfe,  becaufe 
it  may  fignify,  mo'ved,  pre^oaiPd  upon,  eggd  on  to  do  a  thing  ;  but  as 
hired  is  authoriz'd  hy  the  oldeft  ^artOy  i  have  adopted  it  as  the  more 
eligible  and  eafy  Word. 
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Vex  not  yoiirfelf.    Arh,  What  wiJl  the  World 

Conceive  of  me  ?  with  what  unnatural  Sins 

Will  they  fuppofe  me  loaden,  when  my  Life 

Is  fought  by  her,  that  gave  it  to  the  World  ? 

But  yet  he  v/rites  me  Comfort  here  ;  my  Sifter, 

He  fays,  is  grown  in  Beauty  and  in  Grace, 

In  all  the  innocent  Virtues  that  become  .  . 

A  tender  fpotlefs  Maid :  ( 1 2)  (lie  ftains  her  Cheeks 

With  mourning  Tears,  to  purge  her  Mother'^  111, 

And  'mongft  that  facred  Dew  fhe  mingles  Pray'rs, 

Her  pure  Obladorts,  for  my  fafe  Return. 

If  I  have  loft  the  Duty  of  a  Son, 

If  any  Pomp  or  Vanity  of  State 

Made  me  forget  my  Natural  Offices ; 

Nay,  farther,  if  I  have  not  every  Night 

Expoftulated  with  my  wand'ring  Thoughts^ 

If  aught  unto  my  Parent  they  have  err'd, 

And  call'd  'em  back :  (13)  Do  you.dired  her  Arm 

Unto  this  foul  diflfembling  Heart  of  mine : 

But  if  I  have  been  juft  to  her,  fend  out 

Your  Pow'r  to  compafs  me,  and  hold  me  fafc 

From  fearching  Treafon ;  I  will  ufe  no  Means, 

But  Prayer:  for  rather  fuffer  me  to  fee 

From  mine  own  Veins  ifliie  a  deadly  Flood, 

Than  wafh  my  Danger  off  with  Mother's  Blood* 

Mar,  I  never  faw  fuch  fudden  Extremities.  \E^mnt\, 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

Ttgr,  Why  ?  wilt  thou  have  me  die^  Spaconia^ 
What  fhould  I  do  ?    Spa,  Nay,  let  me  ftay  alone, 

» 

.  {12)  —  Jhe  flaim  her  Cheeks 

With  morning  ^Tcarst  to  purge  her  Mother'' s  111 ;]  But  whjf 
morning  Tears  ?  Are  they  more  effr.dive  and  prevalent  than  thofe 
Ihed  ii  the  Euening^  or  at  Midnight?  The  ingenious  Mr.  Sympfon, 
prefcrib'd  mourning  to  me,  i.  e.  ^ears  of  real  Grief:  And  his  Con- 
jeciure  is  fupported  by  the  thrpe  ^arto's  in  1-619,  163 1,  and  1676. 

(^3)   1^0 you  direSi  her  Arm 

Unto  this  foul  drjfembling  Heart  of  mine."]  Who  is  to  direft  het 
Arm?  The  Gods,  I  luppofe,  muft  be  meant ;  but  they  ar?  neither 
invoked,  nor  menticuM.  This  is  a  bold  Elleipfsi  but  yti  wOn  infre- 
quent with  our  Poets.  Mr.  8ynipfon. 

O  2  And 
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And  when  you  fee  Armenia  again, 
You  fhall  behold  a  Tomb  more  worth  than  I; 
Son:e  Friend,  that  either  loves  me  or  my  Caule, 
"Will  build  me  ibmething  to  diflLnguifh  me 
From  other  Women ;  many  a  weeping  Verfe 
He  will  lay  on,  and  much  lament  thole  Maids, 
That  plac'd  their  Loves  unfortunately  high. 
As  I  have  done,  where  they  can  never  reach. 
But  why  fhould  you  go  to  Iberia? 

T'igr.  Alas,  that  thou  wilt  ask  me!  ask  the  Man, 
That  rages  in  a  Fever,  why  he  lies 
Dillemper'd  there,  when  all  the  other  Youths 
Are  courfing  o'er  the  Meadows  with  their  Loves  ? 
Can  I  refift  it  r  am  I  not  a  Slave 

To  him  that  conquer'd  me  ?    Spa.  That  conquer'd  thec^ 

Tigranes  I  He  has  won  but  half  of  thee. 

Thy  Body;  but  thy  Mind  may  be  as  free 

As  his,  his  Will  did  never  combate  thine, 

And  take  it  Prifoner.    T^igr.  But  if  he  by  Force 

Convey  m.y  Body  hence,  what  helps  it  me. 

Or  thee,  to  be  unwilling  ?    Spa.  O  TigraneSy 

I  know,  you  are  to  fee  a  Lady  there. 

To  fee,  and  like,  I  fear :  perhaps,  the  Hope 

Of  her  makes  you  forget  me,  e'er  we  part ; 

Be  happier  than  you  know  to  wifh ;  farewel ! 

7 igr.  Spficcnia^  ftay,  and  hear  me  what  I  fay. 
In  Ihort,  Deftrudion  meet  me  that  I  may 
See  it,  and  not  avoid  it,  when  I  leave 
To  be  thy  faithful  Lover !  part  with  me 
Thou  lhalt  not,  there  are  none  that  know  our  Love ; 
And  I  have  given  Gold  unto  a  Captain, 
That  goes  unto  Iberia  from  the  King, 
That  he  will  place  a  Lady  of  our  Land 
With  the  King's  Sifter  that  is  ofFer'd  me ; 
Thither  fhall  you,  and,  being  once  got  in, 
Perfuade  her  by  what  fubtle  Means  you  can 
To  be  as  backward  in  her  Love  as  I. 

Spa.  Can  you  imagine  that  a  longing  Maid, 
When  fhe  beholds  you,  can  be  pull'd  away 
With  Words  from  loving  you? 

Tigr. 
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^Igr,  Difpraife  my  Health, 
My  Honefty,  and  teJI  her  I  am  jealous. 

Spa.  Why,  I  had  rather  lofe  you :  Can  my  Heart 
Confent  to  let  my  Tongue  throw  out  fuch  Words  ? 
And  I,  that  ever  yet  Ipoke  what  I  thought. 
Shall  find  it  fuch  a  Thing  at  firft  to  lie. 

^igr.  Yet  do  thy  belt. 

Enter  BelTus. 

Bef,  What,  is  your  Majefty  ready  ? 

l^igr.  There  is  the  Lady,  Captain. 

Bef.  Sweet  Lady,  by  your  Leave ;  I  could  wifli  myfelf 
more  full  of  Courtfhip  for  your  fair  Sake. 

S-pa.  Sir,  I  fliall  feel  no  Want  of  that. 

Bef.  Lady,  you  muft  hafte ;  I  have  receiv'd  new  Let- 
ters from  the  King,  that  require  more  Hafte  than  I  ex- 
pcdled  ;  he  will  follow  me  fuddenly  himfelf,  and  begins  to 
call  for  your  Majefty  already. 

2%r.  He  fhall  not  do  fo  long. 

Bef.  Sweet  Lady,  fhall  I  call  you  my  Charge  hereafter 

Spa.  I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  govern  your  Tongue ; 
Sir,  you  ftiall  call  me  what  you  pleafe. 


A  C  T    II.  SCENE! 

inter  Gobrias,  Bacurius,  Arane,  Panthea,  and  Mandane, 

Waiting-women  with  Attendants. 

Gobrias. 

T\yr  Y  Lord  Bacurius.,  you  muft  have  Regard 
^       Unto  the  Queen,  Ihe  is  your  Prifoner ; 
'Tis  at  your  Peril,  if  flie  make  Efcape. 

Bac.  My  Lord,  I  know't,  fhe  is  my  Prifoner, 
From  you  committed   yet  fhe  is  a  Woman  ; 
And  fo  1  keep  her  fafe,  you  will  not  urge  me 
To  keep  her  clofe,  I  fhall  not  fhame  to  fay 
I  forrow  for  her.    Gob.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ; 

O  3  I  forrow 
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I  forrow  for  her,  that  fo  little  Grace  • 

Doth  goverii  her ;  that  flie  fhould  ftretch  her  Arm 

Againft  her  King    fo  httle  Womanhood 

And  natural  Goodnefs,  as  to  think  the  Death 

Of  her  own  Son.    Ara.  Thou  know'ft  the  Reafon  why, 

DifTembling  as  thou  art,  and  wilt  not  fpeak. 

Goh,  There  is  a  Lady  takes  not  after  you. 
Her  father  is  within  her ;  that  good  Man, 
Whofe  Tears  weigh'd  down  his  Sins.   Mark,  how  fhe 
How  weU  it  does  become  her  *,  and  if  you  [weeps, 
Can  find  no  Dilpofition  in  yourfelf 
To  Sorrow,  yet  by  Gracefullnefs  in  her 
Find  out  the  way,  and  by  your  Reafon  weep : 
All  this  fhe  does  for  you,  and  more  flie  needs, 
"When  for  yourfelf  you  will  not  lofe  a  Tear ; 
Think,  how  this  Want  of  Grief  difcredits  you.  1 
And  you  will  weep,  becaufe  you  cannot  weep.  ' 

Ara.  You  talk  to  me,  as  having  got  a  Time 
Fit  for  your  Purpofe  \  but  you  know,  1  know 
You  fpeak  not  what  you  think.    Pan,  I  would  my  Heart 
,Were  Stone,  before  my  Sofi:nefs  fhould  be  urg'd 
Againft  my  Mother !  A  more  troubled  Thought 
No  Virgin  bears  about ;  fhould  I  excufe 
My  Mother's  Fault,  I  fhould  fet  light  a  Life, 
In  lofing  which  a  Brother  and  a  King 
Were  taken  from  me ;  if  I  feek  to  fave 
That  Life  fo  lov'd,  I  lofe  another  Life 
That  gave  me  Being    I  fhall  lofe  a  Mother ; 
A  Word  of  fuch  a  Sound  in  a  Child's  Ears, 
That  it  ftrikes  Reverence  through  it ;  May  the  Will 
Of  Heav'n  be  done,  and  if  One  needs  muft  fall, 
Take  a  poor  Virgin's  Life  to  anfwer  all ! 

Ara,  But,  Gohrias^  let  us  talk ;  you  know,  this  Fault 
Is  not  in  me  as  in  another  Mother. 

Goi,  I  know,  it  is  not.  Ara.  Yet  you  make  it  fo. 
Goh,  Why,  is  not  all  that's  paft  beyond  your  Help? 
Ara.  I  know,  it  is. 

Goh,  Nay,  fhould  you  publifh  it  before  the  World, 
Think  you,  'twould  be  believ'd 
Ara,  I  know,  it  would  not. 

Nay, 
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(14)  Gob.  Nay,  fhoiild  I  join  wi'  you,  fhould  we  both  be 
Yet  fliould  we  not  both  die  uncredited  ?  [fworn, 
Jra,  I  think,  we  fhonld. 

Gob.  Why  then  take  you  fuch  violent  Courfes  ?  As 
for  me,  I  do  but  Right  in  faving  of  the  King  from  all 
your  Plots. 

Jra.  The  King? 

Gob.  I  bad  you  reft  with  Patience,  and  a  Time 
Would  come  for  me  to  reconcile  all  to 
Your  own  Content,  but  by  this  way  you  take 
Away  my  Pow'r ;  and  what  was  done  unknown. 
Was  not  by  me  but  you  :  Your  urging  being  done 
I  muft  prelerve  my  own,  but  Time  may  bring 
All  this  to  Light,  and  happily  for  all. 

j^ra.  Accurfed  be  this  over-curious  Brain, 
That  gave  that  Plot  a /birth]  Accurft  this  Womb, 
That  after  did  conceive  to  my  Difgrace  ! 

Bac.  My  Lord  Protedlor,  they  fay,  there  are  divers 
Letters  come  from  Jrmema^  that  Bejfus  has  done  good 
Service,  and  brought  again  a  Day  by  his  particular  Va- 
lour ;  receiv'd  you  any  to  that  Effedt  ? 

Gob.  Yes,  'tis  moft  certain. 

Bac.  I'm  forry  for't ;  not  that  the  Day  was  won, 
But  that  'twas  won  by  him  ;  we  held  him  here 
A  Coward :  He  did  me  Wrong  once,  at  which  I  laugh'd. 
And  fo  did  all  the  World ;  for  neither  I, 
Nor  any  other,  held  him  worth  my  Sword. 

EnUr  Beflus  and  Spaconia. 
Bef,  Health  to  my  Lord  Proteftor ;  from  the  King 

(14)  Nay,  Jhould  I  join  ivith  you,  Jhould  njoe  not  hoth  he  torn,  and 
yet  hoth  die  uncredited I  can't  think,  this  Word  came  from  the 
Poets,  or  was  defignM  by  them  to  ftand  for  tortured ;  neither  do  I 
know  how  to  apply  In  healing  Hand  to  the  Text,  unlefs  we  tranfpofe 
and  read  thus. 

—  ' — — —  Jhould  <Tve  hoth  he  fvuorn^ 

Yet  Jhould  not  nxie  hoth  die  uncredited?  Mr.  Sympjon. 
My  Friend  does  not  feem  much  to  like  his  Conje£lure  :  But  as  the 
Paflage  is  certainly  corrupted  without  it,  and  as  it  retrieves  plain 
Senfe,  1  have  ventured  to  infert  it ;  and,  I  am  verily  perfuaded,  it 
will  not  do  him  any  Difcredit. 

O  4  Thefe 
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Thefe  Letters  ^  and  to  your  Grace,  Madam,  thefe. 
Gch.  How  does  his  Majefly  ? 

Bef.  As  well  as  Conqueft  by  his  own  Means  and  his 
valiant  Commanders  can  make  him ;  your  Letters  will 
tell  you  all. 

Fan.  J  v/ill  not  open  mine,  till  I  do  know 
My  Brother's  Health:  Good  Captain,  is  he  well  ? 

Bef.  As  the  reft  of  us  that  fought  are. 

Pan.  But  how's  that  ?  is  he  hurt } 

Bef.  He's  a  ftrange  Soldier,  that  gets  not  a  Knock. 

Pan.  I  do  not  ask  how  ftrange  that  Soldier  is 
That  gets  no  Hurt,  but  w^hether  he  have  one. 

Bef  He  had  divers.     Pan.  And  is  he  well  again? 

Bef  Well  again,  an't  pleafeyour  Grace?  Why,  I  was 
run  twice  through  the  Body,  and  fhot  i'  th'  Head  with"  a 
Crofs-arrow,  and  yet  am  well  again. 

Pan.  I  do  not  care  how  thou  do'ft,  is  he  well  ? 

Bef  Not  care  how  I  do  r  Let  a  Man  out  of  the 
Mightinefs  of  his  Spirit  frudify  foreign  Countries  with 
his  Blood  for  the  Good  of  his  own,  and  thus  he  fhall  be 
anfwered :  Why,  I  may  live  to  relieve  with  Spear  and 
Shield  fuch  a  Lady  as  you  diftrelTed. 

Pan,  Why,  I  will  carej  I'm  glad  that  thou  art  well  ; 
I  prithee,  is  he  fo  ? 

Gob.  The  King  is  well,  and  will  be  here  To-morrow. 

Pan.  My  Prayer  is  heard,  now  will  I  open  mine. 

Gch.  BaairiuSy  I  muft  eafe  you  of  your  Charge  : 
Madam,  the  wonted  Mercy  of  the  King, 
That  overtakes  your  Fauks,  has  met  with  this. 
And  ftruck  it  out  *,  he  has  forgiven  you  freely  ; 
Your  own  Will  is  your  Law,  be  where  you  pleafe. 

Jra.  I  thank  him.  [morrow? 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready  to  wait  upon  his  Majefty  To- 

Jra.  I  will  #  [Exi^  Arane. 

Bac.  Madam,  be  wife  hereafter-,  I  am  glad  I  have  loft 
this  OfHce. 

Gch.  Good  Captain  Bejfus,  tell  us  the  Difcourfe  betwixt 
^igranes  and  our  King,  and  how  we  got  the  Vidory. 

Pan.  I  prithee  do,  and  if  my  Brother  were 
In  any  Danger,  let  not  thy  Tale  make  him 

Abide 
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Abide  there  long,  before  thou  bring  him  off ; 
For  all  that  while  my  Heart  will  beat. 

Be[,  Madam,  let  what  will  beat,  I  muft  tell  the  Truth, 
and  thus  it  was ;  they  fought  fmgle  in  Lifts,  but  one  to 
one;  As  for  my  own  Part,  I  was  dangeroufly  hurt  but 
three  Days  before,  elfe,  perhaps,  we  had  been  two  to  two ; 
I  cannot  tell,  fome  thought,  we  had  ;  and. the  Occafioh  of 
my  Hurt  was  this,  the  Enemy  had  made  Trenches  ■ 

Goh,  Captain,  without  the  Manner  of  your  Hurt  be 
much  material  to  this  Bufinefs,  we'll  hear't  fome  other 
Time. 

Pan,  I  prithee,  leave  it,  and  go  on  with  my  Brother. 

Bef.  I  will,  but 'twould  be  worth  your  Hearing:  (15) 
To  the  Lifts  they  came,  and  fingle  Sword  and  Target 
was  their  Fight. 

Pan.  Alas  ! 

Bef,  Without  the  Lifts  there  ftood  fome  dozen  Cap- 
tains of  either  fide  mingled,  all  which  were  fworn,  and 
one  of  thofe  was  I:  And  'twas. my  Chance  to  ftand  next 
a  Captain  o'  th'  Enemies'  fide,  called  'Tirihafus ;  Valiant, 
they  faid,  he  was ;  whilft  thefe  two  Kings  were  ftretching 
themfelves,  this  ^iribafus  caft  fomething  a  fcornful  Look 
on  me,  and  ask'd  m.e  w^ho  I  thought  would  overcome ; 
I  fmil'd,  and  told  him,  if  he  would  fight  with  me,  he 
fliould  perceive  by  the  Event  of  that  whofe  King  would 

(15)  To  the  Lijis  they  came,  and  Jingle  S<word  and  Gantlet  ivas 
their  Fight.']  I  know,  in  all  Ages  of  the  World,  that  Soldiers  had  a 
Steel  Glove,  or  Gantlet,  to  defend  the  Back  of  their  Hands  from  the 
Cuts  of  a  broad  Sword ;  but,  furely,  this  is  an  odd  Word  for  a  Weapon 
of  War  J  and  for  two  Combatants  to  fight  with  their  Gloves  on,  was 
no  great  fign  of  Courage  or  Dexterity.  A  Target^  (as  I  fufpedl, 
the  original  Word  to  have  been)  gracefully  and  artfully  managed,  was 
a  Defence  for  the  whole  Body. 

So  the  Words  are  again  joinM  in  7he  Mad  Louver. 

 This  Fellonv, 

With  all  his  Frights  about  him  and  his  Furies, 
His  Larums,  and  his  Lances,  Swords,  and  Targets,  ^c. 
And  fo  we  find  in  The  Coronation. 

Enter  Seleucus  and  Arcadius  at  federal  Doors ;  their  Pages 
before  them^  bearing  their  Targets. 

Mr.  Sympfon^ 

win : 
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win :  Something  he  anfwered,  and  a  Scuffle  was  like  to 
grow,  when  one  Zipetus  offered  to  help  him,  I  . 

Fan.  All  this  is  of  thyfelf;  I  pray  thee,  Beffus^ 
Tell  fomething  of  my  Brother,  did  he  nothing  ? 

Be[.  Why,  yes,  I'll  tell  your  Grace,  they  were  not  to 
fight  till  the  Word  given,  which  for  my  own  Part,  by 
my  troth,  I  confefs,  I  was  not  to  give. 

Pan.  See,  for  his  own  Part.' 

Bac.  I  fear  yet,  this  Fellow's  abus'd  with  a  good  Report. 

Bef.  But  I  

•  Fan.  Still  of  himfelf. 

Bef.  Cry'd,  give  the  Word,  when,  as  fome  of  them 
fay,  Tigranes  was  {looping  but  the  Word  was  not  given 
then ;  yet  one  CofroeSy  of  the  Enemies'  part,  held  up  his 
Finger  to  me,  which  is  as  much  with  us  Martialifts,  as 
I  will  fight  with  you :  I  faid  not  a  Word,  nor  made 
Sign  during  the  Combat,  but  that  once  done —  • 

Fan.  He  flips  o'er  all  the  Fight. 

Bef.  I  call'd  him  to  me,  CofroeSy  faid  I,— • 

Fan.  I  will  hear  no  more. 

Bef.  No,  no,  I  lye. 

Bac.  I  dare  be  fwom  thou  doft. 

Bef.  Captain,  faid  I,  fo  it  was. 

Pan.  I  tell  thee,  I  will  hear  no  further. 

Bef  No  ?  Your  Grace  will  wifh  you  had. 

Fan.  I  will  not  wifh  it.   What,  is  tliis  the  Lady 
My  Brother  writes  to  me  to  take  ? 

Bef  And  pleafe  your  Grace,  tliis  is  flie :  Charge,  will 
you  come  near  the  Princefs  } 

Fan.  You're  welcome  from  your  Country,  and  this  Land 
Shall  fhew  unto  you  all  the  KindnefTes 
That  I  can  make  it ;  what's  your  Name  ? 

Spa.  Thalefiris.  ' 

Fan.  You're  very  welcome,  you  have  got  a  Letter 
To  put  you  to  me,  that  has  Power  enough 
To  place  mine  Enemy  here    then  much  more  you. 
That  are  fo  far  from  being  fo  to  me 
That  you  ne'er  faw  me. 

Bef  Madam,  I  dare  pafs  my  Word  for  her  Truth. 

Spa.  My  Truth 

Fan 
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Tan.  Why,  Captain,  do  you  think  I  am  afraid  flie'll 
fteal  ? 

Bef.  I  cannot  tell,  Servants  are  (lippery,  but  I  dare 
give  my  Word  "for  her  and  for  Honeily,  fhe  came  along 
with  me,  and  many  Favours  fhe  did  me  by  the  way ; 
but,  by  this  Light,  none  but  what  fhe  might  do  with 
Modefty,  to  a  Man  of  my  Rank. 

Pan.  Why,  Captain,  here's  no  Body  thinks  otherwile. 

'Bef.  Nay,  if  you  fhould,  your  Grace  may  think  your 
Pleafure  but  I  am  fure  I  brought  her  from  Armenia.,  and 
in  all  that  way,  if  ever  I  touch' d  any  bare  of  her  above 
her  Knee,  I  pray  God,  I  may  fink  where  I  ftand. 

Spa.  Above  my  Knee  ? 

Bef.  No,  you  know,  I  did  not ;  and  if  any  Man  wfil 
fay,  I  did,  this  Sword  fhall  anfwer;  Nay,  I'll  defend  the 
Reputation  of  my  Charge,  whilft  I  live  :  Your  Grace 
fhall  underftand,  I  am  fecret  in  thefe  BufinefTes ;  and  know 
how  to  defend  a  Lady's  Honour. 

Spa.  I  hope,  your  Grace  knows  him  fo  well  already, 
I  fhall  not  need  to  tell  you  he's  vain  and  foolifh. 

Bef.  Ay,  you  may  call  me  what  you  pleafe,  but  I'll 
defend  your  good  Name  againfl  the  World ;  and  fo  I 
take  my  Leave  of  your  Grace,  and  of  you  my  Lord 
Protedor  j  I  am  likewife  glad  to  fee  your  Lordfliip  well. 

Bac.  O  Captain  Beffus.,  I  thank  you,  I  would  fpeak 
with  you  anon. 

Bef.  When  you  pleafe,  I  will  attend  your  Lordfliip, 

Bac.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  Leave  too. 

Pan.  Good  Bacurius !  [Exeunt  Bef.  and  Bac, 

Gob.  Madam,  what  writes  his  Majefty  to  you  ? 

Pan.  O  my  Lord, 
The  kindeft  Words,  I'll  keep  'em  whilft  I  live. 
Here  in  my  Bofom  ;  there's  no  Art  in  'em, 
They  lie  difordered  in  this  Paper,  juft 
As  hearty  Nature  fpeaks  'em,      (16)  Gob.  And  to  me 

(16)   — -r  And  to  me 

He  ivritesy  lohat  Tears  of  'Joy  he  Jhed^  to  hear 
H01V  you  ivere  gronxin  in  enjry  Virtue'/  Way^  The  ingenious 
Mr.  Syrnpfon  conjedured  to  me,  that  it  fliould  be,  ^virtuous  Way  :  And 
this  is  confirni'd  by  the  Authority  of  the  old  ^arto  in  1619. 

He 
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He  writes,  what  Tears  of  Joy  he  flied  to  hear 
How  ygu  were  grown  in  every  virtuous  Way, 
And  yields  all  Thanks  to  me,  for  that  dear  Care 
Which  I  was  bound  to  have  in  Training  you, 
Th  re  is  no  Princefs  living  that  enjoys 
A  Brother  of  that  Worth. — - 

Pan,  My  Lord,  no  Maid  longs  more  for  any  thing. 
And  feels  more  Heat  and  Cold  within  her  Breaft, 
Than  I  do  now,  in  hopes  to  fee  him. 

Gob.  Yet  I  wonder  much 
At  this  he  writes,  he  brings  along  with  him 
A  Husband  for  you,  that  fame  Captive  Prince ; 
And  if  he  loves  you,  as  he  makes  a  Shew, 
He  will  allow  you  Freedom  in  your  Choice. 

Pan.  And  fo  he  will,  my  Lord,  I  warrant  you. 
He  will^  but  offer,  and  give  me  the  Power 
To  take  or  leave.     Gob,  Truft  me,  were  I  a  Lady, 
I  could  not  like  that  Man  were  bargain 'd  with 
,    Before  I  chofe  him.    Pan,  But  I  am  not  built 
On  fuch  wild  Humours,  if  I  find  him  worthy. 
He  is  not  lels  becaufe  he's  offered. 

Spa,  'Tis  true,  he  is  not ;  'would,  he  would  feem  lefs ! 

Gob,  I  think,  there  is  no  Lady  can  affedt 
Another  Prince,  your  Brother  Handing  by 
He  doth  eclipfe  Men's  Virtues  fo  with  his. 

Spa,  I  know  a  Lady  may,  and,  more  I  fear. 
Another  Lady  will.    Pan,  'Would,  I  might  fee  him? 

Gob,  W^hy  fo  you  fhall,  my  Bufineffes  are  great, 
I  will  attend  you  when  it  is  his  Pleafure  to  fee  you. 

Pan,  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord. 

Gob,  You  will  be  ready,  Madam  ^  [Exit  Gob. 

Pan,  Yes. 

Spa,  I  do  befeech  you.  Madam,  fend  away 
•  ,  Your  other  Women,  and  receive  from  me 
A  few  fad  Words,  which,  fet  againft  your  Joys, 
May  make  'em  fhine  the  more. 

Pan,  Sirs,  leave  me  all.  [Exeunt  Women. 

Spa,  I  kneel  a  Stranger  here  to  beg  a  Thing 
Unfit  for  me  to  ask,  and  you  to  grant ; 
'Tis  fuch  another  ftrange  ill-laid  Requeft, 

As 
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As  if  a  Beggar  fhould  intreat  a  King 
To  leave  his  Scepter  and  his  Throne  to  him. 
And  take  his  Rags  to  wander  o'er  the  World 
Hungry  and  cold. 

Fan.  That  were  a  ftrange  RequeiJ:. 

Spa,  As  ill  is  mine.     Fan,  Then  do  not  utter  it. 

S'pa.  Alas,  'tis  of  that  Nature,  that  it  muft 
Be  utter'd,  ay,  and  granted,  or  I  die : 
(17)  I  am  afham'd  to  fpeak  it ;  but  where  Life 
Lies  at  the  Stake,  I  cannot  think  her  Woman, 
That  will  not  talk  fomething  unreafonably 
To' hazard  faving  of  it :  I  fhall  feem 
A  ftrange  Petitioner,  that  wifli  all  111 
To  them  I  beg  of,  e'er  they  give  me  aught ; 
Yet  fo  I  muft :  I  would  you  were  not  fair. 
Nor  wife,  for  in  your  111  confifts  my  Good : 
If  you  were  foolilh,  you  would  hear  my  Prayer, 
If  foul,  you  had  not  Power  to  hinder  me. 
He  would  not  love  you. 

Pan,  What's  the  Meaning  of  it  ? 

Spa,  Nay,  my  Requeft  is  more  without  the  Bounds 
Of  Reafon  yet :  For  'tis  not  in  the  Pow'r 
Of  you  to  do,  what  I  would  have  you  grant. 

Fan.  Why,  then  'tis  idle ;  pray  thee,  Ipeak  it  out. 

Spa,  Your  Brother  brings  a  Prince  into  this  Land, 
Of  fuch  a  noble  Shape,  fo  fweet  a  Grace, 
So  full  of  Worth  withal,  that  every  Maid> 
That  looks  upon  him,  gives  away  herfelf 
To  him  for  ever    and  for  you  to  have 
He  brings  him  :  And  fo  mad  is  my  Demand, 
That  I  defire  you  not  to  have  this  Man  ; 
This  excellent  Man,  for  whom  you  needs  muft  die, 

(17)   '   —  lut  cohere  Life 

Lies  at  the  Stake ^  1  cannot  think  her  Woman, 

That  'Will  not  take  fomething  unreafonably 

To  hazard  facing. of  //;]  But  what  was  the  Woman  to  take 
in  this  Cafe  ?  I  think,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  I  have  rellored  the  ori- 
ginal Word  of  the  Poets ;  My  Emendation  is  confirmed  by  what  fhe 
lays  three  Lines  above. 

Jlai  !  'Tis  of  that  Nature,  that  it  mujl 

Be  utter'd,  — 

If 
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If  you  fhould  mifs  him.    I  do  now  exped. 

You  fhould  laugh  at  me.    Pan,  Truft  mc,  I  could  wecp 

Rather,  for  I  have  found  in  all  thy  Words 

A  ftrange  disjointed  Sorrow.     Sfa.  'Tis  by  me 

His  own  Defire  fo,  tjiat  you  would  not  love  him. 

Fan.  His  own  Defire !  Why  credit  me,  Thaleftris^ 
I  am  no  common  Wooer :  If  he  lhall 
Wooe  m.e,  his  Worth  may  be  fuch,  that  I  dare 
Not  fwear  I  will  not  love  him  ;  but  if  he 
Will  ftay  to  have  me  wooe  him,  I  will  promife  thee 
He  may  keep  all  his  Graces  to  himfelf. 
And  fear  no  Ravifhing  from  me.    Spa.  'Tis  yet 
His  own  Defire,  but  when  he  fees  your  Face, 
I  fear,  it  will  not  be    therefore  I  charge  you 
As  you  have  Pity,  ftop  thofe  tender  Ears 
From,  his  enchanting  Voice,  clofe  up  thofe  Eyes,' 
That -you  may  neither  catch  a  Dart  from  him. 
Nor  he  from  you  ;  I  charge*  you  as  you  hope 
To  live  in  Quiet  j  for  v/hen  I  am  dead. 
For  certain  I  will  walk  to  vifit  him 
If  he  break  Promife  with  me :  For  as  faft 
As  Oaths  without  a  formal  Ceremony, 
Can  make  me,  I  am  to  him,  

Pan.  Then  be  fearlefs ; 
(i8)  For  if  he  were  a  thing  'twixt  God  and  Man,  « 
I  could  gaze  on  him,  if  I  knew  it  Sin 
To  love  him,  without  Paffion  :  Dry  your  Eyes ; 
I  fwear,  you  fhall  enjoy  him  ftill  for  me, 
I  will  not  hinder  you  ;  but  I  perceive. 
You  are  not  what  you  feem ;  rife,  rife,  "Thaleftris^ 

(18)  For  if  he  ^joere  a  Thing  ''t^jjixt  God  and  Man, 
I  could  gaze  on  him ;  if  I  k^env  it  Sin 
To  lonje  him  without  Pajfion ;]  The  fatfe  Pointings  have  quite 
fpoircl  the  Senfe  of  this.  -  It  certainly  is  no  Sin  to  love  any  one  with- 
out Pafilon.  The  DiiFerence,  which  I  have  made  in  the  Punduation, 
feems  to  give  the  proper  Meaning  of  the  Poets.  /.  <r.  If  ftie  knew  it 
a  Sin  to  fall  in  Love  with  him,  let  him  beTever  fo  lovely,  fhe  could 
avoid  it.  The  Confidence,  v/ith  which  Aie  fpeaks  this,  is  extremely 
natural,  to  ftievv  how  little  we  know  our  own  Weaknefs :  For  Ihe 
foon  after  falls  in  Love  with  one,  whom  ihe  took  for  her  own  Brother. 

Mr.  Senjoard. 

If 
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If  your  right  Name  be  fo.    Spa,  Indeed,  it  is  not ; 

ii'paconia  is  my  Name  ;  but  I  defire 

Not  to  be  known  to  other.      Fan,  Why,  by  me 

You  fhall  not,  I  will  never  do  you  Wrong ; 

What  Good  I  can,  I  will :  Think  not  my  Birth 

Or  Education  fuch,  that  I  fliould  injure 

A  ftranger  Virgin ;  you  are  welcome  hither  ; 

In  Company  you  wilh  to  be  commanded. 

But  when  we  are  alone,  I  fhall  be  ready 

To  be  your  Servant.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  three  Men  and  a  Woman. 

1  Man,  Come,  come,  run,  run,  run. 

2  Man.  We  fhall  out-go  her. 

3  Man.  One  were  better  be  hang'd,  than  carry  out 
Women  fidling  to  thefe  Shews. 

Worn.  Is  the  King  hard  by  } 

1  Man.  You  heard,  he  with  the  Bottles  faid,  he  thought 
we  fliould  come  too  late :  What  abundance  of  People 
here  is? 

Worn.  But  what  had  he  in  thofe  Bottles  ? 
3  Man,  I  know  not. 

2  Man.  Why,  Ink,  goodman  Fool. 

3  Man.  Ink,  what  to  do? 

1  Man,  Why,  the  King,  look  you,  will  many  times 
call  for  thefe  Bottles,  and  break  his  Mind  to  his  Friends. 

Worn.  Let's  take  our  Places,  we  fhal  lhave  no  Room  elfe, 

2  Man.  The  Man  told  us  he  would  walk  o'  Foot  through 
the  People.       3  Man,  Ay,  marry,  did  he. 

1  Man,  Our  Shops  are  well  look'd  to  now. 

2  Man.  'Slife,  yonder's  my  Mafter,  I  think* 
I  Man.  No,  'tis  not  he. 

Enter  Philip  with  two  Citizens  Wives, 

1  Cit.  Lord,  how  fine  the  Fields  be,  what  fweet  Living 
*tis  in  the  Country ! 

2  Cit.  Ay,  poor  Souls,  God  help  'em ;  they  live  as 
contentedly  as  one  of  us. 

I  Cit,  My  Husband's  Coufin  would  have  had  me  gone 
into  the  Country  laft  Year  •,  wert  thou  ever  there  ? 

2  Cit. 
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1  GL  Ay,  poor  Souls,  I  was  amongft  'em  once. 

1  Cit.  And  what  kind  of  Creatures  are  they,  for  Love 
of  God? 

2  Cit,  Very  good  People,  God  help  'em. 

1  Cit.  Wilt  thou  go  down  with  me  this  Sumrher  when 
1  am  brought  to  Bed  ? 

2  Cit,  Alas,  it  is  no  Place  for  us. 

1  Cit,  Why,  pray  thee  ? 

2  Cit.  Why,  you  can  have  nothing  there,  there's  no 
body  cries  Brooms. 

1  Cit.  No? 

2  Cit.  No  truly,  nor  Milk. 

1  Cit.  Nor  Milk !  how  do  they  ? 

2  Cit.  They  are  fain  to  milk  themfelves  i'th'  Country. 

1  Cit.  Good  Lord !  but  the  People  there,  I  think,  will 
be  very  dutiful  to  one  of  us. 

2  Cit,  Ay,  God  knows,  will  they;  and  yet  they  do  not 
greatly  care  for  our  Husbands. 

I  Cit,  Do  they  not  ?  Alas !  Pgood  faith,  I  cannot  blame 
them:  For  we  do  not  greatly  care  for  them  ourfelves, 
Philip.,  1  pray,  chufe  us  a  Place. 

Phil,  There's  the  beft,  Forfooth. 

I  Cit,  By  your  Leave,  good  People,  a  little. 

3  Man,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Phil.  I  pray  you,  my  Friend,  do  not  thruft  my  Miftrefs 
fo,  fhe's  with  Child. 

(19)  2  Man.  Let  her  look  to  herfelf  then,  has  Ihenot  had 
Thrufting  enough  yet  ?  If  flie  flay  fhouldring  here,  llie 
may,  haps,  go  home  with  a  Cake  in  her  Belly. 

3  Man.  How  now,  goodman  Squitter-breech,  why  do 
you  lean  on  me  ? 

Phil.  Becaufe  I  will. 

{ I  g)  Let  her  look  to  herfelf  then,  has  fJje  not  had  {howing  enough ' 
yet?^  How  could  Ihe  have  fhonjoing  enough,  when  as  yet  fhe  had  feen 
nothing?  The  Woman,  as  we  find,  was  with  Child ;  and  the  Man, 
having  a  mind  to  be  rude  upon  the  Occafion,  fays,  has  Jhe'  not  had 
thrufting  enough?  For  fo  the  eldeft  ^arto  in  16 1 9  exhibits  it :  and 
Philip  fays  in  the  preceding  Speech,  do  not  thruft  my  Miftrefs  fo,  fhe's 
nvith  Child.  In  1676,  the  Players,  I  prefume,  had  chang'd  this 
Werd  to  fhoving  j  and  thence  came  the  Corruption  of  fho<wing. 


3  Man. 
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3  Man,  W  ill  you,  Sir  Sawce-box  ? 

I  Qt,  Look,  if  one  ha'  not  ftruck  Philip  \  come  hither, 
'Philip ;  why  did  he  llrike  thee  ? 

Phil.  For  leaning  on  him. 

I  Cit.  Why  didil  thou  lean  on  him  ? 

PhiL  I  did  not  think  he  would  have  ftruck  me/ 

I  Cit,  As  God  fave  me,  la,  thou'rt  as  wild  as  a  Buck; 
there's  no  Quarrel,  but  thou'rt  at  one  End  or  other  on't. 

3  Man,  It's  at*the  firft  End  then,  for  he'll  ne'er  ftay 
the  laft. 

I  Cit,  Well,  Slip-ftring,  I  lhall  meet  with  you. 

3  Man,  When  you  will. 

I  Cit,  rU  give  a  Crown  to  meet  with  you. 

3  Man,  At  a  Bawdy-houfe. 

I  Cit,  Ay,  you're  full  of  your  Roguery  but  if  I  do 
meet  you,  it  rfiall  coft  me  a  Fall. 

Flour ijlj.    Enter  one  running. 

4  Man,  The  King,  the  King,  the  King !  Now,  now, 
now,  now. 

Flourijh,  Enter  Arbaces,  Tigranes,  and  Mardonius. 

All.  God  prefer ve  your  Majefty ! 

Arb.  I  thank  you  all,  now  are  my  Joys  at  full. 
When  I  behold  you  fafe,  my  loving  Subjeds ; 
By  you  I  grow,  'tis  your  united  Love 
That  lifts  me  to  this  Height:  all  the  Account 
That  I  can  render  you  for  all  the  Love 
You've  beftowed  on  me,  all  your  Expences  to 
Maintain  my  W^ar,  is  but  a  little  Word, 
You  will  imagine  'tis  flender  Payment,  yet  'tis  fuch  a 
Word,  as  is  not  to  be  bought  but  with  your  Bloods,  'tis 
Peace. 

All,  God  prcferve  your  Majefty ! 

Arb,  Now  you  may  live  fecurely  i'your  Towns, 
Your  Children  round  about  you;  you  may  fit 
Under  your  Vines,  and  make  the  Miferies 
Of  other  Kingdoms  a  Difcourfe  for  you. 
And  lend  them  Sorrows ;  for  yourfelvcs,  you  may 
Safely  forget,  there  are  fuch  Things  as  Tears  j 

Vol.  I.  p  And 
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And  may  you  all,  whofe  good  Thoughts  I  have  gain'd. 
Hold  me  unwordiy,  when  I  think  my  Life 
A  Sacrifice  too  great  to  keep  you  thus 
In  fuch  a  calm  Eftate ! 

All.  God  Blefs  your  Majefty ! 

Arh.  See,  all  good  People,  I  have  brought  the  Man, 
Whofe  very  Name  you  fear'd,  a  Captive  home-. 
Behold  him,  'tis  'Tigranes-^  in  your  Hearts 
Sing  Songs  of  Gladnefs,  and  Deliveranqe. 

1  Cit.  Out  upon  him ! 

2  Cit.  How  he  looks. 

3  JVom.  Hang  him,  hang  him. 
Mar.  Thefe  are  fweet  People. 
Tigr.  Sir,  you  do  me  Wrong, 

To  render  me  a  fcorned  Spe6lacle 

To  common  People.    Arb.  It  was  far  from  mc 

To  mean  it  fo :  If  I  have  aught  deferv'd. 

My  loving  Subjeds,  let  me  beg  of  you. 

Not  to  revile  this  Prince,  (20)  in  whom  there  dwells 

All  Worth  of  which  the  Nature  of  a  Man 

Is  capable ;  Valour  beyond  Compare  ; 

The  Terror  of  his  Name  has  ftretch'd  itfelf 

Where-ever  there  is  Sun    and  yet  for  you 

I  fought  with  him  fingle,  and  won  him  too ; 

I  made  his  Valour  ftoop,  and  brought  that  Name 

Soar'd  to  fo  unbeliev'd  a  Height,  to  fall 

Beneath  mine :  this,  infpir'd  with  all  your  Loves, 

I  did  perform,  and  will,  for  your  Content, 

Be  ever  ready  for  a  greater  Work. 

All.  The  Lord  blefs  your  Majefty ! 

^igr.  So,  he  has  made  me  Amends  now  with  a  Speech 
in  Commendation  of  himfelf :  I  would  not  be  fo  vain- 
glorious. 

Arb.  If  there  be  any  thing  in  which  I  may 

^20)  in  Duhom  there  d^^.'oells 

All  Worth  of  nvhich  the  Name  of  Man 

//  capable. 1  As  I  have  adjufted  all  this  Speech  to  its  proper 
Metre,  a  Corruption  is  evident  in  the  Text  from  the  Defeat  of  the 
Verfification.  I  have  rellored  the  right  Reading,  from  the  Authority 
of  the  three -^^^r/o'a  in  1619,  1631,  and  1676. 
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Do  Good  to  any  Creature  here,  Ipeak  out ; 
For  I  muft  leave  you  :  And  it  troubles  me. 
That  my  Occafions  for  the  Good  of  you. 
Are  fuch  as  call  me  from  you :  elfe,  my  Joy 
Would  be  to  fpend  my  Days  among  you  all. 
You  fhew  your  Loves  in  thefe  large  Multitudes 
That  come  to  meet  me,  I  will  pray  for  you ; 
(21)  Heav'n  prolper  you,  that  you  may  know  old  Years, 
'  And  live  to  fee  your  Childrens  Children 
Sit  at  your  Boards  with  Plenty !  When  there  is 
A  Want  of  any  thing,  let  it  be  known 
To  me,  and  I  will  be  a  Father  to  you : 
God  keep  you  all! 

[  Flourijh.    Exeunt  Kings  and  their  f  rain. 
AIL  God  blefs  your  Majefty,  God  blefs  your  Majefty  1 

1  Man,  Come,  fhall  we  go  ?  All's  done. 

Worn.  Ay,  for  God's  fake,  I  have  not  made  a  Fire  yet. 

2  Man,  Away,  away,  all's  done. 

3  Man.  Content:  farewel,  Philip, 

1  Cit,  Away,  you  Halter-fack,  you. 

2  Man.  Philip  will  not  fight,  he's  afraid  on's  Face. 
PhiL  Ay,  marry ;  am  I  afraid  of  my  Face  ? 

3  Man.  Thou  wouldft  be,  Philip.,  if  thou  faw'ft  it  in  a 
Glafs  ;  it  looks  fo  like  a  Vifor. 

[ExeurJ  the  three  Men^  and  Woman! 
I  Cit,  You'll  be  hang'd.  Sirrah ;  Come,  Philip,,  walk 
before  us  homewards  ;  (22)  did  not  his  Majefty  fay  he  had 
brought  us  home  Peas  for  all  our  Money  ? 

2  Cit  : 

(21)  Hea<v*n  pro/per  yoUy  that  you  may  kno^v  old  Tears, 
And  linje  to  fee  your  Children'' s  Children  fit 

At  your  Boards  njoith  Plenty!']  As  the  Emphafis  at  the  Begin* 
ning  of  the  third  Verfe  is  manifeiliy  faulty,  fo  one  might  fufpe^t 
a  Syllable  had  flipt  out  at  Prefs ;  yet  1  do  not  take  that  to  be  the  Cafe. 
For  as  I  know  it  was  a  moft  frequent  Licence  in  the  Poets  of  that 
Age  to  extend  a  DilTyllable  in  Pronunciation  to  three  Syllables ;  I  do 
not  doubt  but  the  Poets  made  out  their  Verfification  by  that  Liberty, 
thus  : 

And  li^ve  to  fee  your  Childrens''  Chil-de-ren 
Sit  at  your  Boards  ivith  Plenty! 

(22)  Did  not  his  Maje/iy  fay,  he  had  brought  us  home  Peas  for  all 
9ur  Money  P]   This  ridiculous  Blunder  from  the  Ignorance  of  the  Ci- 

P  2  tizen 
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2  Cit.  Yes,  many,  did  he. 

1  Cit,  They're  the  firft  I  heard  of  this  Year,  by  my 
troth  ^  I  long'd  for  fome  of  'em :  Did  he  not  fay,  we 
fhould  have  fome  ? 

2  Cit,  Yes,  and  fo  we  fliall  anon,  I  warrant  you,  have 
every  one  a  Peck  brought  home  to  our  Houfes.  {Exeunt, 


ACT  III.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Arbaces,  and  Gobrias. 

Arb,  l\/r  Y  Sifter  take  it  ill  ? 

■iVl    G^i..  Not  very  ill; 
Something  unkindly  fhe  does  take  it,  Sir, 
To  have  her  Husband  chofen  to  her  Hands. 

Arb.  Why,  Gobrias.,  let  her ;  I  muft  have  her  know, 
My  Will,  and  not  her  own,  muft  govern  her  ; 
What,  win  flie  marry  with  fome  Slave  at  home  ? 

Gob,  O,  flie  is  far  from  any  Stubbornnefs, 
You  much  miftake  her,  and,  no  doubt,  will  like 
Where  you  would  have  her ;  but  when  you  behold  her. 
You  will  be  loth  to  part  with  fuch  a  Jewel, 

Arb.  To  part  with  her?  Why,  Gobrias,  art  thou  mad  ? 
She  is  my  Sifter.    Gob,  Sir,  I  know,  flie  is : 
But  it  were  pity  to  make  poor  our  Land, 
With  fuch  a  Beauty  to  enrich  another. 

Arb,  Pifti!  will  fhe  have  him  ? 

Gob.  I  do  hope,  flie  will  not ;  {AJide, 
I  think,  flie  will.  Sir.  ■  ■  ■ 

Arb.  Were  flie  my  Father,  and  my  Mother  too. 
And  all  the  Names  for  which  we  think  Folks  Friends, 
She  fliould  be  forc'd  to  have  him,  when  I  know 
'Tis  fit:  I  will  not  hear  her  fay,  flie's  loth. 

tizen  in  miftaking  Peace  for  Peas^  might  have  an  efFe£l  perhaps  (at 
leaft  of  Laughter)  on  the  grofs  Audiences  of  thofe  Times;  tho'  I 
queftion  whether  it  would  not  meet  with  a  Rebuke  from  the  nicer 
Taftes  in  ours. 

Gob, 
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Goh,  Heav'n  bring  my  Purpofe  luckily  to  pafs  ! 
You  know,  'tis  juft ;  fhe  will  not  need  Conftraint 
She  loves  you  fo.    Arh.  How  does  flie  love  me  ?  Speak. 

Gob.  She  loves  you  more  than  People  love  their  Health, 
That  live  by  Labour ;  more  than  I  could  love 
A  Man  that  died  for  me,  if  he  could  live 
Again.    Arb,  She  is  not  like  her  Mother  then. 

Gob,  O,  no,  when  you  were  in  Armenia., 
I  durfl  not  let  Iter  know  when  you  were  hurt : 
For  at  the  firft,  on  every  little  Scratch, 
She  kept  her  Chamber,  wept,  and  could  not  eat. 
Till  you  were  well ;  and  many  times  the  News 
Was  fo  long  coming,  that  before  we  heard 
She  was  as  near  her  Death,  as  you  your  Health. 

Arb,  Alas,  poor  Soul !  but  yet  ihe  muft  be  rul'd  ; 
I  know  not  how  I.  lhall  requite  her  well, 
I  long  to  fee  her;  have  you  fent  for  her. 
To  tell  her  I  am  ready  ?    Gob,  Sir,  I  have. 

Eyiter  i  Gentleman  and  Tigranes. 

I  Gent,  Sir,  here  is  the  Armenian  King. 
Arb,  He's  welcome. 

I  Gent,  And  the  Queen  Mother  and  the  Princefs  wait 
without. 

Arb,  Good  Gobrias.,  bring  'em  in.        [^Exit  Gobrias. 
Tigranes^  you  will  think  you  are  arriv'd 
In  a  ftrange  Land,  where  Mothers  caft  to  poifon 
Their  only  Sons  ;  think  you,  you  fhall  be  fafe  ? 

Tigr,  Too  fafe  I  am.  Sir. 

Enter  Gobrias,  Arane,  Panthea,  Spaconia,  Bacurius, 
Mardonius,  Befllis,  and  two  Gentlemen, 

(23)  Ara,  As  low  as  this  I  bow  to  you,  and  would 

As 

(23)  As  lonv  as  this  I  honv  to  you t  and  nuould 
As  lo<vj  as  is  my  Gra've^  to  Jhe-vj  a  Mind 
Thankful  for  all  your  Mercies. 
Arb.  O  fiand  upy 

And  let  me  kneel  j  the  Light  luill  be  ajhan^ d 
To  fee  Ohfernjance  done  to  me  hy  you.^  There  is  a  fine  Paf- 
fage,  upon  a  fimilar  Occaiion,  in  Sh  akespe  a  re's  Coriolanus ;  to 

P  3  which 
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As  low  as  is  my  Grave,  to  fhew  a  Mind 
Thankful  for  all  your  Mercies.    Arh.  O  ftand  up. 
And  let  me  kneel ;  the  Light  will  be  afliam'd 
To  fee  Obfervance  done  to  me  by  you. 

Ara.  You  are  my  King. 

Arh,  You  are  my  Mother,  rife ; 
As  far  be  all  your  Faults  from  your  own  Soul, 
As  from  my  Memory  \  then  you  fhall  be 
As  white  as  Innocence  herfelf.    Ara.  I  canie 
Only  to  fhew  my  Duty,  and  acknowledge 
My  Sorrows  for  my  Sins ;  longer  to  flay,  . 
Were  but  to  draw  Eyes  more  attentively 
Upon  my  Shame ;  that  Pow'r,  that  kept  you  fafe 
From  me,  preferv^e  you  Ml !    Arb,  Your  own  Defires 
Shall  be  your  Guide.  \Exit  Aranc 

Pan.  Now  let  me  die,  fince  I 
Have  feen  my  Lord  the  King  return  in  Safety. 
I  have  feen  all  the  Good  that  Life  can  fhew  me  j 
I've  ne'er  another  Wifh  for  Heav'n  to  grant, 
Nor  were  it  fit  I  fhould ;  for  I  am  bound 
To  fpend  my  Age  to  come,  in  giving  Thanks 
That  this  was  granted  me. 

Gob.  Why  does  not  your  Majefly  fpeak  ? 

Arb,  To  whom  ?    Gob.  To  the  Princefs, 

Pan.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  fearflil;  you  do  look 
On  me,  as  if  I  were  fome  loathed  Thing,  * 
That  you  were  finding  out  a  way  to  fliun. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  fhould  fpeak  to  her.    Arh,  Ha  ? 

Pan.  I  know,  I  am  unworthy,  yet  not  ill :  arm'd  with 

which  our  Authors  might  poffibly  have  an  Eye  : 
Vol.  O  fiandup  blefs'dt 

Whilji  <vjith  no  fofter  CuJJ:)ion  than  the  Flint 

J  kneel  before  thee ;  and  unprop^rl^ 

Shenv  Duty  as  mijiaken  all  the  wjhile 

Between  the  Child  and  Parent.  ^ 
Cor.  What  is  this? 

Tour  Knees  to  me?  to  your  correBed  Son? 

Then  let  the  Pebbles  on  the  hungry  Beach 

Fillop  the  Stars ;  then  let  the  Mutinous  Winds 

Strike  the  proud  Cedars  ''gainji  the  fiery  Sun  ; 

JAurth^'ring  ImpoJ/ibility,  to  make 

What  camot  be  flight  Work, 

which 
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which  Innocence  here  I  will  knee],  'till  I  am  one  with 
Earth,  but  I  will  gain  fome  Words  and  Kindnefs  from 
I  you. 

T'igr,  Will  you  fpeak.  Sir  ? 

Arh,  Speak,  am  I  what  I  was  ? 
What  art  thou,  that  doft  creep  into  my  Breafl, 
,  And  dar'ft  not  fee  my  Face  ?  lliew  forth  thyfelf : 
•(24)  I  feel  a  pair  of  fiery  Wings  difplay'd. 
Hither,  from  thence ;  you  fhall  not  tarry  there, 
Up,  and  be  gone,,  if  thdu  be'fl  Love,  be  gone  : 
Or  1  will  tear  thee  from  my  wounded  Breaft, 
Pull  thy  lov'd  Down  away,  (25)  and  with  a  Quill 
By  this  right  Arm  drawn  from  thy  w^anton  Wing, 
Write  to  thy  laughing  Mother  i'thy  Blood  ; 
That  you  are  Pow'rs  bely'd,  and  all  your  Darts 
Are  to  be  blown  away,  by  Men  refolv'd, 
Like  Dufh ;  I  know,  thou  fear'ft  my  Words,  away. 

"Tigr.  O  Mifery !  Why  fhould  he  be  fo  flow  ? 
There  can  no  Falfhood  come  of  loving  her ; 
Though  I  have  given  my  Faith,  fhe  is  a  Thing 
Both  to  be  lov'd  and  ferv'd  beyond  my  Faith : 
I  would,  he  would  prefent  me  to  her  quickly. 

Van.  Will  you  not  fpeak  at  all.?  Are  you  fo  far 
From  kind  Words  ?  Yet  to  fave  my  Modefty, 
That  muft  talk  till  you  anfwer,.  do  not  {land 
As  you  were  dumb,  fay  fomething,  though  it  be 
Poifon'd  with  Anger,  that  may  llrike  me  dead. 

Mar.  Have  you  no  Life  at  all  ?  For  Manhood  fake, 

(24)  I  feel  a  pair  of  fiery  Wings  difplay' d 

Hither^  from  hence :]  I  have  retriev'd  the  genuine  Reading 
here  by  the  Addition  of  a  fingle  Letter,  from  the  eldefl:  ^arto  in 
1619  ;  and  the  ingenious  Mr.  Sympfon  likewife  obferv'd  to  me,  that  it 
Ihould  be  fo ;  and  was  a  Speech  with  Adlion. 

(25)   .  A7id  vjith  thy  ^ill 

Dranvn  by  this  right  Arm  from  thy  wonted  Wingy 
Write  to  thy  laughing  Mother  in  thy  Blood;]  The  Alterations, 
made  here,  are  likewife  from  the  Authority  of  the  eldeft  ^arto's  ; 
and  Mr.  Sympfon^s  Sagacity  here  faw,  that  the  Changes,  which  are  fo 

cpnftrm'd,  were  abfolutely  necelTary.    Thy  laughing  Mother  ^ 

V enus  is  by  the  Poets,  both  Greek  and  Latine,  charaderiz'd  with  the 
Epithets  of  ^;Ac////t</jK,  and  ridens. 


Let 
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Let  her  not  kneel,  and  talk  negledled  thus  ; 
A  Tree  would  find  a  Tongue  to  anfwer  her. 
Did.  Ihe  but  give  it  fuch  a  lov'd  Refped. 

Arh.  You  mean  this  Lady:  Lift  her  from  the  Earth  ; 
Why  do  you  let  her  kneel  fo  long  ?  Alas, 
Madam,  your  Beauty  ufes  to  command, 
And  not  to  beg.    What  is  your  Suit  to  me  ? 
It  fhall  be  granted,  yet  the  Time  is  Ihort, 
And  my  Affairs  are  great  : 

But  Where's  my  Sifter  ?  I  bade,  flie  Ihould  be  brought. 
(26)  Mar.  What,  is  he  mad? 
Ar.  Gobrias^  where  is  fhe  ? 
Gob.  Sir. 

Arb.  Where  is  fhe,  Man  ? 
Gob,  Who,  Sir.? 

Arb.  Who,  haft  thou  forgot  my  Sifter .? 
Gob.  Your  Sifter,  Sir .? 

Arb.  Your  Sifter,  Sir .?  Some  one  that  hath  a  Wit, 
Anfwer,  where  is  ftie  ? 

Gob.  Do  you  not  fee  her  there .? 

Jrk  Where? 

Gob,  There. 

Arh.  There,  where  ? . 

Mar,  S'light,  there,  are  you  blind  ? 

Arb.  Which  do  you  mean,  that  little  one  ? 

Gob.  No,  Sir. 

Arb.  No,  Sir  ?  Why,  do  you  mock  me  ?  I  can  fee' 
No  other  here,  but  that  petitioning  Lady. 
Gob.  That's  fhe. 
Arb.  Away. 
Gob.  Sir,  it  is  fhe. 
Arb.  'Tis  falfe. 
Gob.  Is  it? 

jlrb.  As  Hells  by  Heav'n,  as  falfe  as  HelU 

(26)  What  is  fhe  mad?"]  There  is  no  Reafon  to  ask  this  with  re- 
gard to  the  Princefs ;  fhe  had  given  no  Symptoms  of  any  thing  like 
Madnefs,  which  the  King  had ;  and  concerning  him  is  the  Queflion 
^k'd.  Mr.  Senvard. 

The  Change  is  authorized  by  the  ^arto  in  161 9,  and  the  Folic  in 
1679. 

My 
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My  Sifter   Is  flie  dead  ?  If  it  be  fo. 

Speak  boldly  to  me  ?  for  I  am  a  Man, 

And  dare  not  quarrel  with  Divinity  ; 

And  do  not  think  to  cozen  me  with  this : 

I  fee,  you  all  are  mute  and  ftand  amaz'd. 

Fearful  to  anfwer  me;  (27)  it  is  too  true, 

A  decreed  Inftant  cuts  olF  ev'ry  Life, 

For  which  to  mourn,  is  to  repine  •,  fhe  dy'd 

A  Virgin  though,  more  innocent  than  Sleep ; 

As  clear  as  her  own  Eyes ;  and  BlefTednefs 

Eternal  waits  upon  her  where  fhe  is  : 

I  know,  flie  could  not  make  a  Wifh  to  change 

Her  State  for  new,  and  you  fhall  fee  me  bear 

My  Croffes  like  a  Man ;  we  all  muft  die. 

And  fhe  hath  taught  us  how.    Gob,  Do  not  miftake. 

And  vex  yourfelf  for  nothing ;  for  her  Death 

Is  a  long  Life  off  yet,  I  hope :  ^Tis  fhe. 

And  if  my  Speech  deferve  not  Faith,  lay  Death 

Upon  me,  and  my  lateft  Word^  fhall  force 

A  Credit  from  you.    Arh,  Which,  goo<X  Gohrias? 

That  Lad^,  doft  thou  mean?    Gob.  That  Lady,  Sir, 

She  is  your  Sifter,  and  fhe  is  your  Sifter 

That  loves  you  fo,  'tis  fhe  for  whom  I  weep. 

To  fee  you  ufe  her  thus.    Jrb,  It  cannot  be. 

Tigr,  Pifh !  this  is  tedious, 
I  cannot  hold,  I  muft  prefent  myfelf. 
And  yet  the  Sight  of  my  Spaconia 

(27)  ■  //  is  too  true, 

A  decreed  Injlant  cuts  off  e^v'ry  Life, 

For  nvhich  to  mourn  is  to  repine  ;  Jhe  died 

A  Virgin^  though  more  innocent  than  Sheep,]  The  King  has 
been  mourning  for  his  Sifter's  fuppol'ed  Death ;  and  then  immediately 
comforts  himfelf  up,  that  ftie  died  a  Virgin.  But  this  Paffage  has 
long  labour'd  under  a  wrong  Reading,  a  wrong  Pointing,  and,  thence 
confequently,  an  abfurd  Reafoning.  If  Ihe  were  more  innocent  than 
a  Sheep,  might  ftie  not  therefore  die  a  Virgin  ?  But  how  low  and 
ridicutous  is  it  in  a  Prince  to  compare  the  Innocence  of  a  fine  young 
Lady,  his  beloved  Sifter,  to  that  of  a  Sheep?  I  have  cured  the  Point- 
ing ;  and  retriev'd  the  genuine  Reading,  by  the  Aid  of  the  old  ^arto 
in  1619, 


Touches 
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Touches  me,  as  a  fudden  Thunder-dap 
Does  one  that  is  about  to  fin.    Arh.  Away, 
No  more  of  this ;  here  I  pronounce  him  Traitor, 
The  diredl  Plotter  of  my  Death,  that  names 
Or  thinks  her  for  my  Sifter  ;  'tis  a  Lye, 
The  moft  malicious  of  the  World,  invented 
To  mad  your  King ;  he  that  will  fay  fo  next. 
Let  him  draw  out  his  Sword  and  fheath  it  here, 
It  is  a  Sin  fully  as  pardonable  : 
She  is  no  Kin  to  me,  nor  fliall  flie  be ; 
If  flie  were  ever,  I  create  her  none : 
And  which  of  you  can  queftion  this  ?  my  Pow'r 
Is  like  the  Sea,  that  is  to  be  obey'd. 
And  not  difputed  with :  \  have  decreed  her 
As  far  from  having  part  of  Blood  with  me. 
As  the  nak'd  India?is\  come  and  anfwer  me, 
He  that  is  boldeft  now;  is  that  my  Sifter  ? 
Mar,  O,  this  is  fine. 

Bej\  No,  marry,  fhe  not,  an't  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
I  never  thought  fhe  was,  Ihe's  nothing  like  you. 

Arh,  No,  'tis. true,  fhe  is  not. 

Mar.  Thou  fhou'dft  be  hang'd. 

Tan,  Sir,  I  will  fpeak  but  once ;  by  the  fame  Pow'r 
You  make  my  Blood  a  Stranger  unto  yours. 
You  may  command  me  dead ;  and  fo  much  Love 
A  Stranger  may  importune  ;  pray  you,  do ; 
If  this  Requeft  appear  too  much  to  grant. 
Adopt  me  of  fome  other  Family, 
By  your  unqueftion'd  Word*;  elfe  I  fhall  live 
Like  finful  IfTues  that  are  left  in  Streets 
By  their  regardlefs  Mothers,  and  no  Name 
Will  be  found  for  me. 

Arh,  I  will  hear  no  more. 
Why  ftiould  there  be  fuch  Mufick  in  a  Voice, 
And  Sin  for  me  to  hear  it  ?  All  the  World 
May  take  Delight  in  this ;  (28)  yet  'tis  Damnation 

For 


(28)  — ■■  and  '//j  Damnation 

For  me  to  do  fo ;]  To  make  Senfc  and  true  Rcafoning,  the  Con- 

jundlion 
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For  me  to  do  fo :  You  are  fair,  and  wife, 

And  virtuous,  I  think ;  and  he  is  bleft,  . 

That  is  fo  near  you  as  a  Brother  is ; 

But  you  are  nought  to  me  but  a  Difeafe  ; 

Continual  Torment  without  Hope  of  Eafe ; 

Such  an  ungodly  Sicknefs  I  have  got, 

That  he,  that  undertakes  my  Cure,  muft  firft 

O'erthrow  Divinity,  all  moral  Laws, 

And  leave  Mankind  as  unconfin'd  as  Beafts ; 

Allowing  'em  to  do  all  Adions 

As  freely,  as  they  drink  when  they  defire, 

Let  me  not  hear  you  Ipeak  again  •,  yet  fo 

I  fhall  but  languifh  for  the  Want  of  that. 

The  having  which  would  kill  me :  No  Man  here 

Offer  to  fpeak  for  her  y  for  I  confider 

As  much  as  you  can  fay   I  will  not  toil 

My  Body  and  my  Mind  too,  reft  thou  there, 

Here's  one  within  will  labour  for  you  both. 

Pan.  I  would,  I  were  paft  fpeaking. 

Gol^,  Fear  not.  Madam, 
The  King  will  alter,  'tis  fome  fudden  Rage, 
And  you  lhall  fee  it  end  fome  other  way. 

Pan.  Pray  Heav'n  it  do! 

Tig.  Though  Ihe,  to  whom  I  fwore,  be  here,  I  cannot 
Stifle  my  Paffion  longer ;  if  my  Father, 
Should  rife  again  difquieted  with  this. 
And  charge  me  to  forbear,  yet  it  would  out. 
Madam,  a  Stranger,  and  a  Pris'ner  begs 
To  be  bid  welcome.    Pan.  You  are  welcome,  Sir, 
I  think  ;  but  if  you  be  not,  'tis  paft  me 
To  make  you  fo :  For  I  am  here  a  Stranger 
Greater  than  you ;  we  know  from  whence  you  come; 
But  I  appear  a  loft  Thing,  and  by  whom 
Is  yet  uncertain,  found  here  i'the  Court, 
And  only  fuffer'd  to  walk  up  and  down, 

jundion  and  muft  be  changed  into  the  difcretive  Particle  j^/.  The 
King  means,  all  the  World,  befides  himfelf,  may  take  Delight  in 
the  Mufick  of  her  Tongue ;  but  it  would  be  Damnation  in  him  to 
do  fo. 
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As  one  not  worth  the  owning.    Spa,  O,  I  fear 

digrams  will  be  caught,  he  looks,  methinks. 

As  he  would  change  his  Eyes  with  her ;  fome  Help 

There  is  above  for  me,  I  hope. 

'Jigr.  Why  do  you  turn  away,  and  weep  fo  faft. 
And  utter  Tilings  that  mif  become  your  Looks, 
Can  you  wqnt  owning  ?    Spa.  O,  'tis  certain  fo. 

^igr.  Acknowledge  yourfelf  mine. 

Arh,  How  now  ?    Tigr,  And  then 
See  if  you  want  an  Owner.    Arb.  They  are  talking, 

^igr.  Nations  fhall  own  you  for  their  Queen. 

Arh.  digrams ^  art  not  thou  my  Prifoner? 

^igr,  I  am; 

Arh,  And  who  is  this  ? 

^igr.  She  is  your  Sifcer.    Arh.  She  is  fo. 

Mar.  Is  fhe  fo  again  ?  that's  well.    Arh,  And  then 
How  dare  you  offer  to  change  Words  with  her  ? 

^igr.  Dare  do  it !  Why?  You  brought  me  hither.  Sir, 
To  that  Intent.    Arh.  Perhaps,  I  told  you  fo  ; 
If  I  had  fworn  it,  had  you  fo  much  Folly 
To  credit  it  ?  The  leafl:  Word,  that  fhe  fpeaks. 
Is  worth  a  Life  •,  rule  your  diforder'd  Tongue, 
Or  I  will  temper  it.    Spa.  Bleft  be  that  Breath  \ 

Tigr.  Temper  my  Tongue!  —  Such  Incivilities 
As  thefe  no  barbarous  People  ever  knew : 
You  break  the  Laws  of  Nature,  and  of  Nations ; 
You  talk  to  me  as  if  I  were  a  Prifoner 
For  Theft :  My  Tongue  be  temper'd?  I  muft  fpeak. 
If  Thunder  check  me,  and  I  will.    Arh,  You  will  ? 

Spa.  Alas,  my  Fortune ! 

Tygr.  Do  not  fear  his  Frown, 
Dear  Madam,  hear  me. 

Arh,  Fear  not  my  Frown  ?  But  that 'twere  bafe  in  me 
To  fight  with  one,  I  know  I  can  o'ercome. 
Again  thou  fhouldil  be  conquer'd  by  me.  J 

Mar.  He  has  one  Ranfom  with  him  already ;  methinks J 
'Twere  good  to  fight  double,  or  quit. 

Arh.  Away  with  him  to  Prifon :  Now,  Sir,  fee 
If  my  Frowns  be  rcgardlefs ;  Why  delay  you  ? 
Seize  him,  Bacurius  \  you  ihall  know  my  Word 

Sweeps , 
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Sweeps  like  a  Wind;  and  all,  it  grapples  with, 
Are  as  the  Chaff  before  it.      5%r.  Touch  me  not. 
Jrk  Help  there.      Tigr,  Away. 

1  Genl.  It  is  in  vain  to  ftriiggle. 

2  GeTiL  You  muft  be  forc'd. 
Bac,  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us, 

We  muft  obey.     Jrk  Why  do  you  dally  there  ? 
Drag  him  away  by  any  thing.    Bac.  Come,  Sir. 

Juftice,  thou  ought'ft  to  give  me  Strength  enough 
To  ftiake  all  thefe  off;  (29)  this  is  Tyranny, 
Jrbacer^  fubtler  than  the  burning  Bull's  ; 
(30)  Or  that  fam'd  Tyrant's  Bed.  Thou  mightft  as  well 

(  29)  — —  this  is  Tyranny, 

Arbaces,  fubtler  than  the  burning  Bulls;]  What  hurning 
Bulls  the  Editors  had  in  their  Heads,  I  am  unacquainted  with.  Jafon^ 
I  know,  towards  obtaining  the  golden  Fhece,  was  obliged  to  combat 
with  brazen-footed  Bulls,  that  breathM  Fire  from  their  Noftrils.  But 
thefe  were  only  feme  of  the  Guardians  of  the  Fleece ;  and  how  is 
any  Tyranny  concern'd  in  this  ?  The  Allufion  is  to  the  Tyranny  of 
Phalarist  who  inclofed  the  Wretches,  that  had  offended  him,  in  a 
Bull  of  Brafs,  and  burn'd  them  alive ;  being  delighted  to  hear  their 
Groans  exprefs  the  bellowing  of  a  Bull.  This  was,  indeed,  Tyranny. 
One  Perillusy  we  are  told,  made  this  Savage  Prefent  to  Phalaris  ; 
and  the  Tyrant  made  the  firft  Experiment  upon  him  of  his  own  cruel 
Ingenuity  :  Upon  which,  Ovid  has  very  properly  obfervM, 
■■  —  Nec  Lex  eft  juftior  ulla, 
^am  necis  Artifices  Arte  perire  fua. 

•*  There  is  no  more  equal  Juftice,  than  that  the  Artificers  of  Mif- 
**  chief  fhould  fufFer  by  their  own  bad  Arts." 

{30)  Or  thatfamU  Titan'j  Bed^  Here  the  Editors  (from  the  Folit 
Edition  of  1679,  downwards)  have  foifted  in  another  fham  Fable. 
What  fam'd  Titan's  Bed  was  this?  The  Titans  took  up  Arms  againft 
Jupiter,  with  Intent  to  dethrone  him ;  and,  being  vanquifh*d,  were 
thrown  into  fubterranean  Volcanoes,  and  overwhelmM  with  Moun- 
tains. But  where,  again,  was  the  Tyranny  of  this  ?  They  rebeird 
againfl  a  rightful!  Prince,  and  were  juftly  punilh'd.  The  ^art9 
Edition  of  1628,  gives  it  us  thus ; 

Or  that  fam'd  Tyrant'/  Bed.  

And  this  is  the  true  Reading.  The  Poets  allude  to  the  Bed  of  the 
inhumane  Procruftes,  an  infamous  Robber  of  Attica,  who  compeird 
all  his  Prifoners  to  lie  in  it ;  and,  if  they  were  too  fhort,  he  by  Racks 
ilretch*d  out  their  Limbs  to  the  Extent  of  it ;  if  they  were  of  too  tall 
a  Stature,  he  loppM  off  their  Feet,  and  reduced  them  to  a  Length 
fui table  to  his  Bed.  Both  Mr.  Senvard  and  Mr.  Sympfon  fagacioufly 
faw,  that  Tyrant  was  the  Word  of  our  Authors, 

Search 
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Search  i'  the  deep  of  Winter  through  the  Snow 

For  half-ftarv'd  People,  to  bring  home  with  thee. 

To  lliew  ^em  Fire  and  fend  'em  back  again, 

As  ufe  me  thus. 

Arh,  Let  him  be  clofe,  Bacurius,  [Exe.  Tigr.  and  Bac, 
Spa.  I  ne'er  rejoic'd  at'any  111  to  him, 

But  this  Imprifonment :  What  fliall  become 

Of  me  forfaken  ?     Goi^,  You  will  not  let  your  Sifter 

Depart  thus  difcontented  from  you,  Sir? 

Jrk  By  no  means,  Gobrias^  I  have  done  her  Wrong, 

And  made  myfelf  believe  much  of  myfelf. 

That  is  not  in  me  :  You  did  kneel  to  me, 

Whilft  I  ftood  ftubborn  and  regardlefs  by. 

And,  like  a  God  incenfed,  gave  no  Ear 

To  all  your  Prayers :  Behold,  I  kneel  to  you. 

Shew  a  Contempt  as  large  as  was  my  own. 

And  I  will  fuffer  it  •,  yet  at  the  laft 

Forgive  me. 

Pan.  O  you  wrong  me  more  in  this. 

Than  in  your  Rage  you  did :  You  mock  me  now. 
Arb.  Never  forgive  me  then,  which  is  the  worft 

Can  happen  to  me.     Pan.  If  you  be  in  Earneft, 

Stand  up  and  give  me  but  a  gende  Look, 

And  two  kind  Words,  and  I  fhall  be  in  Heav'n. 

Jrh.  Rife  you  then  too ;  here  I  acknowledge  thee 
My  Hope,  the  only  Jewel  of  my  Life, 
The  beft  of  Sifters,  dearer  than  my  Breath, 
A  Happinefs  as  high  as  I  could  think ; 
And  when  my  Adtions  call  thee  otherwife. 
Perdition  light  upon  me !     Pan.  This  is  better 
Than  if  you  had  not  frown'd,  it  comes  to  me. 
Like  Mercy  at  the  Block,  and  when  I  leave 
To  ferve  you  with  my  Life,  your  Curfe  be  with  me ! 

Arh.  Then  thus  I  do  falute  thee,  and  again. 
To  make  this  Knot  the  ftronger  ;  Paradife 
Is  there :  It  may  be,  you  are  yet  in  Doubt, 
This  third  Kifs  blots  it  out  —  I  wade  in  Sin, 
And  fooHftily  intice  myfelf  along  ; 
Take  her  away,  fee  her  a  Prifoner 
In  her  own  Chamber  clofely,  Gobrias. 

■  Pan, 
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Pan.  Alas,  Sir,  why  ? 

Arb,  I  mull  not  flay  the  Anfwer, 
Do  it.    Gob.  Good  Sir !    Arb.  No  more,  do  it,  I  fay. 

Mar.  This  is  better  and  better.  — — 

Fan.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

Arb.  I  will  not  hear  you  fpeak. 
Away  with  her,  let  no  Man  think  to  Ipeak 
For  fuch  a  Creature;  (31)  for  fhe  is  a  Witch, 
A  Poifoner,  and  a  Traitor. 

Gob.  Madam,  this  Office  grieves  me. 

Fan.  Nay,  it  is  well ;  the  King  is  pleafed  with  it. 

Arb.  Be  Jus  ^  go  you  along  too  with  her  ;  I  will  prove 
All  this  that  I  have  faid,  if  I  may  live 
So  long    but  I  am  defperately  fick. 
For  Hie  has  given  me  Poifon  in  a  Kifs  ; 
She  had  it  'twixt  her  Lips,  and  with  her  Eyes  . 
She  witches  People :  Go,  without  a  Word. 

[Exeunt  Gob.  Pan.  Bef  and  SpaconiaJ 
Why  fhould  you,  that  have  made  me  ftand  in  War 
Like  Fate  itfelf,  cutting  what  Threads  I  pleas'd. 
Decree  fuch  an  unworthy  End  of  me. 
And  all  my  Glories  ^  What  am  I,  alas. 
That  you  oppofe  me  ?  If  my  fecret  Thoughts 
Have  ever  harbour' d  Swellings  againft  you. 
They  could  not  hurt  you  ;  and  it  is  in  you 
To  give  me  Sorrow,  that  will  render  me 
Apt  to  receive  your  Mercy ;  rather  fo. 
Let  it  be  rather  fo,  than  punifli  me 
With  fuch  Unmanly  Sins :  (32)  Inceft  is  in  mc  . 

Dwelling 

(3 1 )   '  for  fie  is  a  Witch, 

A  Prifoner  and  a  traitor.']  Here  is  a  Blunder  of  the  Copy- 
ifts ;  who,  feeing  in  the  Line  above  Orders  given  to  take  Panthea 
away,  had  foifted  in  this  Leition  upon  us :  But  Poifoner  is  the  Word 
that  the  Poets  gave  her.    So,  in  a  few  Lines  below; 
Sh*  as  gi^ en  me  Volion  in  a  Kifs y 

She  had  it  ''t-ivixf  her  Lips.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

And  the  Conjedure  is  confirmM  by  tlve  Carta's  in  1619,  163 
and  1676. 

(32)  Inceji  is  in  me 

Dwelling  already^  and  it  mufl  he  holy 

T:hat  pulls  it  thence,\  The  Obfcurity  of  this  PalTage  puzzled 
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Dwelling  already  ;  and  it  muft  be  holy. 
That  pulls  it  thence;  where  art,  Mardonius? 
Mar,  Here,  Sir. 

Arh,  I  pray  thee,  bear  me,  if  thou  canfl:  j 
Am  I  not  grown  a  ftrange  Weight  ? 
Mar,  As  you  were. 
Arh,  No  heavier  ? 

Mar,  No,  Sir.    Arh,  Why,  my  Legs 
Refufe  to  bear  my  Body ;  O  Mardonius^ 
Thou  haft  in  Field  beheld  me,  when  thou  know'ft  v 
I  could  have  gone,  though  I  could  never  run. 

Mar,  And  fo  I  fhall  again.    Arh.  O,  no,  'tis  paft". 

Mar,  Pray  you  go  reft  yourfelf. 

Arh,  Wilt  thou  hereafter  when  they  talk  of  me. 
As  thou  Hialt  hear  nothing  but  Infamy, 
Remember  fome  of  thofe  Things 

Mar,  Yes,  I  will. 

Arh,  I  pray  thee,  do :  For  thou  ftialt  never  fee  me  fo 
again. 

Mar,  I  warrant  you.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Beftus  alone, 

Bef.  They  talk  of  Fame,  I  have  gotten  it  in  the  Wars, 
and  will  afford  any  Man  a  reafonable  Penny-worth : 
Some  will  fay,  they  could  be  content  to  have  it,  but  that 
it  is  to  be  atchiev'd  with  Danger  but  my  Opinion  is 
otherwife  :  For  if  I  might  ftand  ftill  in  Cannon-proof, 
and  have  Fam.e  fall  upon  me,  I  would  refufe  it :  My 
Reputation  came  principally  by  thinking  to  run  away, 
which  no  Body  knows  but  Mardonius^  and,  I  think,  he 
conceals  it  to  anger  me.  Before  I  went  to  the  Wars,  I 
came  to  the  Town  a  young  Fellow,  without  Means  or 
Parts  to  deferve  Friends ;  and  my  empty  Guts  perfuaded 
me  to  lye,  and  abufe  People,  for  my  Meat ;  which  I 
did,  and  they  beat  me :  Then  would  I  faft  two  Days, 

jne  a  great  while ;  but  by  pondering  often  over  it,  I  think,  I  have 
traced  the  Intention  of  the  Poets.  The  King  would  fay,  that  Incelt 
has  already  taken  up  its  Refidence  in  him  ;  and  is  a  Sin  of  fo  horrid 
a  Dye,  that  nothing  but  the  Afliftance  of  the  Holy  Powers  can  ex- 
pell  it. 

till 
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till  my  Hunger  cry'd  out  on  me,  Rail  ftill ;  then,  me- 
thougiir,  I  had  a  monftrous  Stomach  to  abufc  'em  again, 
and  did  it.  In  this  State  I  continu'd  till  they  hung  me 
up  by  th'  Heels,  and  beat  me  wi'  Hafle-Sticks  as  if 
they  would  have  baked  me,  and  have  cozen'd  fome  Body 
wi'  me  for  Venifon:  After  this  I  rail'd,  and  eat  quietly: 
For  the  whole  Kingdom  took  Notice  of  me  for  a  baffled 
whip'd  Fellow,  and  what  I  faid  was  remembred  in  Mirth 
but  never  in  Anger,  of  which  I  was  glad  I  would,  it 
were  at  that  Pafs  again  !  After  this,  Fleav'n  calls  an 
Aunt  of  mine,  that  left  two  Hundred  Pounds  in  a 
Coufin's  Hand  for  me,  who,  taking  me  to  be  a  gallant 
young  Spirit,  raifed  a  Company  for  me  with  the  Money, 
and  fent  me  into  Armenia  with  'em :  Away  I  would  have 
run  from  them,  but  that  I  could  get  no  Company,  and 
alone  I  durft  not  run.  I  was  never  at  Battel  but  once, 
and  there  I  was  running,  but  Mardonhis  cudgel'd  me ; 
yet  I  got  loofe  at  lafl,  but  was  fo  afraid,  that  I  faw  no 
more  than  my  Shoulders  do ;  but  fled  with  my  whole 
Company  amongll  mine  Enemies,  and  overthrew  'em  : 
Now  the  Report  of  my  Valour  is  come  over  before  me, 
and,  they  fay,  I  was  a  raw  young  Fellow,  but  now  I  am 
improv'd  a  Plague  on  their  Eloquence !  'twill  coft  me 
many  a  Beating  j  and  Mardonius  might  help  this  too,  if 
he  would  ;  for  now  they  think  to  get  Honour  on  me, 
(33)  and  all  the  Men  I  have  abus'd  call  me  frefhly 
to  Account,  (worthily,  as  they  call  it)  by  the  way  of 
Challenge. 

.  Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent,  Good-morrow,  Captain  BeJJus, 
Bef,  Good-morrow,  Sir. 
Gent.  I  come  to  Ipcak  with  you. 
Bef,  You're  very  welcome. 

Gent.  From  one  that  holds  himfelf  wrong'd  by  you 
fome  three  Years  fince :  Your  Worth,  he  fays,  is  fam'd, 

(33)  anJ  all  the  Men  I  ha<ve  abus'd  call  me  freely  nvorthily^ 
4is  they  call  it  by  the  ivay  of  Challetjge I  have  retriev'd  two  Words 
from  the  old  ^arto  j  and  by  regulating  the  Pointing,  and  the  Ad- 
dition of  a  Parenthejisy  have  cured  this  FalTage  of  its  Obf'curity. 

Vol.  I,  and 
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and  he  doth  nothing  doubt  but  you  will  do  him  Right, 
as  befeems  a  Soldier. 

Bef,  A  Pox  on  'em,  fo  they  cry  all ! 

Gent.  And  a  flight  Note  I  have  about  me  for  you,  for 
the  Delivery  of  which  you  muft  excufe  me;  it  is  an 
Office  that  Friendfliip  calls  upon  me  to  do,  and  no  way 
offcnfive  to  you  ;  fince  I  defire  but  Right  on  both  Sides. 

Bef,  'Tis  a  Challenge,  Sir,  is  it  not  ? 

Gent,  'Tis  an  Inviting  to  the  Field. 

Bef.  An  Inviting?  O  Sir,  your  Mercy  ;  what  a  Com- 
plement he  delivers  it  with  ?  He  might  as  agreeable  to 
my  Nature  prefent  me  Poifon  with  fuch  a  Speech :  Um, 
um,  um,  Reputation^  um,  um,  um,  call  you  to  Account^ 
um,  um,  um^  forc^ d to  this^  um,  um,  um,  with  my  Sword^ 
um,  um,  um,  like  a  Gentleman^  um,  um,  um,  dear  to 
me^  um,  um,  um.  Satisfaction:  'Tis  very  well.  Sir,  I  do 
accept  it,  but  he  muft  await  an  Anfwer  this  thirteen 
Weeks. 

Gent,  Why,  Sir,  he  would  be  glad  to  wipe  off  his  Stain 
as  foon  as  he  could. 

Bef.  Sir,  upon  my  Credit  I  am  already  ingag'd  to  two 
Hundred  and  twelve,  all  which  muft  have  their  Stains 
wip'd  off,  if  that  be  the  Word,  before  him. 

Gent.  Sir,  if  you  be  truly  ingag'd  but  to  one,  he  flialf 
ftay  a  competent  Time. 

Bef.  Upon  my  Faith,  Sir,  to  two  Hundred  and  twelve, 
and  I  have  a  fpent  Body,  too  much  bruis'd  in  Battel ;  fo 
that  I  cannot  fight,  I  muft  be  plain,  above  three  Com- 
bats a  Day:  All  the  Kindnefs  1  can  ftiew  him,  is  to  fet 
him  refolvcdly  in  my  Roll,  the  two  Hundred  and  thir- 
teenth Man,  which  I  is  fomething;  for,  I  tell  you,  I  think 
there  will  be  more  dfter  him,  than  before  him,  I  think  fo  j 
pray  you,  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him  this. 

Gent.  I  will  Sir,  Good-morrow  to  you. 

{Exit  Gentleman. 

Bef.  Good-morrow,  good  Sir.  Certainly,  my  fafeft 
way  were  to  print  myfelf  a  Coward,  with  a  Diicovery 
how  I  came  by  my  Credit,  and  clap  it  upon  every  Poft ; 
I  have  received  above  thirty  Challenges  within  this  two 
Hours ;  marry,  all  but  the  firft  I  put  oiF  with  Engage- 
ment; 
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ment ;  and,  by  good  Fortune,  the  firft  is  no  madder  of 
Fighting  than  !,  fo  that  that's  referred,  the  Place  where 
it  miift  be  ended  is  four  Days  Journey  off,  and  our  Ar- 
bitrators are  thefe :  He  has  chofen  a  Gentleman  in  Travel, 
and  I  have  a  Ipecial  Friend  with  a  quartain  Ague,  like  to 
hold  him  this  five  Years,  for  mine :  And  when  his  Man 
comes  home,  we  are  to  expe6i:  my  Friend's  Health :  (34) 
If  they  would  fend  me  Challenges  thus  thick,  as  long  as 
I  liv'd,  I  would  have  no  other  J_.iving;  I  can  make 
feven  Shillings  a  Day  o'  th'  Paper  to  the  Grocers :  Yet  I 
learn  nothing  by  all  thefe  but  a  little  Skill  in  comparing 
of  Stiles.  I  do  find  evidently,  that  there  is  fome  one 
Scrivener  in  this  Town,  that  has  a  great  Hand  in  writing 
of  Challenges,  for  they  are  all  of  a  Cut,  and  fix  of  'em 
in  a  Hand ;  and  they  all  end,  my  Reputation  is  dear  ta 
mey  and  I  muft  require  Satisfaulion,  Who's  there  ?  More 
Paper,  I  hope  \  no,  'tis  my  Lord  Bacurius ;  I  fear,  all 
is  not  well  betwixt  us. 

Enter  Bacurius. 

Bac.  Now,  Captain  Bejfus^  I  come  about  a  frivolous 
Matter,  caus'd  by  as  idle  a  Report:  You  know,  you 
were  a  Coward. 

Bef,  Very  rights 

Bac,  And  wrong'd  me. 

Bef,  True,  my  Lord. 

Bac,  But  now  People  will  call  you  Valiant,  defertlefly, 
I  think ;  yet  for  their  Satisfadion,  I  will  have  you  fight 
with  me. 

Bef.  O  my  good  Lord,  my  deep  Engagements  «• 

Bac,  Tell  not  me  of  your  Engagements,  Captain  Bejfus^ 
it  is  not  to  be  put  off  with  an  Excufe :  For  my  own 
Part,  I  am  none  of  the  Multitude  that  believe  your  Con- 
verfion  from  Coward. 

(34)  if  they  nvould  find  me  Challenges  thus  thick,  as  long  as  I  li'v'df 
luoould  ha've  no  other  Li'ving ;]  I  have  fubllituted  the  Word  of  the 
cldeft  ^arto,  which  is  certainly  the  true  Reading :  If  they  would 
continue  to  fend  him  fo  many  Letters  of  Challenge,  he  could  fup- 
ply  all  his  Neceffities  by  the  Money,  that  the  Grocers  would  give 
him  for  the  Paper. 

0^2  Bef 
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Bef.  My  Lord,  I  feek  no  Quarrels,  and  this  belongs 
not  to  me,  I  am  not  to  maintain  it. 
Bac,  Who  then,  pray  ? 

Bef.  Bejfusy  the  Coward,  wrong'd  you.    Bac.  Right. 

Bef.  And  fliall  Bejfuj  the  Valiant  maintain  what  Bejfus 
the  Coward  did  ? 

Bac.  I  pray  thee,  leave  thefe  cheating  Tricks  I  fwear, 
thou  fhalt  fight  with  me,  or  thou  fhalt  be  beaten  extream- 
ly,  and  kick'd.  , 

Bef  Since  you  provoke  me  thus  far,  my  Lord,  I  will 
■fight  with  you ;  and,  by  my  Sv/ord,  it  lliallcofl  me  twenty 
Pounds,  but  I  will  have  my  Leg  well  a  Week  fooner 
purpofely. 

Bac.  Your  Leg  ^  Why,  what  ails  your  Leg  ?  I'll  do  a 
Cure  on  you.  Hand  up.  [Kicks  him. 

Bef  My  Lord,  this  is  not  Noble  in  you. 

Bac.  What  doll  thou  widi  fuch  a  Phrafe  in  thy 
Mouth  ?  I  will  kick  thee  out  of  all  good  Words  before 
I  leave  thee. 

Bef.  My  Lord,  I  take  this  as  a  Puniihment  for  the 
Offence  I  did  when  I  was  a  Coward. 

Bac.  When  thou  wert  ?  Confefs  thyfelf  a  Coward  ftill, 
or  by  this  Light,  Pll  beat  tliee  into  Spunge. 

Bef  Why,  I  am  one. 

Bac.  Are  you  fo.  Sir  ?  And  why  do  you  wear  a  Sword 
then  ?  Come,  unbuckle. 
Bef  My  Lord.? 

Bac.  Unbuckle,  I  fay,  and  give  it  me ;  or,  as  I  live,  thy 
Plead  will  ake  extreamly. 

Bef  It  is  a  pretty  Hilt,  and,  if  your  Lordfliip  take  an 
Affe&ion  to  it,  with  all  my  Heart  I  prefent  it  to  you 
for  a  New-year's-gift., 

Bac.  I  thank  you  very  heartily,  fweet  Captain,  farewel. 

Bef.  One  W^ord  more,  I  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to 
render  me  my  Knife  again. 

Bac.  Marry,  by  all  means.  Captain  *,  cherilh  yourfelf 
with  it,  and  eat  hard,  good  Captain-,  we  cannot  tell 
whether  we  fhall  have  any  more  fuch.  Adieu,  dear 
Captain.  [Exit  Bac. 

Bef  I  will  make  better  Ufe  of  this,  than  of  my  Sword : 

A  bale 
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A  bafe  Spirit  has  this  Vantage  of  a  brave  one,  it  keeps 
always  *at  a  Stay,  nothing  brings  it -down,  not  Beating. 
I  remember,  I  promis'd  the  King  in  a  great  Audience, 
that  I  would  make  my  Back-biters  eat  my  Sword  to  a 
Knife;  how  to  get  another  Sword,  I  know  not;  nor 
know  any  Means  left  for  me  to  maintain  my  Credit,  but 
Impudence  :  Therefore  I  will  out-fwear  him  and  his  Fol- 
lowers, that  this  is  all  that's  left  uneaten  of  my  Sword. 

{Exit  BefTus. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

(35)  Mar.  I'll  move  the  King,  he  is  moft  ftrangely 
alter'd : 

I  guefs  the  Caufe,  I  fear,  too  riglit ;  Ileav'n  has 

Some  fecret  End  in't,  and  it  is  a  Scourge, 

No  Qucllion,  juftly  laid  on  him :  He  'as  follow'd  me 

Through  twenty  Rooms ;  and  ever,  when  I  ftay 

To  wait's  Command,  he  blufhes  like  a  Girl, 

And  looks  upon  me,  as  if  Modefty 

Kept  in  his  Bufinefs ;  fo  turns  away  from  me ; 

But,  if  I  go  on,  he  follows  m.e  again. 

Enter  Arbaces. 

See,  here  he  is.    I  do  not  ufe  this,  yet 

I  know  not  how,  I  cannot  choofe  but  weep 

To  fee  him  ;  his  very  Enemies,  I  think, 

Whofe  Wounds  have  bred  his  Fame,  if  they  fhould  fee 

Him  now,  would  find  Tears  i'  their  Eyes. 

Arh,  I  cannot  utter  it    why  fhould  I  keep 
A  Breaft  to  harbour  Thoughts  I  dare  not  fpeak  ? 
Darknefs  is  in  my  Bofom,  and  there  lie 
A  thoufand  Thoughts  that  cannot  brook  the  Light : 

(35)  Til  move  the  King,  &c.]  This  and  all  the  fubfequent  Scene 
betwixt  the  King  and  Mardonius  has  all  along  been  printed  as  Profe  ; 
but  it  came  from  the  Poets  ftriftly  in  Metre.  To  fuch  I  have  reduced 
it  with  no  fmail  Difficulty,  and  with  the  great  Afiiilance  of  the  in- 
genious Mr.  Sen.'jard :  Not  without  the  Neceffity  of  throwing  out, 
here  and  there,  fome  few  trifling  Monofyllables,  which  weie  foifted 
in,  as  [  prefume,  by  the  Players,  to  fupport  a  Cadence  more  to  their 
Minds ;  but  which,  indeed,  much  incumber  the  Verlification. 

3  How 
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How  wilt  thou  vex  me,  when  this  Deed  is  done, 
Confcience,  that  art. afraid  to  let  me  name  it ! 

Mar,  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Arh.  Why,  very  well,  Mardonius  ; 
How  doft  thou  do  ?    Mar.  Better  than  you,  I  fear. 

Arh.  I  hope,  thou  art ;  for  to  be  plain  with  thee, 
Thou  art  in  Hell  elfe :  Secret  fcorching  Flames, 
That  far  tranfcend  earthly  material  Fires, 
Are  crept  into  me,  and  there  is  no  Cure, 
Is  it  not  ftrange,  Mardonius^  there's  no  Cure  ? 

Mar,  Sir, 

Either  I  miftake,  or  there  is  fomething  hid 
That  you  would  utter  to  me.    Arb.  So  there  i?. 
But  yet  I  cannot  do  it.    Mar,  Out  with  it,  Sir, 
If  it  be  dangerous,  I  will  not  fhrink 
To  do  you  Service,  I  fhall  not  efteem 
My  Life  a  weightier  Matter  than  indeed 
It  is  :  I  know,  'tis  fubjed;  to  more  Chances 
Than  it  has  Hours,  (36)  and  I  were  better  lofe  it 
In  my  King's  Caufe,  than  with  an  Ague,  or 
A  Fall,  or  fleeping  to  a  Thief;  as  all  thefe 
Are  probable  enough :  Let  me  but  know 
What  I  fliall  do  for  you.    Arb,  It  will  not  out : 
Were  you  with  Gobrias,,  and  bad  him  give 
My  Sifter  all  Content  the  Place  affords. 
And  give  her  Leave  to  fend  and  Ipeak  to  whom 
She  pleafe  ?    Mar,  Yes,  Sir,  I  was. 

(3^)  ^^''i  i  nvere  better  lofe  it 

In  my  K:n£ s  Caufe ^  than  nvith  an  Ague,  cr  \ 
^  Fail,  or  feeping  to  a  Thief  j  dfff  .J  I  own,  I  did  not  un- 

dcrftand,  this  fleeping  to  a  Thief ;  J  had  conjed\ured 
■    or  fleeping  to  my  Death; 

i.  c.  mcnr:np'_,  by  a  Lethargy y  or  Apoplexy.    Uiit  I  have  retradlcd 

my  Corijcdlure,  as  Mr.  Seivard  has  given  mc  fo  ingenious  a  Comment 

on  the  Paffage. 

This  is  a  very  fenf;b]e  Exprefiion :  What  can  be  more  fo, 
**  than  to  call,  being  fahb'd  in  one"* s  Sleep  hy  a  Thief,  one  of  the 
common  Accidents  by  which  our  Lives  may  be  taken  away.  Be- 
**  fides,  the  Exprefficns,  an  Ague,  or  a  Tall,  or  fleepivg  to  a  Thief ^ 
"  contain  the  three  common  Methods  of  Death  (in  Oppofition  to  the 
«*  glorious  one  of  dying  in  War  in  our  King's,  and  Country's  Caufe) 
"  qjiz.  Si  chiefs,  M  if  chance^  or  Villany,  Mr.  Se^.vard. 

Arh. 
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Arh.  And  did  you  to 
Bacurius  fay  as  much  about  Tigranes  P 
Mar.  Yes. 

Jrl^,  That's  all  my  Bufinefs. 

Mar.  O  fay  not  fo, 
You  had  an  Anfwer  of  all  this  before  ;  ^ 
Befides,  I  think,  this  Bufinefs  might  be  utter'd 
More  carelefly.    ^r^.  Come  thou  fhalt  have  it  out  j 
I  do  befeech  thee  by  the  Love  thou  haft 
Profeft  to  me,  to  fee  my  Sifter  from  me. 

Mar,  Well,  and  what  then  ^    Arb,  That's  all. 

Mar.  That's  ftrange, 
Shall  I  fay  nothing  to  her?    Jrh.  Not  a  Word; 
But  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  find  fome  fubtle  Way 
To  make  her  underftand  by  Signs.    Mar.  But  what  fliall 
I  make  her  underftand  P    Arb.  O  Mardonlus^ 
For  that  I  muft  be  pardoned.     Mar^  You  may 
But  I  can  only  fee  her  then.    Arb.  'Tis  true  ; 
Bear  her  this  Ring  then,  and,  on  more  Advice, 
Thou  ftialt  fpeak  to  her  :  Tell  her  I  do  love 
My  Kindred  all :  Wilt  thou  ?    Mar.  Is  there  no  more  ? 

Arb.  And  her  the  beft ;  better  than  a  Broth' r  loves 
His  Sifter :  That  is  all.    Mar.  Methinl<:s,  this  need  not 
Have  been  deliver'd  with  fuch  Caution ;  I'll  do  it. 

Arb.  There  is  more  yet ;  Wilt  thou  be  faithful  to  me  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  if  I  take  upon  me  to  deliver  it. 
After  I  hear  it,  I'll  pafs  through  Fire  to  do  it. 

Arb.  I  love  her  better  than  a  Brother  ought ; 
Doft  thou  conceive  me  ^    Mar.  I  hope,  I  do  not.  Sir. 

Arb.  Thou'rt  dull,  kneel  down  before  her,  and  ne'er 
Again,  'till  ftie  will  love  me.  Mar.  I  think,  Hie  does,  [rife 

Arb.  But  better  than  ftie  does,  another  Way  ; 
As  Wives  love  Husbands. 

Mar.  Why,  there  are  few  Wives, 
That  love  their  Husbands  better  than  flie  does  you, 

Arb.  Thou  wilt  not  underftand  me :  Is  it  fit 
This  fhould  be  utter'd  plainly  >  Take  it  then, 
Naked  as  it  is :  I  would  defire  her  Love 
Lafcivioufly,  lewdly,  inceftuoufly. 
To  do  a  Sin  that  needs  muft  damn  us  both ; 

0^4  And 
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And  thee  too :  Doft  thou  underftand  me  now  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  there's  your  Ring  again  ;  what  have  I  done 
Difhoneftly  in  my  whole  Life,  name  it,  Sir, 
That  you  fhould  put  fo  bafe  a  Bufinefs  to  me  ? 

Jrh.  Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  then,  that  thou  wouldft 

Mar,  Yes,  if  I  undertook  it;  but  if  all  [do  it? 

My  Hairs  were  Lives,  I  would  not  be  engag'd 
In  fuch  a  Caufe  to  fave  my  laft  of  Life. 

Arb.  O  Guilt !  how  poor  and  weak  a  thing  art  thou  ? 
This  Man  that  is  my  Servant,  whom  my  Breath 
Might  blow  about  the  World,  might  beat  me  here 
Having  this  Caufe  •,  whilll  I,  preft  down  with  Sin, 
Could  not  refift  him  :  Dear  Mardonius^ 
It  was  a  Motion  mis-befeeming  Man, 
I'm  forry  for't.    Mar.  Heav'n  grant,  you  may  be  fo ! 
You  mull  underftand,  nothing,  that  you  can  utter. 
Can  move  my  Love  and  Service  from  my  Prince. 
Otherwife,  I  think,  I  fhall  not  love  you  more. 
For  you  are  finful,  and  if  you  do  this  Crime, 
You  ought  to  have  no  Laws.    For  after  this, 
It  will  be  great  Injuftice  in  you  to  punifh 
Any  Offender,  and  for  any  Crime. 
For  myfelf,  1  find  my  Heart  too  big :  I  feel, 
I  have  not  Patience  to  look  on  whilft  you 
Run  thefe  forbidden  Courfes.    Means  I  have 
None  but  your  Favour,  and  I  am  rather  glad 
That  I  fhall  lofe  'em  both  together,  than  keep  'em 
With  fuch  Conditions ;  I  fhall  find  a  Dwelling 
Amongft  fome  People,  where  though  our  Garments  per- 
Be  coarfe,  we  fhall  be  richer  far  within,  [haps 
And  harbour  no  fuch  Vices  in  'em :  The  Gods 
preferve  and  mend  you ! 

Arb.  Mardonius.,  ftay,  Mardonius    for  though 
My  prefent  State  requires  nothing  but  Knaves 
To  be  about  me,  fuch  as  are  prepar'd 
For  every  wicked  Ad:,  yet  who  does  know. 
But  that  my  loathed  Fate  may  turn  about. 
And  I  have  Ufe  for  honeft  Men  again  ? 
I  Jiopei  I  may ;  I  prithee,  leave  me  not, 


Entrr 
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Enter  BefTus. 

Bef,  Where  is  the' King?    Mar.  There. 

Bef,  An't  pleafe  your  Majefly,  there's  the  Knife, 

Arh.  What  Knife  ?  . 

Bef.  The  Sword  is  eaten. 

Mar.  Away,  you  Fool,  the  King  is  ferious. 
And  cannot  now  admit  your  Vanities. 

Bef.  Vanities !  I'm  no  honeft  Man,  if  my  Enemies  have 
TiOt  brought  it  to  this ;  what,  do  you  think,  I  lye  ? 

Arh.  No,  no,  'tis  well,  Beffiis^  'tis  very  well-,  I'm 
glad  on't. 

Mar,  If  your  Enemies  brought  it  to  this,  your  Ene- 
mies are  Cutlers,  come  leave  the  King. 

Bef  Why,  may  not  Valour  approach  him  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  but  he  has  Affairs ;  depart,  or  I  lhall  be 
fomething  unmannerly  with  you. 

Arh.,  No,  let  him  ftay,  Mardonius^  let  him  ftay ; 
I  have  Occafion  with  him  very  weighty. 
And  I  can  fpare  you  now.     Mar,  Sir.? 

Arh,  Why,  I  can  Ipare  you  now. 

Bef.  Mardonius  give  way  to  thefe  State-Affairs. 

Mar.  Indeed,  you  are  fitter  for  his  prefent  Purpofe. 

[Exit  Mar. 

Arh.  Beffus,  I  fhould  imploy  thee,  wilt  thou  do't  ^ 
Bef.  Do't  for  you  ?  By  this  Air,  I  will  do  any  thing 

without  Exception,  be  it  a  good,  bad,  or  indifferent 

thing. 

Arh.  Do  not  fwear. 

Bef  By  this  Light,  but  I  will,  any  thing  whatfoever. 

Arh.  But  I  fhall  name  the  Thing, 
Thy  Confcience  will  not  fuffer  thee  to  do. 

Bef.  I  would  fain  hear  that  Thing. 

Arh.  W^hy,  I  would  have  thee  get  my  Sifler  for  me  j 
Thou  underftandft  me,  in  a  wicked  manner. 

Bef  O,  you  would  have  a  Bout  with  her  ? 
I'll  do't,  I'll  do't,  i' faith. 

Arh.  Wilt  thou,  doil  thou  make  no  more  on't ; 

Bef.  More  ?  No,  v/hy  is  there  any  thing  elfe  ?  If  there 
be,  it  fiiall  be  done  tQO. 

Arh. 
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Arh.  Haft  thou  no  greater  Senfe  of  fuch  a  Sin  ? 
Thou  art  too  wicked  for  my  Company, 
Though  I  have  Hell  v.ithin  me,  thou  may'ft  yet 
Corrupt  me  further :  Pray  thee,  anfwer  me, 
How  do  I  ihew  to  thee  after  this  Motion  ? 

Bef.  Why,  your  Majefty  looks  as  well  in  my  Opinion, 
As  ever  you  did  fjice  you  were  born. 

Arh.  But  thou  appear'ft  to  me  after  thy  Grant, 
The  ugheft,  loathed,  deteftable  Thing 
That  1  have  met  with.    Thou  haft  Eyes 
Like  Flames  of  Sulphur,  which,  niethinks,  do  dart 
Infedion  on  me  ;  and  thou  haft  a  Mouth 
Enough  to  take  me  in,  where  there  do  ftand 
Four  Rows  of  Iron  Teeth. 

Bef,  I  feel  no  fuch  thing,  but  'tis  no  matter  how  1 
look  I'll  do  my  Bufinefs  as  well  as  they  that  look  bet- 
ter ;  and  when  this  is  difpatch'd,  if  you  have  a  Mind 
to  your  Mother,  tell  me,  and  you  fhall  fee  Til  fet  it 
hard. 

Arh,  My  Mother !  Heav'n  forgive  me,  to  hear  this ! 
I  am  infpir'd  with  Horror :  Now  I  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  my  Sin,  which,  if  I  could  come  by. 
Should  fuffer  Death  eternal,  ne'er  to  rife 
In  any  Breaft  again.    Know,  I  will  die 
LanguiOiing  mad,  as  I  refolve  I  fhall, 
E'er  I  will  deal  by  fuch  an  Inftrument : 
Thou  art  too  finful  to  imploy  in  this ; 
Cut  of  the  World,  away ! 

Bef,  What  do  you  mean.  Sir  ? 

Arh,  Hung  round  with  Curfes,  take  thy  fearful  Flight 
Into  the  Defarts,  where  'mongft  all  the  Monfters, 
If  thou  find'ft  one  fo  beaftly  as  thyfelf. 
Thou  ftialt  be  held  as  innocent. 

Bef  Good  Sir-  

Arh,  If  there  were  no  fuch  Inftruments  as  thou, 
We  Kings  could  never  a6l  fuch  wicked  Deeds : 
Seek  out  a  Man  that  mocks  Divinity, 
That  breaks  each  Precept  both  of  God  and  Man, 
And  Nature's  too,  and  does  it  without  Luft, 
Meerly  becaufe  it  is  a  Law,  and  good. 

And 


A  Ki?tg'i  and  No  King.  235 

And  live  with  him :  for  him  thou  canft  not  fpoil. 

Away,  I  fay,  I  will  not  do  this  Sin.  [Exit  Beffus, 

I'll  prefs  it  here,  'till  it  do  break  my  Bread ; 

It  heaves  me  to  get  out    but  thou  art  a  Sin, 

And  fpight  of  1  orture  I  will  keep  thee  in.  \E£t. 


A  C  T    IV.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Gobrias,  Panthea,  and  Spaconia. 

Gab.  TJ  AVE  you  written.  Madam  ? 
^  ^    Fan.  Yes,  good  Gobrias. 

Gob.  And  with  a  Kindnefs,  and  fuch  winning  Words 
As  may  provoke  him,  at  one  Inftant,  feel 
His  double  Fault,  your  Wrong,  and  his  own  Rafhnefs  ? 

Fan.  I  have  fent  Words  enough,  if  Words  may  win 
From  his  Difpleafure-,  and  fuch  Words,  I  hope,  [liim 
As  fhall  gain  much  upon  his  Goodnefs,  Gobrias, 
Yet  fearing,  fince  they're  many,  and  a  Woman's, 
A  poor  Belief  may  follow  j  I  have  woven 
As  many  Truths  within  'em  to  Ipeak  for  me. 
That  if  he  but  be  gracious,  and  receive  'em      -  » 

Gob.  Good  Lady,  be  not  fearful ;  though  he  fhould  not 
Give  you  your  prefent  End  in  this,  believe  it, 
(37)  You  fhall  feel,  if  your  Virtue  can  induce  you 
To  labour  out  this  Tempeft  (which  I  know. 
Is  but  a  poor  Proof  'gainft  your  Patience : ) 
All  thofe  Contents,  your  Spirit  will  arrive  at, 

(37)  Youjhall  feel.  If  your  Virtue  can  induce  you' 
To  labour  on't,  this  Tempeft  'which  I  knonv. 
Is  but  a  poor  Proof  gainft  your  Patience  : 
All  thofe  Content Sy  your  Spirit  <ujill  arri<ve  at, 
Ne'wer  and  fleeter  to  you,']  The  Corruption  of  the  Letters 
and  Stops  of  this  Paffage  hath  fpoilM  both  Scnfe  and  Grammar.  It 
Ihou'd,  without  queftion,  be  as  I  have  reform'd  the  Text.  The 
Emendation,  I  think,  felf-evident.  Mr.  Seivard. 

I  had  likewife  made  this  Regulation  myfclf,  and  it  is  authoriz'd  by 
the  old  ^arto  in  1619. 

Newer 
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Newer  and  fweeter  to  you  ;  your  Royal  Brother, 
When  he  fhall  once  colIecSb  himlelf,  and  lee 
How  far  he  has  been  afunder  from  himfelf ; 
What  a  mere  Stranger  to  his  golden  Temper : 
Muft  from  thofe  Roots  of  Virtue,  (never  dying. 
Though  fomewhat  ftop'd  with  Humour,)  fhoot  again 
Into  a  thoufand  Glories,  bearing  fair  Branches 
High  as  our  Hopes  can  look  at,  ftraight  as  Juflice, 
Loaden  with  ripe  Contents ;  he  loves  you  dearly, 
I  know  it,'  and,  I  hope,  I  need  not  farther 
Win  you  to  underhand  it.    Pan.  I  believe  it. 
But  howfoever,  I'm  fure,  I  love  him  dearly : 
So  dearly,  that  if  any  thing  I  write 
For  my  Enlarging  'fliould  beget  his  Anger, 
Heav'n  be  a  Witnefs  with  me  and  my  Faith, 
I  had  rather  live  intomb'd  here..  

Goh,  You  fhall  not  feel  a  worfe  Stroke  than  your  Grief. 
I  am  ferry,  'tis  fo  fliarp;  I  kifs  your  Hand, 
And  this  Night  will  deliver  tliis  true  Story, 
With  this  Hand  to  your  Brother. 

Pan.  Peace  go  with  you ! 
You  are  a  good  Man.  {Exit  Gob. 

My  Spaconia., 

Why  are  you  ever  fad  thus  ?    Spa.  O  dear  Lady,  • 

Pan.  Prithee,  difcover  not  a  Way  to  Sadnefs, 

Nearer  than  I  have  in  me ;  our  two  Sorrows 

Work  like  two  eager  Hawks,  who  fhall  get  highefl  \ 

How  fhall  I  lefTen  thine  ?  for  mine,  I  fear. 

Is  eafier  known  than  cur'd. 
Spa.  Heav'n  comfort  both. 

And  give  yours  happy  Ends,  however  I 

Fall  in  my  flubborn  Fortunes ! 
Pan.  This  but  teaches 

How  to  be  more  familiar  with  our  Sorrows, 

That  are  too  much  our  Mafters :  Good  Spaconia, 

How  fhall  I  do  you  Service  ?    Spa.  Noblefl  Lady, 

You  make  me  more  a  Slave  flill  to  your  Goodnefs  j 

I  only  live  to  purchafe  Thanks  to  pay  you. 

For  that  is  all  the  Bufinefs  of  my  Life  now. 

I  will  be  bold,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 

To 
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To  ask  a  noble  Favour  of  you. 

Pan.  Speak  it,  'tis  yours  j  for  from  fo  fwcet  a  Virtue, 
No  ill  Demand  has  Iffuc. 

Spa,  Then,  ever  virtuous,  let  me  beg  your  Will 
In  helping  me  to  fee  the  PrinCe  'Tigranes^ 
With  whom  I'm  equal  Prifoner,  if  not  more. 

Fan.  Refer ve  me  to  a  greater  End,  Spaconia ; 
Bactirius  cannot  want  fo  much  Good-manners 
As  to  deny  your  gentle  Vifitation, 
Though  you  came  only  with  your  own  Command. 

Spa.  I  know,  they  will  deny  me,  gracious  Madam, 
Being  a  Stranger,  and  fo  little  fam'd, 
(38)  So  utter  empty  of  thofe  Excellencies 
That  tame  Authority ;  but  in  you,  fweet  Lady, 
All  thefe  are  natural ;  befide,  a  Pow'r 
Deriv'd  immediate  from  your  Royal  Brother, 
Whofe  leaft  Word  in  you  may  command  the  Kingdom. 

Pan.  More  than  my  Word,  Spaconia^  you  fliall  carry. 
For  Fear  it  fail  you. 

Spa,  Dare  you  trufl  a  Token } 
Madam,  1  fear,  1  am  grown  too  bold  a  Beggar. 

Pan.  You  are  a  pretty  One,  and,  truft  me,  Lady, 
It  joys  me,  I  fhall  do  a  Good  to  you, 
Though  to  myfelf  I  never  Iball  be  happy : 
Here,  take  this  Ring,  and  from  me  as  a  Token 
Deliver  it  ^  I  think,  they  will  not  flay  you : 
So  all  your  own  Defires  go  with  you.  Lady ! 

Spa.  And  fweet  Peace  to  your  Grace  ! 

Pan,  Pray  Heaven,  I  find  it.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Tigranes,  in  Prifon. 

Tigr.  Fool  that  I  am,  I  have  undone  myfelf. 
And  with  my  own  Hand  turri'd  my  Fortune  round. 
That  was  a  fair  one :  I  have  childiihly 

(3?)  So  ufter  empty  of  thofe  Excellencies 

7hat  tame  Juthority,]  The  oldeft  ^arto  in  1619  reads,  that 
hanje,  &c.  but  the  ^ar/o's  in  1631,  1661,  and  1676,  all  concur  in 
giving  us  the  Word  tame,  which,  without  doubt,  is  the  true  Reading. 
She  means.  Hie  is  utterly  void  of  thofe  Talents  that  can  have  any  Con- 
uoul  over  People  in  Office  and  Power, 
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Play'd  with  my  Hope  fo  long,  'till  I  have  broke  it, 

And  now  too  Jate  I  mourn  for't  j  O  Spaconia ! 

Thou  haft  found  an  even  Way  to  thy  Revenge  now  % 

"Why  didft  thou  follow  me  like  a  faint  Shadow, 

To  wither  my  Defires  ?  Butj  wretched  Fool, 

Why  did  I  plant  thee  'twixt  the  Sun  and  me, 

To  make  me  freeze  thus  ?  Why  did  I  prefer  her 

To  the  fair  Princefs  ?  O  thou  Fool,  thou  Fool, 

Thou  Family  of  Fools,  live  like  a  Slave  ftill ; 

And  in  thee  bear  thine  own  Hell  and  thy  Torment, 

Thou  haft  deferv'd  it :  Couldft  thou  find  no  Lady 

But  ftie,  that  has  thy  Hopes  to  put  her  to. 

And  hazard  all  thy  Peace  ?  None  to  abufe. 

But  ftie  that  lov'd  thee  ever?  (poor  Spaconia  !) 

And  fo  much  lov'd  thee,  that  in  Honefty 

And  Honour  thou  art  bound  to  meet  her  Virtues ; 

She,  that  forgat  the  Greatnefs  of  her  Grief 

(39)  And  Miferies,  that  muft  follow  fuch  mad  PafTions, 

Endlefs  and  wild  in  Women    ftie  that  for  thee. 

And  with  thee,  left  her  Liberty,  her  Name, 

And  Country  i  you  have  paid  me,  equal  Heav'ns, 

And  fent  my  own  Rod  to  corred  me  with, 

A  Woman :  for  Inconftancy  Til  fuffer  j 

Lay  it  on,  Juftice,  'till  my  Soul  melt  in  me 

For  my  unmanly,  beaftly,  fudden  Doting 

Upon  a  new  Face ;  after  all  my  Oaths, 

Many,  and  ftrange  ones. 

I  feel  my  old  Fire' flame  again  and  burn 

So  ftrong  and  violent,  that  ftiould  I  fee  her 

Again,  the  Grief  and  that  would  kill  me. 

(39)  j^nd  Miferies,  that  muft  fallow  fuch  mad  Pafflom, 

Endlefs  and  njoild  z.^  Women?']  Why  muft  Tigranes,  whilll  ht 
is  fpeaking  in  Praife  of  one  Woman,  abufe  all  Women  in  general  ? 
Befides,  had  he  a  mind  to  abufe  'em,  and  apply  the  Epithet  ^ild  to 
them,  he  cou'd  with  no  Propriety  add  the  other,  endlefs :  I  hope,  I 
have  reftor'd  the  true  Particle,  which  gives  a  very  different  and  a  very 
good  Senfe  to  the  whole  Sentence,  /.  e.  when  Women,  fo  weak  to 
defend  themfelves,  have  fuch  ftrong  Paflions  as  to  fly  their  Friends, 
and  follow  a  Prifoner  into  an  Enemy's  CoMntry,  they  muft  run  the 
Hazard  of  endlefs  and  nvild  Miferies.  Or  if  the  Epithets  endlefs  and 
<ivild  be  apply 'd  to  PalTions,  the  Senfe  will  be  much  the  fame,  and  the 
Emendation  as  ^lecefiary,  Mr,  Sentard. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bacurius  and  Spaconia. 

Bac,  Lady, 
Your  Token  I  acknowledge,  you  may  pafs ; 
There  is  the  King. 

Spa.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip  for  it.  [Exit  Bac. 

T/^r.  She  comes,  fhe  comes,  Shame  hide  me  ever 
.   from  her, 
'Would,  I  were  bury'd,  or  fo  far  rem.ov'd 
Light  might  not  find  me  out,  I  dare  not  fee  her. 

Spa.^  Nay,  never  hide  yourfelf ;  or  were  you  hid. 
Where  Earth  hides  all  her  Riches,  near  her  Center ; 
My  Wrongs  without  more  Day  would  light  me  to  you : 
Lmuft  fpeak,  e'er  I  die;  were  all  your  Greatnefs 
Doubled  upon  you,  you're  a  perjur'd  Man, 
And  only  mighty  in  your  Wickednefs 
Of  wronging  Women.    Thou  art  falfe,  falfe.  Prince  \ 
I  live  to  fee  it,  (40)  poor  Spaconia  lives 
To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe  \  and  tell  thee  more ; 
She  lives  to  tell  thee,  thou  art  more  unconftant. 
Than  all  ill  Women  ever  were  together. 
Thy  Faith  as  firm  as  raging  Over-flows, 
That  no  Bank  can  command  ;  as  lafting 
As  Boys'  gay  Bubbles,  blown  i'th'  Air  and  broken  i 
The  Wind  is  fix'd,  to  thee  \  and  fooner  fhall 
The  beaten  Mariner  with  his  fhrill  Whiille 
Calm  the  loud  Murmur  of  the  troubled  Main, 
And  ftrike  it  fmooth  again    than  thy  Soul  fall 
To  Ve  Peace  in  Love  with  any :  Thou  art  all^ 
That  all  good  Men  mufl  hate ;  and  if  thy  Story- 
Shall  tell  fucceeding  Ages  what  thou  wert, 
O,  let  it  fpare  me  in  it,  left  true  Lovers, 
In  Pity  of  my  Wrong,  burn  thy  black  Legend, 
And  with  their  Curfes,  fhake  thy  ileeping  Afhes  I 

(40)    ■        poor  Spaconia  li'ves 

To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe ;  and  then  no  more  ;  ]  Should  not 
Spaconia  then  have  held  her  Tongue  ?  Yes.  But  does  (he  fo  ?  The 
next  Lines  fhew  us,  fiie  does  not.  To  cure  this  Plact,  therefore,  1 
think,  we  ought  to  read. 

To  tell  thee^  thou  art  falfe  j  and  tell  thee  more  ;     Mr.  Sympfon. 
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Tigr,  Oh!  oh! 

(41)  Spa,  The  Dcftinies,  I  hope,  have  pointed  out 
Our  Ends  alilve,  that  thou  may'il  die  for  Love, 
Though  not  for  me  ;  for,  this  affure  thyfeif, 
The  Princefs  hates  thee  deadly,  and  will  fooner 
Be  won  to  marry  with  a  Bull,  and  fafer, 
Than  fuch  a  Beafl  as  thou  art.  —  I  have  flruck, 
I  fear,  too  deep  ;  beftrew  me  for  it !  Sir, 
This  Sorrow  works  me,  like  a  cunning  Friendrtiip, 
Into  the  fame  Piece  with  it    he's  aiham'd, 
Alas,  I  have  been  too  rugged :  Dear  my  Lord, 
1  am  forry,  I  have  fpoken  any  thing, 
Indeed,  I  am,  that  may  add  more  Reilraint 
To  that  too  much  you  have  :  Good  Sir,  be  pleas'd 
To  think  it  was  a  Fault  of  Love,  not  Mahce ; 
And  do,  as  I  will  do,  forgive  it.  Prince. 
I  do,  and  can  forgive  the  greatefl  Sins 
To  me  you  can  repent  of;  pray,  believe. 

Tigr,  O  my  Spaccnia!  O  thou  virtuous  Woman  ! 

Spa.  No  more  ^  the  King,  Sir  — 

Enter  Arbaces,  Bacurius,  and  Mardonius. 

Jrb.  Have  you  been  carefliU  of  our  noble  Prifoner, 
That  he  want  nothing  fitting  for  his  Greatnefs  ? 

Bac,  I  hope,  his  Grace  will  quit  me  for  my  Care,  Sir. 

Arb,  'Tis  well.    Royal  I'igranes^  Health ! 

*Tigr.  More  than  the  Stricbiefs  of  this  Place  can  give,  Sir 
I  offer  back  again  to  great  Arhaces. 

Arb.  We  thank  you,  worthy  Prince  and,  pray,  excufe  us 
We  have  not  feen  you  fince  your  being  here  ; 
I  hope,  your  noble  Ufage  has  been  equal 
With  your  own  Perfon :  Your  Imprifonment, 
If  it  be  any,  I  dare  fay,  is  eafy ; 
And  fhall  not  laft  two  Days. 

(41)  The  Dejlinies^  I  hope ^  ha^e  pointed  out 
Our  Ends,  that  thou  7nayjl  die  for  Love, 

Though  not  for  mc  ;  ]  The  Second  Verfe  is  manifeftly  defeflive 
in  a  whole  Foot.  The  ^arto\  in  1619,  163 1,  and  1676,  all  have 
furniOri'd  me  with  the  Word  which  I  have  Uibllicutfcd  into  the  Text, 
and  which  makes  out  the  Verfincation. 

Tigr. 
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*figr.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 
My  Ufage  here  has  been  the  fame  it  was. 
Worthy  a  Royal  Conqueror.    For  my  Reftraint, 
It  came  unkindly,  becaufe  much  unlook'd-for ; 
But  I  muft  bear  it. 

jlrb.  What  Lady's  that,  Bacurius  ? 

Bac,  One  of  the  Princefs'  Women,  Sir. 

Arb,  I  fear'd  it ; 
Why  comes  fhe  hither  ? 

Bac,  To  Ipeak  with  Prince  Tigrane^. 

Arb,  From  whom,  Bacurius  F 

Bac.  From  the  Princefs,  Sir. 

Arb,  I  knew,  I  had  feen  her. 

Mar,  His  Fit  begins  to  take  him  now  again, 
'Tis  a  ftrange  Fever,  and  'twill  lhake  us  all 
Anon,  I  fear ;  I  would,  he  were  well  cur'd  of 
This  raging  Folly  !  Give  me  the  Wars,  where  Men 
Are  mad,  and  may  talk  what  they  lift,  and  held 
The  braveft  Fellows ;  this  pelting  prating  Peace 
Is  good  for  nothing :  Drinking's  a  Virtue  to't. 
.    Arb.  I  fee,  there's  Truth  in  no  Man,  nor  Obedience, 
But  for  his  own  Ends :  Why  did  you  let  her  in  ? 

Bac.  *Twas  your  Command  to  bar  none  from  himj 
befides. 

The  Princefs  fent  her  Ring,  Sir,  for  my  Warrant. 

Arb.  A  Token  to  Tigranes.,  did  fhe  not  ? 
Sir,  tell  the  Truth.    Bac,  1  do  not  ufe  to  lie.  Sir, 
'Tis  no  Way  I  eat,  or  live  by,  and,  I  think, 
This  is  no  Token,  Sir. 

Mar.  This  Combat  has  undone  him :  If  he  had  been 
well  beaten,  he  had  been  temperate ;  I  lhall  never  fee 
him  handfome  again,  'till  he  have  a  Horfe-man*s  ftafF 
yok'd  thorough  his  Shoulders,  or  an  Arm  broken  with  a 
Bullet. 

Arb,  I  am  trifled  with.    Bac,  Sir? 
Arb,  I  know  it,  as  I  know  thee  to  be  falfe. 
Mar,  Now  the  Clap  comes. 
Bac.  You  never  knew  me  fo.  Sir,  I  dare  Ipeak  it ; 
And,  durft  a  worfe  Man  tell  me,  though  my  better  — • 
Mar.  'Tis  well  faid,  by  my  Soul. 
Vol,  L  R  Arb. 
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Arh,  Sirrah,  you  anfwer,  as  you  had  no  Life. 

Bac.  That  1  fear.  Sir,  to  lofe  nobly. 

Arh.  I  fay.  Sir,  once  again. 

Bac.  You  may  fay  what  you  pleafe.  Sir, 
'Would,  I  might  do  fo ! 

Arb.  1  will,  Sir,  and  fay  openly,  this  Woman  carries 
Letters ;  by  my  Life,  I  know,  fhe  carries  Letters,  this  Wo- 
man does  it. 

Mar,  'Would,  Bejfus  were  here  to  take  her  afide  and 
fearch  her!  he  would  quickly  tell  you  what  fhe  carried, 
Sir. 

Arh.  I  have  found  it  out,  this  Woman  carries  Letters. 

Mar.  If  this  hold,  'twill  be  an  ill  World  for  Bawds, 
Chamber-maids,  and  Poll-boys.  I  thank  Heav'n,  I  have 
none  but  his  Letters-Patents,  Things  of  his  own  inditing. 

Arh.  Prince,  this  Cunning  cannot  do't. 

Tigr.  Do  what.  Sir    I  reach  you  not. 

Arh.  It  fhall  not  ferve  your  Turn,  Prince. 

^igr.  Serve  my  Turn,  Sir  ? 

Arh.  Ay,  Sir,  it  lhall  not  ferve  your  Turn. 

^igr.  Be  plainer,  good  Sir. 

Arh.  This  Woman  lliall  carry  no  more  Letters  back  to 
your  Love  Tanthea^  by  Heav'n,  fhe  fliall  not-,  I  fay,  Ihe 
fhall  not. 

Mar.  This  would  make  a  Saint  fwear  like  a  Soldier  j 
(42)  and  a  Soldier,  like  termagant. 

^igr.  This  beats  me  more.  King,  than  the  Blows  you 
gave  me. 

Arh.  Take  'em  away  Both,  and  together  let  them 
Prifoners  be,  flridly  and  clofely  kept,  or  Sirrah,  your 
Life  fhall  anfwer  it  ^  and  let  no  body  fpeak  with  'em  here- 
after. 

Tigr.  Well,  I  am  fubjed:  to  you. 
And  muft  indure  thefe  PafTions ; 

(42)  and  a  Soldier  like  Termagant.]  Thefe  Words  I  have  retrievM 
from  the  eldeft  ^arto  in  1619.  T^ermagant  was  an  old  fwearing, 
fwaggering  Charailer,  well  known  for  fome  Centuries  paft.  It  is 
mendoriM  by  Shakespeare  in  his  Hamlet;  by  Spenser  in  his 
Fairy;  ^leen by  Chaucer  in  hij  Tale  of  Sir  Thopas,  and  in  feveral 
old  Plays. 

Spa, 
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(43)  Spa.  This  is  th'  Imprifonment  iVe  look'd  for 
And  the  dear  Place  I  would  choofe.  [always ; 

{Exeunt  Tigr,  Spa.  Bac. 

Mar,  Sir,  you  have  done  well  now. 

Arh.  Dare  you  reprove  it  ?      Mar,  No. 

Arb,  You  muft  be  croffing  me. 

Mar.  I  have  no  Letters,  Sir,  to  anger  you, 
But  a  dry  Sonnet  of  my  Corporal's 
To  an  old  Sutder's  Wife,  and  that  I'll  burn,  Sir; 
'Tis  like  to  prove  a  fine  Age  for  the  Ignorant. 

Arh,  How  dareft  thou  fo  oft  forfeit  thy  Life  ? 
Thou  knov/'ft,  'tis  in  my  Power  to  take  it. 

Mar,  Yes,  and  I  know  you  wo'  not,  or  if  you  do, 
you'll  mifs  it  quickly. 

Arb,  Why? 

Mar,  Who  lhall  tell  you  of  thefe  childifh  Follies, 
When  I  am  dead  ?  Who  ihall  put  to  his  Power 
To  draw  thofe  Virtues  out  of  a  Flood  of  Humours, 
When  they  are  drown'd,  and  make  'em  fhine  again.'* 
No,  cut  my  Head  cii : 

Then  you  may  talk,  and  be  believed,  and  grow  worfe, 
(44)  And  have  your  too  felf-glorious  Temper  rock'd 
Into  a  deep  Sleep,  and  the  Kingdom  with  you  ; 
Till  foreign  Swords  be  in  your  Throats,  and  Slaughter 
Be  every  where  about  you  like  your  Flatterers. 
Do,  kill  me. 

(43)  T^his  is  th*  Imprifonment  T^ve  looked  for  alivajs.'}  But,  furely, 
Tigranes  had  no  Reafou  to  look  for,-  or  fufpeft,  any  fuch  Treatment. 
The  eldeft  Quarto  in  1619,  and  that  of  1676,  place  this  Ve'-fe  and 
the  fubfequent  one  to  the  Beginning  of  Spaconia's  Speech;  and  they 
certainly  belong  to  her.  She  bleffes  her  Fate,  that  Ihe  is  to  be  with 
her  Tigranes,  tho'  in  a  Prifon.  I  own,  tho'  I  would  not  venture  to 
depart  fo  far  from  the  Text,  1  could  wifh  we  might  fuppofe,  the 
Authors  had  wrote ; 

This  is  tP  Imprifonment  V've  long'd  for  always. 
For  Ihe  had  no  more  Reafon  to  look  for  it,  than  Tigranes  had. 

(44)  Jnd  ha^ve  your  too  felf-glorious  Temper  rot 

Into  a  deep  Sleep \  Befides  the  Impropriety  of  rotting  into 
^leep^  the  Expreffion  is  too  coarfe  for  the  Charafter  of  Mardonius ; 
who,  tho'  bold  and  honeft,  is  not  abufive.  1  hope,  I  have  reftor'd 
the  original  Word.  Mr.  Seward. 

This  Emendation  is  finely  imagined ;  and  is  fufficiently  confirmed 
by  the  three  Verfes  that  follow. 

R  2  Arb. 
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Arh.  Prithee,  be  tamer,  good  MardoniuSy 
Thou  know'ft,  I  love  thee ;  nay,  I  honour  thee  ; 
BeUeve  it,  good  old  Soldier,  I  am  thine 
But  1  am  rack'd  clean  from  myfelf,  bear  with  me, 
Woo't  thou  bear  with  me,  my  Mardonius  ? 

Enter  Gobrias. 

Mar,  There  comes  a  good  Man,  love  him  too,  he's^ 
temperate, 

You  may  live  to  have  Need  of  fuch  a  Virtue, 
Rage  is  not  ftill  in  Fafhion. 

Jrh.  Welcome,  good  Gchrias. 

Gob,  My  Service  and  this  Letter  to  your  Grace, 

Arb,  From  whom? 

Gob,  From  the  rich  Mine  of  Virtue  and  all  Beauty, 
Your  mournful  Sifter. 

Arb,  She  is  in  Prifon,  Goh'ias^  is  fhe  not  ? 

Gob.  She  is.  Sir,  till  your  Pleafure  do  enlarge  her. 
Which  on  my  Knees  I  beg.  ^  Oh,  'tis  not  fit. 
That  all  the  Sweemefs  of  the  World  in  one, 
The  Youth  and  Virtue  that  would  tame  wild  Tygers, 
And  wilder  People,  that  have  known  no  Manners, 
Should  live  thus  cloifter'd  up ;  for  your  Love's  fake. 
If  there  be  any  in  that  noble  Heart, 
To  her  a  wretched  Lady,  and  forlom ; 
Or  for  her  Love  to  you,  which  is  as  much 
As  Nature  and  Obedience  ever  gave. 
Have  Pity  on  her  Beauties. 

Arb,  Pray  thee,  ftand  up ;  'Tis  true,  fhe  is  too  fmr, 
And  all  thefe  Commendations  but  her  own; 
'Would,  thou  hadft  never  fo  commended  her. 
Or  1  ne'er  liv'd  to  have  heard  it,  Gobrias ! 
If  thou  but  knew'ft  the  Wrong  her  Beauty  does  her. 
Thou  wouldft  in  Pity  of  her  be  a  Lyar ; 
Thy  Ignorance  has  drawn  me,  wretched  Man, 
Whither  myfelf,  nor  thou,  can'ft  well  tell :  O  my  Fate  I 
I  think,  fhe  loves  me,  but,  I  fear,  another 
Is  deeper  in  her  Heart :  How  think'ft  thou,  Gobrias  P 

Gob.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace,  believe  it  not ; 
For,  let  me  perifh,  if  it  be  not  falfe  !  Good  Sir,  read 
her  Letter,  Mar. 
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Mar,  This  Love,  or  what  a  Devil  it  is,  I  know  not, 
begets  more  Mifchief  than  a  Wake.  I  had  rather  be  well 
beaten,  flarv'd,  or  loufy,  than  live  within  the  Air  on't. 
He,  that  had  feen  this  brave  Fellow  charge  through  a 
Grove  of  Pikes  but  t'other  Day,  and  look  upon  him-^ow, 
will  ne'er  believe  his  Eyes  again :  If  he  continue  thus 
but  two  Days  more,  a  Tailor  may  beat  him  with  one 
Hand  tied  behind  him. 

Arh,  Alas,  fhe  fain  would  be  at  Liberty. 
And  there  be  a  thoufand  Reafons,  Gohrias^ 
Tholifands  that  will  deny't : 
Which,  if  (he  knew,  fhe  would  contentedly 
Be  where  fhe  is,  and  blefs  her  Virtues  for  it. 
And  me,  though  fhe  were  clofer ;  flie  would,  Gohrias^ 
Good  Man,  indeed,  fhe  would. 

Gob.  Then,  good  Sir,  for  her  Satisfaction, 
Send  for  her,  and  with  Reafon  make  her  know 
Why  fhe  muft  live  thus  from  you. 

Jrh.  I  will ;  go  bring  her  to  me.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  BefTus,  two  Sword-men^  and  a  Boy. 

Bef.  You're  very  welcome  Both    fome  Stools  there, 
And  reach  a  Table  j  Gentlemen  o'  th'  Sword,  [Boy, 
Pray  fit  without  more  Complement ;  be  gone,  Child.  • 
I  have  been  curious  in  the  fearching  of  you, 
Becaufe  I  underftand  you  wife  and  valiant. 

1  Sw.  We  underftand  ourfelves.  Sir. 

Bef,  Nay,  Gentlemen,  and  my  dear  Friends  o'th'  Sword, 
No  Complement,  I  pray  ;  but  to  the  Caufe 
1  hang  upon,  which  in  few,  is  my  Honour. 

2  Sw,  You  cannot  hang  too  much.  Sir,  for  your  Honour ; 
But  to  your  Caufe-  

Bef,  Be  wife,  and  fpeak  the  Truth ;  my  firft  Doubt  is. 
My  Beating  by  my  Prince. 

1  Sw.  Stay  there  a  little.  Sir;  do  you  doubt  a  Beating? 
Or  have  you  had  a  Beating  by  your  Prince  ? 

Bef  Gentlemen  o'th'  Sword,  my  Prince  has  beaten  me. 

2  Sw,  Brother,  what  think  you  of  this  Cafe  ? 

1  Sw,  If  he  has  beaten  him,  the  Cafe  is  clear. 

2  Sw.  If  he  have  beaten  him,  I  grant  the  Cafe  % 

R  3  But 
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But  how  ?  We  cannot  be  too  fubtle  in  this  Bufinefs, 
I  fay,  but  how  ? 

Bef.  Even  with  his  Royal  Hand. 

I  Sw.  Was  it  a  Blow  of  Love,  or  Indignation  ? 

Bef.  'Twas Twenty  Blows  of  Indignation,  Gentlemen; 
Befides  two  Blows  o'th'  Face. 

(45)  2  Sw,  Thofe  Blows  o'th'  Face  have  made  a  new 
Caufe  on't, 

The  reft  were  but  an  honourable  Rudenefs. 

1  6"^.  Two  Blows  o'th*  Face,  and  given  by  a  worfe 
Man,  I  muft  confefs,  as  the  Svv^ord-men  fay,  had  tnrn'd 
the  Bufinefs:  Mark  me,  Brother,  by  a  wo'Vfe  Man:  But 
being  by  his  Prince,  had  they  been  Ten,  and  thofe  Ten 
drawn  Ten  Teeth,  befides  the  Hazard  of  his  Nofe  for 
ever;  all  this  had  been  but  Favours:  This  is  my  flat 
Opinion,  which  I'll  die  in. 

2  Sw.  The  King  may  do  much.  Captain,  believe  it ; 
for  had  he  crack'd  your  Skull  through,  like  a  Bottle,  or 
broke  a  Rib  or  two  with  tofTing  of  you,  yet  you  had  loft 
no  Honour :  This  is  ftrange,  you  may  imagine,  but  this 
is  Truth  now.  Captain. 

Bef  I  will  be  glad  to  embrace  it,  Gendemen ; 
But  how  far  may  he  ftrike  me  ? 

.  I  Sw,  There  is  another :  A  new  Caufe  rifing  from  the 
Time  and  Diftance,  in  which  I  will  deliver  my  Opinion : 
He  may  ftrike,  beat,  or  caufe  to  be  beaten :  For  thefe 
are  natural  to  Man :  Your  Prince,  I  fay,  may  beat  you, 
fo  far  forth  as  his  Dominion  reacheth,  that's  for  the  Di- 
ftance ;  the  Time  ten  Miles  a-Day,  I  take  it. 

2  Sw.  Brother,  you  err,  'tis  fifteen  Miles  a-Day ; 
His  Stage  is  ten,  his  Beatings  are  fifteen. 

Bef.  'Tis  of  the  longeft,  but  we  Subjefts  muft— • 

I  Sw.  Be  fubjed:  to  it ;  you  are  Wife  and  Virtuous. 

Bef.  Obedience  ever  makes  that  noble  Ule  on't. 
To  which  I  dedicate  my  beaten  Body ; 

(45)  ^hofe  Blonxis  6* tP  Face  ha've  made  a  ns'w  Caufe  on't, 

The  refi  nvere  but  an  horrible  Ruc{enefs.'\  The  M,  I  am  Aire, 
js  an  herrihh  rough,  as  well  as  dt'fed^ive,  Verfe.  The  Ouarto's  of 
1619,  ^^7^  ^'^^'^  Epithet,  which  I  have  reftored  in  the 
Text. 

I  muft 
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I  mull  trouble  you  a  little  further,  Gentlemen  o'tli'  Sword. 

2  Sw.  No  Trouble  at  all  to  us,  Sir,  if  we  may- 
Profit  your  Undexftanding,  we  are  bound 
By  virtue  of  our  Calling  to  utter  our  Opinions, 
Shortly,  and  difcreetly. 

Bef,  My  foreft  Bufinefs  is,  I  have  been  kick'd. 

2  Sw.  How  far,  Sir? 

(46)  Bef.  Not  to  flatter  myfelf  in  it,  all  over;  my 
Sword  loft,  but  not  forc'd ;  for  difcreetly  I  rendred  it,  to 
fave  that  Imputation. 

1  Sw.  It  ftiew'd  Difcretion,  the  beft  Part  of  Valour. 

2  Sw.  Brother,  this  is  a  pretty  Caufe  ;  pray,  ponder 
Our  Friend  here  has  been  kick'd.  -   [on't  j 

1  Sw.  He  has  fo,  Brother. 

2  Sw.  Sorely,  he  fays :  Now,  had  he  fet  down  here 
Upon  the  meer  Kick,  't  had  been  cowardly. 

1  Sw.  I  think,  it  had  been  cowardly  indeed. 

2  Sw.  But  our  Friend  has'  redeem'd  it,  in  delivering 
His  Sword  without  Compulfion    and  that  Man, 
That  took  it  of  him,  I  pronounce  a  weak  one. 

And  his  Kicks  Nullities. 

He  fhould  have  kick'd  him  after  the  delivering. 
Which  is  the  Confirmation  of  a  Coward. 

1  Sw.  Brother,  I  take  it,  you  miftake  the  Queftion  j 
For,  fay,  that  I  were  kick'd. 

2  Sw,  I  muft  not  fay  fo  ; 

(46)  l^ot  to  flatter  myfelf  in  if,  all  o^er\  my  Sn^jord  forcM,  but  not 
loft ;]  This  is  as  abfurd  and  ridiculous  a  Tranfpofition  (made  thro' 
the  Error  of  the  Copyifts,  or  at  Prefs)  as  we  ftiall  meet  with  in  haftc. 
Tho'  Beffus  was  by  Nature  and  Habit  a  Lyar,  yet  here  he  meant  to 
reprefent  the  State  of  his  Cafe  ferioufly  to  the  Snvord-mefty  to  have 
their  Opinion  upon  it.  We  find  in  a  preceding  Scene,  that,  upon 
Bacurius  difcovering  him  to  be  a  notorious  Poltron,  he  orders  him  to 
unbuckle  and  deliver  up  his  Sword.  Befjus  obeys,  and  does  it  with 
a  Gafconade ;  faying,  it  is  a  pretty  Hilty  and  if  his  Lordfhip  takes 
an  Affe^ion  to  it,  'with  all  his  Heart  he*  II  prefent  it  to  him  for  a 
NenAj-years-gift.  How  then  was  his  Sword  forc'd  from  him  ?  Ic  was 
not;  for  he  immediately  fubjoins  here  to  the  S^ord-men  i  for  I  dif- 
creetly rendered  //  to  fanje  that  Imputation.  All  the  Editions  concur 
in  the  Blunder  j  and,  I  imagine,  the  moft  accurate  Readers  may  have 
flip'd  over  this  Abfurdity.  Let  the  two  Words  forced  and  lojl  change 
Places,  and  then  all  is  clear,  and  the  Fad  truly  Hated. 

R  4  Nor 
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Nor  I  muft  not  hear  it  fpoke  by  Tongue  of  Man. 
,You  kick'd,  dear  Brother !  You're  merry. 

1  Sw.  But  put  the  Cafe,  I  were  kick'd 

2  Sw,  Let  them  put  it,  that  are  Things  weary  of  their 
Lives,  and  know  not  Honour  j  put  the  Cafe,  you  were 
kick'd  ? 

1  Sw,  I  do  not  fay,  I  was  kick'd. 

2  Sw,  Nor  no  filly  Creature  that  wears  his  Head  with- 
out a  Cafe,  his  Soul  in  a  Skin-coat :  You  kick'd,  dear 
Brother  ? 

Bef.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  let  us  do  what  we  lhall  do, 
^Truly  and  honeftly ;  good  Sirs,  to  the  Queftion. 

1  Sw,  Why,  then  1  fay,  fuppofe  your  Boy  kick'd. 
Captain  .'^ 

2  Sw,  The  Boy  may  be  fuppos'd,  he's  liable. 
But  kick  my  Brother  ? 

I  Sw,  A  foolifh  forward  Zeal,  Sir,  in  my  Friend ; 
But  to  the  Boy,—-  Suppofe,  the  Boy  were  kick'd. 
Bef,  I  do  fuppofe  it. 
1  Sw,  Has  your  Boy  a  Sword  ? 
Bef,  Surely,  no ;  I  pray,  fuppofe  a  Sword  too. 

1  Sw,  I  do  fuppofe  it  5  you  grant,  your  Boy  was 
kick'd  then. 

2  Sw.  By  no  means.  Captain,  let  it  be  fuppofed  ftill ; 
the  Word  Grant  makes  not  for  us. 

(47)  I  Sw,  I  fay  this  muft  be  granted. 

2  Sw. 

(47)  I  Sw.  i  fay,  this  muft  he  granted. 
2  Sw.  This  muft  he  granted.  Brother  ? 

1  Sw.  Ay,  this  muft  he  granted. 

2  Sw.  Still  this  muft,  ^r.]  The  Poets  here  are  flirting  (I  was 
almoft  going  to  fay,  invidioufly)  at  a  Paflage  in  Shake  speare's 
Coriolanus. 

—  — —  It  is  a  Mind 

That  ftiall  remain  a  Poifon  -where  it  iSf. 

"Not  poifon  any  further. 
Cor,  Shall  remain? 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  Minnoivs  ?  Mark  you 

His  ahfolute  ftiall  ? 
Com.  ^T'was  from  the  Canon, 
Cor.  Shall! 

 Ha've  you  thus 

Qif^^^n  Hydra  here  to  choofe  an  Officer, 

That 
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2  Sw,  This  muft  be  granted.  Brother? 

1  Sw,  Ay,  this  muft  be  granted. 

2  Sw,  Still,  this  muft  ? 

1  Sw,  I  fay,  this  muft  be  granted.  [palter. 

2  Sw,  Ay,  give  me  the  muft  again.?  (48)  Brother,  you 

1  Sw,  I  will  not  hear  you,  Walp. 

2  Sw,  Brother,  I  fay,  you  palter ;  the  Muft  three  times 
together  ?  I  wear  as  ftiarp  Steel  as  another  Man,  and  my 
Fox  bites  as  deep ,  mufted,  my  dear  Brother  ? 

But  to  the  Caufe  againc 

Bef,  Nay,  look  you.  Gentlemen. 

2  Sw,  In  a  Word,  I  ha'  done. 

I  Sw,  A  tall  Man,  but  intemperate,  'tis  great  Pity } 
Once  more  liippofe  the  Boy  kick'd.    2  Sw,  Forward. 

I  Sw,  And,  being  thoroughly  kick'd,  laughs  at  the 
Kicker. 

2.  Sw,  So  much  for  us ;  proceed. 

1  Sw,  And  in  this  beaten  Scorn,  as  I  may  call  it. 
Delivers  up  his  Weapon ;  where  lies  the  Error  .'^ 

Bef,  It  lies  i'th'  Beating,  Sir,  I  found  it  four  Days  fince. 

2  Sw.  The  Error,  and  a  fore  one,  as  I  take  it. 
Lies  in  the  Thing  kicking. 

Bef,  I  underftand  that  well,  'tis  fo,  indeed,  Sir. 

1  Sw,  That  is  according  to  the  Man  that  did  it. 

2  Sw,  There  fprings  a  new  Branch,  whofe  was  the 
Foot  ? 

Bef.  A  Lord's. 

^hat  ivith  his  peremptory  lhall  . 

  ■  They  choofe  their  Magijlrate  ! 

And  fuch  a  one  as  he^  njuho  puts  his  lhall. 

His  popular  lhall,  ^c, 

(48)  2  Sw.  Brother y  you  palter. 

I  Sw.  /  ivill  not  hear  you,  Wafp.]  Here  again  is  a  Sneer  upon 
that  celebrated  quarrelling  Scene  betwixt  Brutus  and  Cajpus,  in 
Shakespeare's  Julius  Ctsfar. 

 Muft  I  budge  ? 

Muft  I  ohfernje  you  ?  Muft  I  fland  and  crouch 

Under  your  tefty  Humour  ?  By  the  Godsy 

You  Jhall  digeft  the  Venom  of  your  Spleen, 

Tho""  it  do  fplit  you.    For,  from  this  Day  forth, 

JUl  ufe you  far  my  Mirth^  yea,  for  my  Laughter, 

When  you  are  wafpifh.^ 
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1  Sw,  The  Caufe  is  mighty,  but  had  it  been  two  Lords, 
And  Both  had  kick'd  you,  if  you  laugh'd,  'tis  clear, 

Bef.  I  did  laugh, 
But  how  will  that  help  me.  Gentlemen  ? 

2  Sw,  Yes,  it  fhall  help  you,  if  you  laugh'd  aloud. 
Bef,  As  loud  as  a  kick'd  Man  could  laugh,  I  laugh'd. 

Sir. 

1  Sw,  My  Reafon  now ;  the  valiant  Man  is  known 
By  fuffering  and  contemning  it ;  you  have 
Enough  of  both,  and  you  are  valiant. 

2  Sp),  If  he  be  fure,  he  has  been  kick'd  enough : 
For  that  brave  Sufferance  you  Ipeak  of.  Brother, 
Confifts  not  in  a  Beating  and  away. 

But  in  a  cudgell'd  Body,  from  eighteen 

To  eight  and  thirty ;  (49)  in  a  Head  rebuk'd 

With  Pots  of  all  fize.  Daggers,  Stools,  and  Bed-ftavcs ; 

This  fliows  a  valiant  Man. 

(49)  — '■  in  a  Head  rehulCd 

With  Pots  of  all  Size,  degrees  ;  Stools  and  Brd-Jlaqjes ; 
*rhis  Jhenvs  a  imliant  Man.^^  What  an  inharmonious  Line  is 
this  Second  here  ?  Refides,  where  is  the  mighty  Difference  betwixt 
^i%e  and  Degrees  ?  What  then  if  we  fhould  read  Dag^er^?  There  is 
a  pleafant  Paffage  in  Plau  ti; s*s  P^-^y^sw  about  Parahtes,  whom  he 
ilyles  hard  headed ,  Fellows,  becaufe  they  had  frequently  Thmgs 
thrown  at  their  Pates. 

His  Cognomentum  erat  duris  Capitonibus. 
Cafauhon  has  this  Note  upon  the  Place.   OUm  inter  alia  Injirumenta 
ferditi  Luxus,  et  Matul^  in  Triclinia  inferri  folita  ;  quas  ftepe, 
ubi  incaluijjent,  in  Capita  Jihi  invicem  iUiferunt.    Hinc  diSii  frop- 
terea  Parafiti,  duri  Capitones,  Mr.  Sympfon. 

My  Friend  has  delivered  his  Conjedure,  about  fubftituting  Daggers, 
with  Diftruft  and  Difapprobation.  But,  I  believe,  I  fhall  foon  over- 
come his  Modefty  ;  and  demonftrate  the  Emendation  to  be  moft  cer- 
tain. In  the  firft  Place,  the  Word  has  the  Sand  ion  of  the  oldeft 
^arto  in  1619.  Then,  again,  afterwards,  where  Mardonius  is  cha- 
raderizing  Bejfus  to  Lygones,  he  fays, 

—  He  has  had,  fince  he  mas  Jirfi  a  Slave y 
At  leajt  three  Hundred  Daggers  fet  ins  Head, 
As  little  Boys  do  Knives  in  hot  Meat ; 
So,  in  Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife  \ 

From  thence  to  th'  Dicing-Houfgy  there  I  found  parrels, 
Needlefs  and  fenfelefs.  Swords,  Pots,  Candlejlicks, 
Tables,  and  Stools,  and  all  in  one  Confufeon, 
And  no  Man  knenjj  his  Friend. 
The  Word,  Svoords,  here,  is  plainly  equivalent  to  Daggers* 

BeC. 
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Bef.  Then  I  am  valiant,  as  valiant  as  the  proudeft. 
For  thefe  are  all  familiar  Things  to  me  ; 
Familiar  as  my  Sleep,  or  Want  of  Money  ;  ^ 
All  my  whole  Body's  but  one  Bruife  with  Beating, 
I  think  I  have  been  Cudgell'd  with  all  Nations, 
And  almoft  all  Religions. 

2  Sw,  Embrace  him,  Brother,  this  Man  is  valiant. 
I  know  it  by  myfelf,  he's  valiant. 

I  Sw,  Captain,  thou  art  a  valiant  Gentleman, 
To  abide  upon't,  a  very  vahant  Man. 

Bef.  My  equal  Friends  o'  th'  Sword,  I  muft  requeft 
Your  Hands  to  this.    2  Sw.  'Tis  fit  it  fliould  be. 

Bef.  Boy, 

Get  me  fome  Wine,  and  Pen  and  Ink  within  : 
Am  I  clear.  Gentlemen  } 

1  Sw,  Sir,  when  the  World  has  taken  Notice  what 
we  have  done. 

Make  much  of  your  Body,  for  I'll  pawn  my  Steel, 
•  Men  will  be  coyer  of  their  Legs  hereafter. 

Bef.  I  mull  requeft  you  go  along  and  teftify  to  the 
Lord  Bacuriusj  whofe  Foot  has  ftruck  me,  how  you  find 
my  Caufe. 

2  Sw.  We  will,  and  tell  that  Lord,  he  muft  be  rul'd; 
Or  there  arc  thofe,  abroad,  will  rule  his  Lordlhip. 

{^Exeunt. 

Enter  Arbaces,  at  one  Boor ;  and  Gobrias,  and  Panthea 
at  another. 

Gob,  Sir,  here's  the  Princefs. 

Arb.  Leave  us  then  alone. 
For  the  main  Caufe  of  her  Imprifonment 
Muft  not  be  heard  by  any,  but  herfelf.       [^Exit  Gob. 
You're  welcome.  Sifter ;  and  I  would  to  Heav'n, 
I  could  fo  'bid  you  by  another  Name  : 
If  You  above  love  not  fuch  Sins  as  thefe. 
Circle  my  Heart  with  Thoughts  as  cold  as  Snow, 
To  quench  thefe  rifmg  Flames  that  harbour  here. 

Pan.  Sir,  does  it  pleafe  you,  I  lliould  Ipeak  ? 

Arb.  Pleafe  me  ? 
Ay,  more  than  all  the  Art  of  Mufick  can  ^ 

Thy 
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Thy  Speech  doth  pleafe  me,  for  it  ever  founds, 
As  thou  brought'ft  joyful  unexpeded  News ; 
And  yet  it  is  not  fit  thou  fhouldft  be  heard. 
I  pray  thee,  think  fo.     Fan,  Be  it  fo,  I  will. 
I  am  the  firft,  that  ever  had  a  Wrong 
So  far  from  being  fit  to  have  Redrefs, 
That  'twas  unfit  to  hear  it :  I  will  back 
To  Jt'rifcn,  rather  than  difquiet  you. 
And  wait  till  it  be  fit.    Arh.  No,  do  not  go 
For  I  will  hear  thee  with  a  ferious  Thought : 
I  have  colleded  all  that's  Man  about  me 
Together  ftrongly,  and  I  arn  refolv'd 
To  hear  thcc  largely  \  but  I  do  befeech  thee, 
Do  not  come  nearer  to  me,  for  there  is 
Something  in  that,  that  will  undo  us  Both. 

Tan,  Alas,  Sir,  am  I  Venom  ? 

Arh,  Yes,  to  me  \ 
Though,  of  thyfelf,  I  think  thee  to  be  in 
As  equal  a  Degree  of  Heat  or  Cold, 
As  Nature  can  make :  Yet  as  unfound  Men 
Convert  the  fweeteft  and  the  nourifhing'ft  Meats 
Into  Difeafes ;  fo  fhall  I,  diftemper'd, 
Do  thee ;  I  pray  thee,  draw  no  nearer  to  me. 

Pan,  Sir,  this  is  that  I  would :  I  am  of  late 
Shut  from  the  World,  and  why  it  Ihould  be  thus, 
Is  all  I  wifh  to  know.     Arh.  Why,  credit  me, 
Fanthea^  credit  me  that  am  thy  Brother, 
Thy  loving  Brother,  that  there  is  a  Caufe 
Sufficient,  yet  unfit  for  thee  to  know. 
That  might  undo  thee  everlaftingly. 
Only  to  hear  \  wilt  thou  but  credit  this  ? 
By  Heav'n,  'tis  true ;  believe  it,  if  thou  can'fl. 

Fan,  Children  and  Fools  are  ever  credulous. 
And  I  am  Both,  I  think,  for  I  believe ; 
If  you  diffemble,  be  it  on  your  Head  ; 
I'll  back  unto  my  Prifon :  Yet,  methinks, 
I  might  be  kept  in  fome  Place  where  you  are 
For  in  myfelf,  I  find  I  know  not  what 
To  call  it,  but  it  is  a  great  Defire 
To  fee  you  often. 
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Arb,  Fie,  you  come  in  a  Step,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Dear  Sifter,  do  not  fo :  Alas,  Panthea, 
Where  I  am,  would  you  be?  V/hy,  that's  the  Caufe 
You  are  imprifon'd^  that  you  may  not  be 
Where  I  am. 

Pan.  Then  I  mufl  endure  it.  Sir ;  Heav'n  keep  you ! 

Jrb.  Nay,  you  fliall  hear  the  Caufe  in  fliort,  Panthea ; 
And,  when  thou  hear'ft  it,  thou  wilt  blufh  for  me  j 
And  hang  thy  Head  down  like  a  Violet 
Full  of  tlie  morning  Dew  :  There  is  a  Way 
To  gain  thy  Freedom,  but  'tis  fuch  a  one 
As  puts  thee  in  worfe  Bondage,  and,  I  know. 
Thou  wouldft  encounter  Fire,  and  make  a  Proof 
Whether  the  Gods  have  Care  of  Innocence, 
Rather  than  follow  it :  Know,  that  I've  loft. 
The  only  Difference  betwixt  Man  and  Beaft, 
My  Reafon.      Pan.  Heav'n  forbid! 

Arh.  Nay,  it  is  gone ; 
And  I  am  left  as  far  without  a  Bound, 
As  the  wild  Ocean,  that  obeys  the  Winds  ; 
Each  fudden  Paffion  throws  me  where  it  lifts, 
And  overwhehns  All  that  oppofe  my  Will : 
I  have  beheld  thee  with  a  luftful  Eye  : 
My  Heart  is  fet  on  Wickednefs  to  adl 
Such  Sins  with  thee,  as  I  have  been  afraid 
To  think  of ;  if  thou  dar'ft  confent  to  this. 
Which,  I  befeech  thee,  do  not,  thou  may'ft  gain 
Thy  Liberty,  and  yield  me  a  Content ; 
If  not,  thy  Dwelling  muft  be  dark  and  clofe. 
Where  I  may  never  fee  thee ;  for,  Heav'n  knows. 
That  laid  this  Punifhment  upon  my  Pride, 
Thy  Sight  at  fome  time  will  enforce  my  Madnefs 
To  make  a  Start  e'en  to  thy  Raviftiing ; 
Now  fpit  upon  me,  and  call  all  Reproaches 
Thou  can'ft  devife  together,  and  at  once 
Hurl  'em  againft  me  \  for  I  am  a  Sicknefs 
As  killing  as  the  Plague,  ready  to  feize  thee. 

Pan.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  revile  the  King  1 
But  it  is  true,  that  I  fhall  rather  choofe 
To  fearch  out  Death,  that  elfe  would  fearch  out  me,  ^ 

And 
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And  in  a  Grave  fleep  with  my  Innocence, 
Than  welcome  fuch  a  Sin :  It  is  my  Fate, 
To  thefe  crofs  Accidents  I  was  ordain'd. 
And  muft  have  Patience ;  and  but  that  my  Eyes 
Have  more  of  Woman  in  'em  than  my  Heart, 
I  would  not  weep  :  Peace  enter  you  again ! 

Arh.  Farewel,  and,  good  Panthea^  pray  for  me ; 
Thy  Prayers  are  pure,  that  I  may  find  a  Death 
However  foon,  before  my  Paffions  grow, 
That  they  forget  what  I  defire  is  Sin ; 
For  thither  they  are  tending :  If  that  happen. 
Then  1  fhall  force  thee,  tho'  thou  wert  a  Virgin 
By  Vow  to  Heaven,  and  fhall  pull  a  Heap 
Of  ftrange,  yet  uninvented.  Sin  upon  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  I  will  pray  for  you,  yet  you  fhall  know 
It  is  a  fullen  Fate  that  governs  us  ; 
For  I  could  wifh  as  heartily  as  you 
I  were  no  Sifter  to  you,  I  fhould  then 
Embrace  your  lawful  Love,  fooner  than  Health, 

Arh.  Couldft  thou  afFed  me  then  ? 

Pan,  So  perfedly. 
That,  as  it  is,  I  ne'er  fhall  fway  my  Heart 
To  like  another.     Jrb.  Then  I  curfe  my  Birth ; 
Muft  this  be  added  to  my  Miferies 
That  thou  art  willing  too  ?  Is  there  no  Stop 
To  our  full  Happinefs,  but  thefe  meer  Sounds, 
Brother  and  Sifter? 

Pan.  There  is  nothing  elfe, 
But  thefe,  alas!  will  feparate  us  more 
Than  twenty  Worlds  betwixt  us. 

Arh.  I  have  liv'd 
To  conquer  Men,  and  now  am  overthrown 
Only  by  Words,  Brother  and  Sifter :  Where 
Have  thofe  Words  Dwelling  ?  I  will  find  'em  out. 
And  utterly  deftroy  'em ;  but  they  are 
Not  to  be  grafp'd :  Let  'em  be  Men  or  Beafts, 
And  I  will  cut  'em  from  the  Earth ;  or  Towns, 
And  I  will  raze  'em,  and  then  blow  'em  up : 
Let  'em  be  Seas,  and  I  will  drink  'em  off, 
-^nd  yet  have  unquench'd  Fire  left  in  my  Breaft : 
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Let  'em  be  any  thing  but  meerly  Voice. 

Fan,  But  'tis  not  in  the  Pow'r  of  any  Force, 
Or  Policy,  to  conquer  them.    Arh,  FantheUy 
What  fhall  we  do?  Shall  we  ftand  firmly  here. 
And  gaze  our  Eyes  out  ?    Fan,  *Would,  I  could  do  fo ! 
But  I  fhall  weep  out  mine.    Arh,  Accurfed  Man, 
Thou  bought'fl  thy  Rcafon  at  too  dear  a  Rate; 
For  thou  haft  all  thy  Adtions  bounded  in 
With  curious  Rules,  when  ev'ry  Beafl  is  free : 
What  is  there  that  acknowledges  a  Kindred, 
But  wretched  Man  ?  Who  ever  faw  the  Bull 
Fearfully  leave  the  Heifer  that  he  lik'd, 
Becaufe  they  had  one  Dam }    Fan,  Sir,  I  diflurb 
You  and  myfelf  too ;  'twere  better  I  were  gone. 

Arh.  I  will  not  be  fo  foolifh  as  I  was. 
Stay,  we  will  love  jufl  as  becomes  our  Births, 
No  otherwife :  Brothers  and  Sifters  may 
Walk  Hand  in  Hand  together ;  fo  will  we. 
Come  nearer :  Is  there  any  Hurt  in  this  ? 

Fan,  I  hope  not,  Sir. 

Arh,  Faith,  there  is  none  at  all : 
And  tell  me  truly  now,  is  there  not  one 
You  love  above  me  ? 

Fan,  No,  by  Heav'n.    Arh,  Why  yet 
You  fent  unto  Tigranes^  Sifter.    Fan,  True, 

But  for  another :  For  the  Truth  «    Arb.  No  more, 

I'll  credit  thee,  thou  canft  not  lie. 
Thou  art  all  Truth. 

Fan,  But  is  there  nothing  elfe. 
That  we  may  do,  but  only  walk  ?  Methinks, 
Brothers  and  Sifters  lawfully  may  kifs. 

Arh,  And  fo  they  may,  Fanthea^  fo  will  we. 
And  kifs  again  too ;  we  were  too  fcrupulous. 
And  foolifh,  but  we  will  be  fo  no  more. 

Fan,  If  you  have  any  Mercy,  let  me  go 
To  prifon,  to  my  Death,  to  any  thing : 
I  feel  a  Sin  growing  upon  my  Blood, 
Worfe  than  all  thefe,  hotter,  I  fear,  than  yours. 

Arb,  That  is  impolTible,  what  Ihou'd  we  do  ? 

Pan. 
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Pan.  Fly,  Sir,  for  Fleav'ns  fake. 
Arb,  So  we  mutl ;  away  \ 
Sin  grows  upon  us  more  by  this  Delay. 

[  Exeunt^  fever al  wayso 


A  C  T    V.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Mardonius  and  Lygones, 

Mar,  C  I  R9  the  King  has  feen  your  Commiflion,  and 
»^  believes  it;  and  freely  by  this  Warrant  gives  you 
Power  to  vif^  Prince  Tigranes^  your  noble  Matter. 

Lyg.  I  thank  his  Grace,  and  kifs  his  Hand. 

Mar,  But  is  the  Main  of  all  your  Bufinefs  ended  in  this  ? 

Lyg.  I  have  another,  but  a  worfe  ^  I  am  afliam'd,  it  is 
a  Bufinefs,  ■ 

Mar.  You  ferve  a  worthy  Perfon,  and  a  Stranger,  I  am 
fure,  you  are;  you  may  employ  me  if  you  pleafe  without 
your  Purfe,  fuch  Offices  Ihould  ever  be  their  own  Re- 
wards. 

Lyg.  I  am  bound  to  your  Noblenefs. 

Mar.  I  may  have  Need  of  you,  and  then  this  Courtely, 
If  it  be  any,  is  not  ill  beftowed ; 
(50)  But  may  I  civilly  defire  the  reft  ? 
I  fhall  not  be  a  Hurter,  if  no  Helper. 

Lyg.  Sir,  you  fhall  know;  I  have  loft  a  foolifli  Daughter, 
And  with  her  all  my  Patience,  pilfer'd  away 
By  a  mean  Captain  of  your  King's. 

Mar.  Stay  there.  Sir : 
If  he  have  reached  the  noble  Worth  of  Captain, 
He  may  well  claim  a  worthy  Gentlewoman, 

(50)  But  may  1  ci'vtUy  defire  the  rej}?']  Mardonius  may  leem  here, 
at  tirlt  View,  to  bfi  over  inquifitive  into  the  Secrets  of  one,  whom  he 
had  never  feen  before  :  but  he,  firft,  offers  him  his  beil  Services  with- 
out Fee,  or  Reward.  But  the  Motive  of  the  Poets  for  this  Curiofity  ^ 
was  to  let  the  Audience  be  informed  that  J»ygones  was  the  Father  of 
Spaconia  ;  and  that  a  fcurvy  Captain,  belonging  to  Jrbacest  had  pil- 
fer'd her  away  from  him. 

Though 


A  Kingy  and  No  King.  259 

Though  fhe  were  yours,  and  noble. 

Lyg,  I  grant  all  that  too  :  But  this  wretched  Fellow 
Reaches  no  further  than  the  empty  Name, 
.  That  ferves  to  feed  him ;  were  he  valiant. 
Or  had  but  in  him  any  noble  Nature, 
That  might  hereafter  promife  him  a  good  Man, 
My  Cares  were  fo  much  lighter,  and  my  Grave 
A  Span  yet  from  mc. 

Mar,  I  confefs,  fuch  Fellows 
Be  in  all  Royal  Camps,  and  have  and  muft  be. 
To  make  the  Sin  of  Coward  more  detefted 
In  the  mean  Soldier,  that  with  fuch  a  Foil 
Sets  off  much  V alour.    By  Defcription  - 
I  fhould  now  guefs  him  to  you ;  it  was  Bejfus^ 
I  dare  almoft  with  Confidence  pronounce  it. 

Lyg,  'Tis  fuch  a  fcurvy  Name  as  Bejfus^  and  now  I 
think,  'tis  he. 

Mar.  Captain,  do  you  call  him  ? 
Believe  me.  Sir,  you  have  a  Mifery 
Too  mighty  for  your  Age :  A  Pox  upon  him ! 
For  that  muft  be  the  End  of  all  his  Service : 
Your  Daughter  was  not  mad.  Sir  ? 

Lyg.  No-,  'would;  Ihe  had  been! 
The  Fault  had  had  more  Credit :  I  would  do  fomething.' 

Mar,  I  would  fain  counfel  you,  but  to  what,  Ikorwnot, 
He's  fo  below  a  Beating,  that  the  Women  \ 
Find  him  not  worthy  of  their  Diftaves,  and 
To  hang  him  were  to  caft  away  a  Rope ; 
He's  fuch  an  airy,  thin,  unbodied  Coward, 
That  no  Revenge  can  catch  him:  I'll  tell  you.  Sir, 
And  Truth ;  this  Rafcal  fears  nor  God  nor  Man, 
He  has  been  fo  beaten :  Sufferance  has  made  him 
Wainfcot ;  he  has  had  fince  he  was  firfl  a  Slave, 
At  leaft  three  hundred  Daggers  fet  in's  Head, 
As  little  Boys  do  new  Knives  in  hot  Meat, 
There's  not  a  Rib  in's  Body,  o'  my  Confcience, 
That  has  not  been  thrice  broken  with  dry  Beating : 
And  now  his  Sides  look  like  two  Wicker  Targets,^ 
Every  way  bended ;  Children  will  fhortly  take  him 
For  a  Wall,  and  fet  their  Stone-bows  in  his  Forehead, 

Vol.  I.  S  He's 
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He's  of  fo  bafe  a  Senfe,  I  cannot  in 

A  Week  imagine  what  fhall  be  done  to  him. 

Lyg.  Surely,  I  have  committed  fome  great  Sin 
That  this  bafe  Fellow  fiiould  be  made  my  Rod. 
I  would  fee  him,  but  I  fhall  have  no  Patience. 

Mar.  'T'is  no  great  matter  if  you  have  not :  If 
A  Laming  of  him,  or  fome  fuch  Toy  may  do 
You  Pleafure,  Sir,  he  has  it,  for  you,  and 
I'll  help  you  to  him :  'tis  now  News  to  him 
To  have  a  Leg  broken,  or  Shoulder  out. 
With  being  turn'd  o'  th'  Stones  like  Tanfy :  Draw  not 
Your  Sword,  if  you  do  love  it ;  for,  on  my  Confcience, 
His  Head  will  break  it :  we  ufe  him  i'th'  Wars 
Like  to  a  Ram  to  fhake  a  Wall  withal. 
Here  comes  the  very  Perfon  of  him,  do 
As  you  fhall  find  your  Temper,  I  muft  leave  you : 
But  if  you  do  not  break  him  like  a  Bisket, 
You're  much  to  blame.  Sir.  [Eicit  Mar. 

Enter  BefTus  and  the  Sword-men. 

hyg.  Is  your  Name  Beffus  ? 

Bef.  Men  call  me  Captain  Bejfus. 

Lyg.  Then,  Captain  BeJfuSy 
You're  a  rank  Rafcal,  without  more  Exordiums, 
A  dirty  frozen  Slave  j  and  with  the  Favour 
Of  your  Friends  here,  I  will  beat  you. 

I  Sw,  Pray,  ufe  your  Pleafure,  Sir ; 
You  feem  to  be  a  Gentleman. 

Lyg.  Thus,  Captain  BeJfuSj  thus ; 
Thus  twinge  your  Nofe,  thus  kick,  thus  tread  upon  you. 

Bef.  I  do  befeech  you,  yield  your  Caufe,  Sir,  quickly, 

Lyg,  Indeed,  I  fliould  have  told  that  firft. 

Bef.  I  take  it  fo. 

I  Sw.  Captain,  he  fliould,  indeed ;  he  is  miflaken. 

Lyg.  Sir,  you  fliall  have  it  quickly,  and  more  Beating : 
You  have  iloFn  away  a  Lady,  Captain  Coward, 
And  fuch  an  one   [Beats  him. 

Bef.  Hold,  I  befeech  you,  hold.  Sir, 
I  never  yet  ftole  any  hving  Thing 
That  had  a  Tooth  about  it.    Lyg,  I  know  you  dare  lie. 

Bef. 
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hef.  With  none  but  Summer  Whores  upon  my  Life,  Sir  ; 
My  Means  and  Manners  never  could  attempt 
Above  a  Hedge  or  Haycock. 

Lyg.  Sirrali,  that  quits  not  me,  where  is  this  Lady  ? 
Do  that,  you  do  not  ufe  to  do,  tell  Truth, 
Or,  by  my  Hand,  I'll  beat  your  Captain's  Brains  out, 
Wafh  'em,  and  put  *em  in  again,  that  will  L 

Bef.  There  was  a  Lady,  Sir,  I  mull  confels. 
Once  in  my  Charge :  The  Prince  Tigranes  gave  her 
To  my  Guard  for  her  Safety,  how  I  us'd  her 
She  may  herfelf  report,  fhe's  with  the  Prince  now : 
I  did  but  wait  upon  her  like  a  Groom, 
Which  fhe  will  tefbify,  I'm  fure :  If  not, 
My  Brains  are  at  your  Service  when  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
And  glad  I  have  'em  for  you. 

Lyg.  This  is  moft  hkely  ;  Sir, 
I  ask  your  Pardon,  and  am  forry  I 
Was  fo  intemperate.    Bef,  Well,  I  can  ask  no  more. 
You  will  think  it  ftrange  now  to  have  me  beat  you 
At  the  firft  Sight.    Lyg,  Indeed,  I  would ;  but,  I  know. 
Your  Goodnefs  can  forget  twenty  Beatings,  you  muft 
Forgive  me. 

Bef,  Yes,  there's  my  Hand,  go  where  you  will^ 
I  lhall  think  you  a  valiant  Fellow  for  all  this. 

Lyg,  My  Daughter  is  a  Whore,  I  feel  it  now 
Too  fenfible  ;  yet  I  will  fee  her  once, 
Difcharge  myfelf  from  being  Father  to  her. 
And  then  back  to  my  Country,  and  there  die : 
Farewel,  good  Captain.  \_Exit  Lyg* 

Bef  Farewel,  Sir,  farewel, 
Commend  me  to  the  Gentlewoman,  I  pra/. 

1  Sw.  How  now.  Captain  ^  Bear  up,  Man. 

Bef  Gentlemen  o'th'  Sword,  your  Hands  once  more ; 
I  have  been  kick'd  again,  but  the  foolilh  Fellow  is  Peni- 
tent, h'as  ask'd  me  Mercy,  and  my  Honour's  fafe. 

2  Sw.  We  knew  that,  or  the  foolifli  Fellow  had  better 
have  kick'd  his  Grandfire. 

Bef  Confirm,  confirm,  I  pray. 
I  Sw.  There  be  our  Hands  again,  now  let  him  come 
And  fay  he  was  not  forry,  and  he  fleeps  for  it, 

S  2  Bef 
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.  Bef,  Alas!  good  ignorant  old  Man,  let  him  go,  let  him 
go,  thefe  Courfes  will  undo  him.  {Eamnt. 

Enter  Lygones  and  Baciirius. 

Bac.  My  Lord,  your  Authority  is  good,  and  I  am  glad 
it  is  fo ;  for  my  Confent  would  never  hinder  you  from  fee- 
ing your  own  King  :  I  am  a  Minifter,  but  not  a  Governor 
of  this  States  yonder  is  your  King,  I'll  leave  you. 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

Lyg.  There  he  is,  indeed,  and  with  him  my  difloyal 
Child. 

Hygr,  I  do  perceive  my  Fault  fo  much,  that  yet, 
Methinks,  thou  Ihouldft  not  have  forgiven  me. 
hyg.  Health  to  your  Majelly! 
Tigr,  What,  good  Lygones  \ 

Tigr.  Welcome,  what  Bufinefs  hath  brought  thee  hither  ? 

Lyg.  Several ;  my  publick  Bufinefs  will  appear 
By  thi? ;  I  have  a  MelTage  to  deliver. 
Which  if  it  pleafe  you  fo  to  authorize, 
Is  an  Embafiage  from  th'  Armenian  State, 
Unto  Arhaces  for  your  Liberty : 
The  Offer's  there  fet  down,  pleafe  you  to  read  it. 

^igr.  There  is  no  Alteration  happen'd  fince 
I  came  thence  ?    Lyg.  None,  Sir,  all  is  as  it  was. 

7%r.  And  all  our  Friends  are  well 

Lyg,  All  very  well. 

S-pa.  Though  I  have  done  nothing  but  what  was  good, 
1  dare  not  fee  my  Father,  it  was  Fault 
Enough  not  to  acquaint  him  with  that  Good. 

Lyg.  Madam,  I  fhould  have  feen  you. 

Spa.  Good  Sir,  forgive  me. 

Lyg.  Forgive  you,  why  ?  I  am  no  Kin  t'you,  am  I  ? 

Spa.  Should  it  be  meafur'd  by  my  mean  Deferts, 
Indeed,  you  are  not. 

Lyg.  Thou  could'ft  prate  unhappily. 
E'er  thou  could'ft  go ;  'would,  thou  could'ft  do  as  well  I 
And  how  does  Cuftom  hold  out  here }    Spa,  Sir  ? 

Lyg.  Are  you 
In  private  ftill,  or  how?    S^a,  What  do  you  mean 
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Lyg.  Do  you  take  Money?    Are  you  come  to  fell 
Sin  yet? 

Perhaps,  I  can  help  you  to  fome  liberal  Clients : 

Or  has  not  the  King  caft  you  off  yet  ?  O  thou 

Vile  Creature,  whofe  beft  Commendation  is, 

That  thou  art  a  young  Whore.  I  would  thy  Mother 

Had  liv'd  to  fee  this,  or  rather  that  I  had  died 

E'er  I  had  feen  it ;  why  didft  not  make  me  acquainted 

When  thou  wert  firft  refolv'd  to  be  a  Whore, 

I  would  have  feen  thy  hot  Lufl  fatisfied 

More  privately :  I  would  have  kept  a  Dancer 

And  a  whole  Confort  of  Muficians 

In  my  own  Houfe  only  to  fiddle  to  thee. 

Spa,  Sir,  1  was  never  Whore. 

Lyg.  If  thou  could'ft  not 
Say  fo  much  for  thyfelf,  thou  fhould'ft  be  carted. 

Ttgr.  LygoneSy  I  have  read  it,  and  I  hke  it  j 
You  lliall  deliver  it.    Lyg.  Well,  Sir,  I  will ;  but  I've 
A  private  Bufinefs  with  you.    Tigr.  Speak,  what  is't? 

Lyg.  How  has  my  Age  deferv'd  fo  ill  of  you. 
That  you  can  pick  no  Strumpets  in  the  Land, 
But  out  of  my  Breed  ? 

Ttgr.  Strumpets,  good  Lygones? 

Lyg.  Yes,  and  I  wifh  to  have  you  know,  I  fcom 
To  get  a  W^hore  for  any  Prince  alive. 
And  yet  Scorn  will  not  help :  methinks,  my  Daughter 
Might  have  been  fpar'd,  there  were  enow  befides. 

figr.  May  I  not  profper  but  fhe's  innocent 
As  Morning  Light  for  me,  and  I  dare  fwear 
For  all  the  World.    Lyg.  Why  is  fhe  with  you  then  ? 
Can  flie  wait  on  you  better  than  your  Man, 
Has  (he  a  Gift  in  plucking  off  your  Stockings, 
Can  Ihe  make  Cawdles  well,  or  cut  your  Corns  ? 
Why  do  you  keep  her  with  you?  For  a  Queen 
I  know,  you  do  contemn  her,  fo  fliould  1, 
And  every  Subjeft  elfe  think  much  at  it. 

Tigr,  Let  'em  think  much,  but  'tis  more  firm  than 
Earth : 

Thou  fee'ft  thy  Queen  there.  Lyg,  Then  have  I  made  a  fair 
Hand  on't :  1  caU'd  her  Whore.    If  I  lhaU  fpeak 

S  3  Now 
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Now  as  her  Father,  I  cannot  chufe  but  greatly 
Rejoice  that  fhe  fhall  be  a  Queen :  but  if  1 
Shall  fpeak  to  you  as  a  Statefman,  fhe  were  more  fit 
To  be  your  Whore. 

"Tigr,  Get  you  about  your  Bufinefs  to  Arhaces^ 
Now  you  talk  idly.    Lyg.  Yes,  Sir,  I  will  go. 
And  lhall  fhe  be  a  Queen?  fhe  had  more  Wit 
Than  her  old  Father,  when  fhe  ran  away : 
Shall  fhe  be  Queen  ?  now,  by  my  Troth,  'tis  fine, 
I'll  dance  out  of  all  Meafure  at  her  Wedding : 
Shall  I  not.  Sir?    Tigr.  Yes,  marry,  fhalt  thou. 

hyg.  I'll  make  thefe  withered  Kexes  bear  my  Body 
Two  Hours  together  above  Ground.    Tigr.  Nay,  go. 
My  Bufinefs  requires  Hafle. 

Lyg.  Good  Heav'n  preferve  you ! 
You  are  an  excellent  King.    Spa.  Farewel,  good  Father, 

Lyg.  Farewel,  fweet  virtuous  Daughter, 
I  never  was  fo  joyful  in  all  my  Life, 
That  I  remember :  fhall  fhe  be  a  Queen  ? 
Now  I  perceive  a  Man  may  weep  for  Joy, 
I  had  thought  they  had  lied  that  faid  fo.    {Exit  Ligones, 

^igr.  Come,  my  dear  Love. 

Spa.  But  you  may  fee  another 
May  alter  that  again.    f%r.  Urge  it  no  more, 
I  have  made  up  a  new  flrong  Conflancy, 
Not  to  be  fhook  with  Eyes :  I  know,  I  have 
The  PaffioiK  of  a  Man,  but  if  I  meet 
With  any  Subjed  that  jfhould  hold  my  Eyes 
More  firmly  than  is  fit,  I'll  think  of  thee, 
And  run  away  from  it :  let  that  fuffice.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Bacurius  and  his  Servant, 

Bac.  Three  Gentlemen  without  to  fpealv  with  me  ? 

§er.  Yes,  Sir. 

Bac.  Let  them  come  in. 

Enter  Befius  with  the  two  Sword-men, 

Ser,  They  are  entred.  Sir,  already. 
Bbc,  Now,  Fellows,  your  Bufinefs?    Are  thefe  the 
Gentlemen  ? 

Bel 
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Bef.  My  Lord,  I  have  made  bold  to  bring  thefe  Gen- 
tlemen, my  Friends  o'th'  Sword,  along  with  me. 

Bac.  I  am  afraid,  you'll  fight  then. 

Bef.  My  good  Lord,  I  will  not, 
Your  Lordfhip's  much  miftaken;  fear  not,  Lord. 

Bac»  Sir,  I  am  forry  for't.  , 

Bef.  I  ask  no  more  in  Honour^  Gentlemen,  you  hear 
my  Lord  is  forry. 

Bac,  Not  that  I  have  beaten  you,  but  beaten  one  that 
will  be  beaten ;  One  whofe  dull  Body  will  require  a  La- 
ming, 

As  Surfeits  do  the  Diet,  Spring  and  Fall. 

Now  to  your  Sword-men  j  what  come  they  for,  good 

Captain  Stock-fiih  ? 

Bef.  It  feems,  your  Lordfhip  has  forgot  my  Name. 

Bac.  No,  nor  your  Nature  neither,  though  they  are 
Things  fitter,  I  mufl  confefs,  for  any  thing. 
Than  my  Remembrance,  or  any  honefl  Man's : 
What  ihall  thefe  Billets  do ;  be  pil'd  up  in  my  Wood- 
yard  ? 

Bef  Your  Lordfhip  holds  your  Mirth  flill,  Heav'n 
continue  it !.  but  for  thefe  Gentlemen,  they  come  — • — 

Bac.  To  fwear  you  are  a  Coward,  fpare  your  Book,  1 
do  believe  it. 

Bef.  Your  Lordfhip  flill  draws  wide,  they  come  to  vouch 
Under  their  valiant  Hands  I  am  no  Coward. 

Bac.  That  would  be  a  Show,  indeed,  worth  feeing: 
Sirs,  be  wife,  and  take  Money  for  this  Motion,  travell 
with  it  and  where  the  Name  of  Beffus  has  been  known, 
or  a  good  Coward  flirring,  'twill  yield  more  than  a  Tilt- 
ing. This  will  prove  more  beneficial  to  you,  if  you  be 
thrifty,  than  your  Captainfhip,  and  more  natural :  Men 
of  mofl  valiant  Hands,  is  this  true  ? 

2  Sw.  It  is  fo,  mofl  renowned. 

Bac.  'Tis  fomewhat  flrange. 

I  Sw.  Lord,  it  is  flrange,  yet  true ;  ^ 
We  have  examined  from  your  Lordfhip' s  Foot  there. 
To  this  Man's  Head,  the  Nature  of  the  Beatings  \ 
And  we  do  find  his  Honour  is  come  off 
Clean  and  fufficient :  this,  as  our  Swords  ihall  help  us. 

S  4  Bac, 
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Bac.  You  are  much  bounden  to  your  Bilbo  Men, 
I'rrj  glad  you're  ilraight  again ;  Captain,  'twere  good. 
You'd  think  on  fome  way  how  to  gratify  them. 
They've  undergone  a  Labour  for  you,  Bejfus^ 
*  Would  have  puzzled  Hercules  with  all  his  Valour 

2  Sw.  Your  Lordfhip  muft  underfland,  we  are  no  Men 
o'th'  Law,  that  take  Pay  for  our  Opinions;  it  is  fuffi- 
cient  we  have  dear'd  our  Friend. 

Bac.  Yet  there  is  fomething  due,  which  I,  as  touch'd  in 
Confcience,  will  difcharge,  Captain  I'll  pay  this  Rent 
for  you. 

Bef.  Spare  yourfelf,  my  good  Lord ;  my  brave  Friends 
aim  at  nothing  but  the  Virtue. 

Bac,  That's  but  a  cold  Difcharge,  Sir,  for  their  Pains. 
2  Sw,  O  Lord,  my  good  Lord. 
Bac.  Be  not  fo  modefl,  I  will  give  you  Something. 
Bef,  They  fliall  dine  with  your  Lordfhip^  that's  fuffi- 
cient. 

Bac.  Something  in  Hand  the  while,  you  Rogues,  you 

Apple-Squires : 

Do  you  come  hither  with  your  bottled  Valour, 
Your  windy  Froth,  to  limit  out  my  Beatings  ? 

1  Sw.  I  do  befeech  your  Lordfhip. 

2  Sw.  O,  good  Lord ! 

Bac.  S'foot,  what  a  beavy  of  beaten  Slaves  are  here  ? 
Get  me  a  Cudgel,  Sirrah,  and  a  tough  one. 

2  Sw,  More  of  your  Foot,  I  do  befeech  your  Lord- 
Ihip. 

Bac,  You  fhall,  you  fhall.  Dog,  and  your  Fellow-beagle, 

I  Sw.  O'  this  fide,  good  my  Lord. 

Bac.  Off  with  your  Swords, 
For  if  you  hurt  my  Foot,  I'll  have  you  flead. 
You  Rafcals. 

1  Sw.  Mine's  off,  my  Lord. 

2  Sw.  I  befeech  your  Lordfhip,  flay  a  little,  my  Strap's 
tied  to  my  Cod-piece  Point :  now,  when  you  pleale. 

Bac.  Captain,  thefe  are  your  valiant  Friends,  you  long 
for  a  httle  too  ^ 

Bef,  I  am  very  well,  I  humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip. 
Bac,  What's  that  in  your  Pocket  hurts  my  Toe,  you 

Mungril  ? 
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Mungril  ?  Thy  Buttocks  cannot  be  fo  hard,  out  with  it 
quickly. 

2  Sw,  Here  'tis,  Sir,  a  fmall  Piece  of  Artillery,  that 
a  Gentleman,  a  dear  Friend  of  your  Lordlhip's,  fent  me 
with,  to  get  it  mended,  Sir;  for,  if  you  mark,  the  Nofe 
is  fomewhat  loofe. 

Bac.  A  Friend  of  mine,  you  Rafcal  ?  I  was  never  wearier 
of  doing  any  tiling,  than  kicldng  thefe  two  Foot-balls, 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser,  Here  is  a  good  Cudgel,  Sir. 
Bac,  It  comes  too  late,  I'm  weary  ^  pray  thee,  do  thou 
beat  them. 

2  Sw.  My  Lord,  this  is  foul  Play,  i'faith ;  to  put  a 
frelh  Man  upon  us ;  Men  are  but  Men,  Sir, 

Bac,  That  Jeaft  fliall  fave  your  Bones  ;  Captain,  rally  up 
your  rotten  Regiment,  and  be  gone :  I  had  rather  thrafh 
than  be  bound  to  kick  thefe  Rafcals,  'till  they  cry'd,  Ho  j 
Bejfus^  you  may  put  your  Hand  to  them  now,  and  then 
you  are  quit.  Farewel,  as  you  like  this,  pray  vifit  me 
again,  'twill  keep  me  in  good  Health.  \^Exit  Bac. 

2  Sw,  H'as  a  devilifh  hard  Foot,  I  never  felt  the  like. 

1  Sw,  Nor  I,  and  yet,  I  am  fure,  I  have  felt  a  hun- 
dred. 

2  Sw.  If  he  kick  thus  i'th'  Dog-days,  he  will  be  dry* 
Foundred:  What  Cure  now.  Captain,  befides  Oil  of 
Bays .? 

Bef,  Why,  well  enough,  I  warrant  you ;  you  can  go. 
2  Sw,  Yes,  Heav'n  be  thanked ;  but  I  feel  a  Ihrew'd 
Ach  ;  fure,  h'as  Iprang  my  Huckle-bone. 

1  Sw,  I  ha'  loft  a  Hanch.  ^ 

Bef,  A  little  Butter,  Friend,  a  little  Butter,  Butter  and 
Parfley  is  a  Sovereign  Matter :  prohatum  eft, 

2  Sw,  Captain,  we  muft  requeft  your  Hand  now  to  our 
Honours. 

Bef,  Yes,  marry,  lhall  ye,  and  then  let  all  the  World 
come,  we  are  valiant  to  ourfelves,  ^nd  there's  an  end. 

1  Sw,  Nay,  then,  we  muft  be  valiant;  O  my  Ribs. 

2  Sw,  O  my  fmall  Guts !  a  Plague  upon  thefe  fharp- 
toed  Shoes,  they  are  Murtherers !  \Exeunt. 

Enter 
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Enter  Arbaces,  with  his  Sword  drawn. 

(51)  Arh.  It  is  refolv'd :  —  I  bare  it  wliilft  I  could, 
I  can  no  more;  Hell,  open  all  thy  Gates, 
And  I  will  thorough  them :  If  they  be  fliut, 
I'll  batter  'em,  but  I  will  find  the  Place 
Where  the  moft  Damn'd  have  Dwelling :  E'er  I  end, 
Amongft  them  all  they  fhall  not  have  a  Sin, 
But  I  may  call  it  mine :  I  muft  begin 
Wi'th'  Murder  of  my  Friends,  and  fo  go  on. 
To  that  inceftuous  Ravifliing,  and  end 
My  Life  and  Sins  with  a  forbidden  Blow 
Upon  myfelf. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

Mar,  What  Tragedy  is  near  ? 
That  Hand  was  never  wont  to  draw  a  Sword, 
But  it  cry'd  Dead  to  fomething.    Arb,  MardoniuSy 
Have  you  bid  Gohrias  come  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Well ;  is  he  coming  ? 

Mar,  Why,  Sir,  are  you  thus  ? 
Why  do  your  Hands  proclaim  a  lawlefs  War 
Againft  yourfelf  ?  

{^l)  It  is  refol'vd:    /  hare  it  <vjhiljl  I  could, 

1  can  no  more  ;[------- 

--------]     J  mujl  begin 

With  Murther  -of  my  Friends y  &c.]  Thus  this  Paffagc  has 
flood  from  the  firft  Edition  quite  downwards.  But,  furely,  no  Cha- 
rafler  was  ever  introduced  on  the  Stage,  with  a  Sword  drawn  and  an 
Intention  of  Self-Murther ;  and  fo  little  faid.  to  explain  to  the  Au- 
dience the  Drift  of  what  he  was  about.  But  neither  Abfurdity  in 
This,  or  Barrennefs  of  Invention,  are  to  be  placed  to  the  Account  of 
the  Authors.  The  noble  intermediate  Lines,  which  I  have  infertcd, 
are  owing  to  the  invaluable  ^arto  in  16 19.  I  fufpe£\,  why  they 
were  dropped  ;  they  border,  indeed,  a  little  upon  Impiety:  and  the 
Precifenefs  of  the  Players,  or  their  wife  Manager,  could  not  judge 
fhem  proper  to  be  fpoken ;  tho'  Arbaces,  through  the  whole  Play,  is 
drawn  a  Man  of  the  moft  wild  and  extravagant  Paffions;  tho'  he  wa^s 
almoft  befides  himfelf  with  the  Thought  of  his  intended  Inceft ;  ard 
tho*  he  (hewM  the  utmoft  Contempt  of  Religion^  in  that  conhrm'd 
Madnefs  of  comirg  up  to  a  Refolution  of  dellroying  himfelf. 
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Arh,  Thou  anfwereft  me  one  Queftion  with  another. 
Is  G(?M*^J  coming  ?  Mar,  Sir,  he  is.  ^r^.  'Tis  weli', 
I  can  forbear  your  Queftions  then,  be  gone. 

Mar,  Sir,  I  have  mark'd,  • 

Arh,  Mark  lefs,  it  troubles  you 
And  me.    Mar,  You  are  more  variable  than  you  were. 

Arh,  It  may  be  fo.  Mar,  To  Day  no  Hermit  could  be 
Humbler  than  you  were  to  us  alL 

Arh,  And  what  of  this.'^ 

Mar.  And  now  you  take  new  Rage  into  your  Eyes, 
As  you  would  look  us  all  out  of  the  Land. 

Arh,  I  do  confefs  it,  will  that  fatisfy  ? 
I  prithee,  get  thee  gone.    Mar.  Sir,  I  will  Ipealc, 

Arh.  Will  ye  ?    Mar,  It  is  my  Duty. 
I  fear,  you'll  kill  yourfelf :  I  am  a  Subje6l, 
And  you  fhall  do  me  Wrong  in't :  'tis  my  Caufe, 
And  I  may  fpeak.    Arh,  Thou  art  not  train'd  in  Sin. 
It  feems,  Mardonius :  kill  myfelf !  by  Heav'n, 
I  will  not  do  it  yet ;  and  when  I  will, 
I'll  tell  thee  then,  I  fhall  be  fuch  a  Creature, 
That  thou  wilt  give  me  Leave  without  a  Word. 
(52)  There  is  a  Method  in  Man's  Wickednefe, 
It  grows  up  by  degrees :  I  am  not  come 
So  high  as  killing  of  myfelf,  there  are 
A  hundred  thoufand  Sins  'twixt  me  and  it. 
Which  I  muft  do,  and  I  fhall  come  to't  laft; 
But  take  my  Oath,  not  now ;  be  fatisfied. 
And  get  thee  hence. 

Mar,  I'm  forry,  'tis  fo  ill. 

(53)  Arh.  Be  forry  then,  true  Sorrow  is  alone. 
Grieve  by  thyfelf.  ■ 

(52)  There  is  a  Method  in  Man's  JVickeJtte/s, 

It  gronxjs  up  hy  degrees  ']    This  Thought  is  plainly  borrow*d 
from  J uvENAL*s  Satires  J  (as  I  had  mark'd  in  the  Margin  of  my 
Book,  and  as  Mr.  Sympfon  likewife  hinted  to  me) 
Nemo  repente  fuit  turpiffimus. 

(53)  forry  then  ;  true  Sorronv  is  alone  ; 

Grieve  by  thyfelf]  This  Rcfledion  is  as  evidently  fhadow*d 
out  from  one  of  Marti  A  l's  Epigrams, 
llle  dolet  vei  e,       fme  Telle  dolet. 

This, 
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Mar.  I  pray  you,  let  me  fee  your  Sword  put  up 
Before  1  go :  I'll  leave  you  then. 

Arh,  \V  hy,  fo ;  —  what  Folly  is  this  in  thee  ?  is  it  not 
As  apt  to  Mifchief  as  it  was  before? 
Can  I  not  reach  it,  think'ft  thou  ?  thefe  are  Toys 
For  Children  to  be  pleas'd  with,  and  not  Men, 
Now  I  am  fafe,  you  think :  I  would,  the  Book 
Of  Fate  were  here^  my  Sword  is  not  fo  fure 
But  I  would  get  it  out  and  mangle  that. 
That  all  the  Deftinies  fliould  quite  forget 
Their  fix'd  Decrees,  and  hafte  to  make  us  new. 
Far  other  Fortunes    mine  could  not  be  worfe  ; 
"Wilt  thou  now  leave  me  ? 

Mar,  Heav'n  put  into  your  Bofom  temperate  Thoughts ! 
ril  leave  you,  though  I  fear.   [Exit  Mar^ 

Arh.  Go,  thou  art  honeft. 
Why  fhould  the  hafty  Error  of  my  Youth 
Be  fo  unpardonable  to  draw  a  Sin 
Helplefs  upon  me  ? 

Enter  Gobrlas. 

Gol.  There  is  the  King,  now  it  is  ripe. 

(54.)  Arh.  Draw  near,  thou  guilty  Man, 
That  art  the  Author  of  the  ioathed'fl  Crime 
Five  Ages  have  brought  forth,  and  hear  me  fpeak  > 
Curfes  incurable,  and  all  the  Evils 
Man's  Body  or  his  Spirit  can  receive. 
Be  with  thee  ! 

Gob.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  curfe  me  thus  ? 

Arh.  Why  do  I  curfe  thee  ?  if  there  be  a  Man 
Subtle  in  Curfes,  that  exceeds  the  reft. 
His  worft  Wifli  on  thee !  thou  haft  broke  my  Heart. 

This  if  I  remember  right,  was  thus  renderM  by  our  facetious 

7om  Broivn. 

^hat  Man  grie<ves  with  a  Witnefs,  nvho  grieves  without  one. 

(54)  Dranx)  near,         |-«77/y  The  fubfequent  Scenes,  to  the 

End  of  the  »^*lay,  have  been  through  the  whole  Courfe  of  the  Impref- 
fions  deliverM  d  Mvn  to  us  as  Profe ;  but  I  have  reftor'd  them  to  their 
ftrift  Metre  and  V^erfification :  And  thro'  my  whole  Edition  {where  the 
Interpolations,  or  Caftrations,  by  the  Stage  do  not  obftruA  mc  in  it) 
I  (hall  endeavour  to  do  our  Authors  the  fame  Jullice. 

Coh. 
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Goh.  How,  Sir,  have  I  preferv'd  you  from  a  Child, 
From  all  the  Arrows  Malice  or  Ambition 
Could  fhoot  at  you,  and  have  I  this  for  Pay  ? 

Arh,  'Tis  true,  thou  didft  preferve  me,  and  in  that 
Wert  crueller  than  hardned  Murtherers 
Of  Infants  and  their  Mothers  ?  thou  didft  fave  me. 
Only  till  thou  hadft  ftudied  out  a  Way 
How  to  deftroy  me  cunningly  thyfelf : 
This  was  a  curious  Way  of  Torturing. 

Goh.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Arh,  Thou  know'ft  the  Evils  thou  haft  done  to  me ; 
Doft  thou  remember  all  thofe  witching  Letters 
Thou  fent'ft  unto  me  to  Armenia^ 
Fill'd  with  the  Praife  of  my  beloved  Sifter, 
Where  thou  extol'dft  her  Beauty  ^  what  had  I 
To  do  with  that  ?  What  could  her  Beauty  be 
I'o  me  ?  And  thou  didft  write  how  well  ftie  lov'd  me, 
Doft  thou  remember  this?  So  that  I  doted 
Something  before  I  faw  her.    Goh,  This  is  true. 

Arh,  Is  it  ?  and  when  I  was  return'd,  thou  know'ft. 
Thou  didft  purfue  it,  'till  thou  wound'ft  me  in 
To  fuch  a  ftrange  and  unbehev'd  AiFeftion, 
As  good  Men  cannot  think  on. 

Goh,  This  I  grant ; 
I  think,  I  was  the  Caufe.   Arh,  Wert  thou  ?  Nay,  more, 
I  think,  thou  meant'ft  it.    Goh,  Sir,  I  hate  to  lie. 
As  I  love  Heav'n  and  Honefty,  I  did ; 
It  was  my  Meaning.    Arh,  Be  thine  own  fad  Judge, 
A  further  Condemnation  will  not  need ; 
Prepare  thyfelf  to  die.    Goh,  Why,  Sir,  to  die  ? 

Arh,  W  hy  fhouldft  thou  live  ?  was  ever  yet  Offender 
86  impudent,  that  had  a  Thought  of  Mercy 
After  Confeflion  of  a  Crime  like  this } 
Get  out  I  cannot  where  thou  hurl' ft  me  in. 
But  I  can  take  Revenge,  that's  all  the  Sweetnefs 
Left  for  me. 

Goh,  Now's  the  Time;  hear  me  but  fpeak. 

Arh,  No,  yet  I  will  be  far  more  merciful 
Than  thou  wert  to  me;  thou  didft  fteal  into  me, 

And 
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And  never  gav'ft  me  Warning    (55)  fo  much  Time 

As  I  give  thee  now,  had  prevented  me 

For  ever.    Notwithftanding  all  thy  Sins, 

If  thou  haft  Hope,  that  there  is  yet  a  Prayer 

To  fave  thee,  turn  and  fpeak  it  to  thyfelf. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  fhall  know  your  Sins,  before  you  do  'em ; 
If  you  kill  me,  —  Arb.  I  will  not  ftay  then.  Gob.  Know, 
You  kill  your  Father.    Arb.  How? 

Gob.  You  kill  your  Father. 

Arb.  My  Father  ?  though  I  know  it  for  a  Lye, 
Made  out  of  Fear  to  fave  thy  ftained  Life, 
The  very  Reverence  of  the  Word  comes  crofs  me. 
And  ties  mine  Arm  down.    Gob.  I  will  tell  you  that 
Shall  heighten  you  again,  I  am  thy  Father; 
I  charge  thee,  hear  me.    Arb.  If  it  fhould  be  lb, 
As  *tis  moft  falfe,  and  that  I  fhould  be  found 
A  Baftard  IfiTue,  the  defpifed  Fruit 
Of  lawlefs  Luft,  I  fhould  no  more  admire 
All  my  wild  Pafllons :  but  another  Truth 
Shall  be  wrung  from  thee :  if  I  could  come  by 
The  Spirit  of  Pain,  it  fhould  be  pour'd  on  thee, 
'Till  thou  allow'ft  thyfelf  more  full  of  Lies 
Than  he  that  teaches  thee. 

Enter  Arane, 

Ara.  Turn  thee  about, 
I  come  to  fpeak  to  thee,  thou  wicked  Man, 
Hear  me,  thou  Tyrant.    Arb.  I  will  turn  to  thee; 
Hear  me,  thou  Strumpet ;  I  have  blotted  out 
The  Name  of  Mother,  as  thou  haft  thy  Shame. 

Ara.  My  Shame  !  thou  haft  lefs  Shame  than  any  thing 
Why  doft  thou  keep  my  Daughter  in  a  Prifon  ? 
Why  doft  thou  call  her  Sifter,  and  do  this  I 

1^^)  ■   much  Time 

As  1  gi-ve  thee  nozi',  had  pre^'ented  thee 

For  ever.']  The  eldell  ^arto  in  1619  gives  Ui  the  genuine 
Tex:;  prenjented me.  I  had  not  taken  notice  of  fo  minute  a  Varia- 
tion, but  that  the  Sagacity  of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Seu^ard  pointed  it 
out  to  me  as  abfolutcly  neceffary  to  the  Senfe. 

Arb. 
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Arh,  Ceafe  thy  llrange  Impudence,  and  anfwer  quickly. 
If  thou  contemn'fl  me,  this  will  ask  an  Anfwer, 
And  have  it.    Ara,  Help  me,  gentle  Gohrias, 

Arh,  Guilt  dares  not  help  Guilt ;  though  they  grow 
together 

In  doing  111,  yet  at  the  Puniflimerit 

They  fever,  and  each  flies  the  Noife  of  other  ; 

Think  not  of  Help,  anfwer.    Ara.  I  will;  to  what? 

Arh,  To  fuch  a  thing,  as  if  it  be  a  Truth, 
Think,  what  a  Creature  thou  haft  made  thyfelf. 
That  didft  not  lliame  to  do,  what  I  muft  blulh 
Only  to  ask  thee :  Tell  me  who  I  am, 
Whofe  Son  I  am,  without  all  Circumftance  j 
Be  thou  as  hafty  as  my  Sword  will  be. 
If  thou  refufeft.    Ara,  Why,  you  are  his  Son. 

Arh.  His  Son }  fwear,  fwear,  thou  worfe  than  Wo- 
man damn'd. 

Ara,  By  all  that's  good,  you  are. 

Arh,  Then  art  thou  all 
That  ever  was  known  bad,  now  is  the  Caufe 
Of  all  my  ftrange  Misfortunes  come  to  Light : 
What  Reverence  expedeft  thou  from  a  Child, 
To  bring  forth  which  thou  haft  offended  Heav'n, 
Thy  Husband,  and  the;  Land  ?  Adukerous  Witch  ? 
I  know  now  why  thoU  wouldft  have  poifon'd  me, 
I  was  thy  Luft  which  thou  wouldft  have  forgot : 
Thou  wicked  Mother  of  my  Sins,  and  me. 
Show  me  the  Way  to  the  Inheritance 
I  have  by  thee ;  which  is  a  Ipacious  World 
Of  impious  A6i:s,  that  I  may  foon  poflefs  it : 
Plagues  rot  thee,  as  thou  hv'ft,  and  fuch  Difeales 
As  ufe  to  pay  Luft,  recompence  thy  Deed ! 

Goh,  You  do  not  know  why  you  curfe  thus, 

Arh,  Too  well; 
You  are  a  pair  of  Vipers ;  and  behold 
The  Serpent  you  have  got ;  there  is  no  Beaft 
But  if  he  knew  it,  has  a  Pedigree 
As  brave  as  mine,  for  they  have  more  Defccnts, 
And  I  am  every  way  as  beaftly  got, 

As 
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As  far  without  the  Compafs  of  a  Law 
As  they. 

Ara.  You  fpend  your  Rage  and  Words  in  vain. 
And  rail  upon  a  Guefs ;  hear  us  a  little. 

Arh.  No,  I  will  never  hear,  but  talk  away 
My  Breath,  and  die.    Gch,  Why,  but  you  are  no  Baftard. 

Arh.  How's  that  ?     Ara.  Nor  Child  of  mine. 

Arh,  Still  you  go  on 
In  Wonders  to  me.     Goh.  Pray  you,  be  more  patient  5 
I  may  bring  Comfort  to  you.    Arh.  I  will  kneel. 
And  hear  with  the  Obedience  of  a  Child  ; 
Good  Father,  Ipeak ;  I  do  acknowledge  you. 
So  you  bring  Comfort.  • 

Goh.  Firft  know,  our  lad  King,  your  fuppofed  Father, 
Was  old  and  feeble  when  he  married  her. 
And  almoft  all  the  Land  thought  her  paft  Hope 
Of  IfTue  from  him.     Arh.  Therefore  ihe  took  Leave 
To  play  the  Whore,  becaufe  the  King  was  old  : 
Is  this  the  Comfort  ?     Ara.  What  will  you  find  out 
To  give  me  Satisfadion,  when  you  find 
How  you  have  injur'd  me  ?  Let  Fire  confume  me. 
If  ever  I  were  Whore  !    Goh.  Forbear  thefe  Starts, 
Or  I  will  leave  you  wedded  to  Defpair, 
As  you  are  now :  If  you  can  find  a  Temper,  ^ 
My  Breath  fhall  be  a  pleafant  weflern  Wind 
That  cools  and  blafts  not. 

Arh.  Bring  it  out,  good  Father, 
ril  lie,  and  liften  here  as  reverently 
As  to  an  Angel :  If  I  breathe  too  loud. 
Tell  me ;  for  I  would  be  as  flill  as  Night. 

Goh.  Our  King,  I  fay,  was  old,  and  this  our  Queen, 
Defir'd  to  bring  an  Heir,  but  yet  her  Husband 
She  thought,  was  paft  it ;  and  to  be  difhoneft, 
I  think,  fhe  would  not :  If  (he  would  have  been. 
The  Truth  is,  flie  was  watch'd  fo  narrowly. 
And  had  fo  flender  Opportunities, 
She  hardly  could  have  been :  But  yet  her  Cunning 
Found  out  this  way ;  fhe  feign'd  herfelf  with  Child, 
And  Pofts  were  fent  iii  hafte  throughout  the  Land, 
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(56)  And  God  was  humbly  thank'd  in  ev'ry  Church, 
That  fo  had  blefs'd  the  Queen ;  and  Prayers  were  made 
For  her  fafe  Going  and  Dehvery  : 
She  feign'd  now  to  grow  bigger,  and  perceiv'd 
This  Hope  of  Iflue  made  her  fear'd,  and  brought  . 
A  far  more  large  Relpedl  from  every  Man, 
And  faw  her  Pow'r  encreafe,  and  was  refolv'd 
Since,  Ihe  believ'd,  Ihe  could  not  have't  indeed. 
At  leafl  flie  would  be  thought  to  have  a  Child. 

Arh.  Do  1  not  hear  it  well  ?  Nay,  I  will  make 
No  Noife  at  all ;  but  pray  you  to  the  Point, 
Quick  as  you  can.    Gob,  Now  when  the  Time  was  full. 
She  fhould  be  brought  to  Bed,  I  had  a  Son 
Born,  which  was  You ;  this,  the  Queen  hearing  of, 
Mov'd  me  to  let  her  have  you ;  and  fuch  Reafons 
She  fliew'd  to  me,  as  flie  knew  well  would  tie 
My  Secrecy,  fhe  fwore  you  fhould  be  King 
And,  to  be  fhort,  I  did  deliver  you 
Unto  her,  and  pretended  you  were  dead. 
And  in  mine  own  Houfe  kept  a  Funeral, 
And  had  an  empty  Coffin  put  in  Earth. 
That  Night  this  Queen  feign'd  hafdly  to  labour. 
And  by  a  pair  of  Women  of  her  own. 
Which  fhe  had  charm'd,  llie  made  the  World  believe^ 
She  was  delivered  of  you.  .You  grew  up 
As  the  King's  Son,  till  you  were  fix  Years  old  \ 
Then  did  the  King  die,  and  did  leave  to  me 
Protedion  of  the  Realm  y  and,  contrary 
To  his  own  Expedlation,  left  this  Queen 
Truly  with  Child,  indeed,  of  the  fair  Princefs 
Panthea :  Then  fhe  could  have  torn  her  Hair, 
And  did  alone  to  me,  yet  durft  not  Ipeak 
In  Publick,  for  fhe  knew  flie  fhould  be  found 
A  Traitor;  and  her  Tale  would  have  been  thought 
Madnefs,  or  any  thing  rather  than  Truth. 

(56)  ^nd  God  ^as  hu?nhh  thanlid  in  every  Church, 

That  fo  had  hlefs'd  the  ^een.l  This  Paflage  is  only  to  be 
found  in  the  two  ^artos  of  1619,  and  1676;  but  without  them 
the  whole  Verfification  is  difconcerted,  and  made  impcrfedt. 


Vol.  I. 
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This  was  the  only  Caufe  why  fhe  did  fcek 
To  polfon  you,  and  1  to  keep  you  fafe  ; 
And  this  the  Reafon,  why  I  fought  to  kindle 
Some  Sparks  of  Love  in  you  to  fair  Pantheay 
That  fhe  might  get  part  of  her  Right  again. 

Arh,  And  have  you  made  an  End  now  ?  Is  this  all  ? 
If  not,  I  will  be  ftill  till  I  be  aged ; 
Till  all  my  Hairs  be  Silver,     Gob.  This  is  all. 

Jrh.  And  is  it  true,  fay  you  too.  Madam  ? 

uira.  Yes, 

Heav'n  knows,  it  is  moft  true.    Arh,  Panthea  then 
Is  not  my  Sifter?       Gob.  No. 

Jrb,  But  can  you  prove  this  ? 

Gob,  If  you  will  give  Confent,  elfe  who  dares  go 
About  it.      Jrb.  Give  Confent  ? 
Why  I  will  have  'em  all  that  know  it  rack'd. 
To  get  this  from  'em ;  All,  that  wait  without. 
Come  in,  whate'er  you  be,  come  in  and  be 
Partakers  of  my  Joy :  O,  you  are  welcome. 

Enter  Beffus,  Gentlemen^  Mardonius,  and  other 
Attendants, 

Arh.  Mardonius,,  the  beft  News !  nay,  draw  no  nearer ; 
l^hey  all  fhall  hear  it,  I  am  found  no  King. 

IvUr,  Is  that  fo  good  News? 

Arb,  Yes,  the  happieft  News 
That  e'er  was  heard.    Mar,  Indeed,  *twere  well  for  you 
If  you  might  be  a  little  lefs  obeyed. 

Arb,  One  call  the  Queen.    Mar,  Why,  fhe  is  there. 

Arb,  The  Queen, 
Mardonius    Panthea  is  the  Queen 
And  I  am  plain  Arb  aces  •,  go  fome  one. 
She  is  in  Gobrias*  Houfe    and,  fince  I  faw  you. 
There  are  a  thoufand  Things  delivered  to  me. 
You  little  dream  of  [Exit  a  Gentleman. 

Mar,  So  it  Ihould  feem :  My  Lord, 
What  Fury's  this  ?    Gob,  Believe  me,  'tis  no  Fury, 
AH  that  he  fays  is  Truth.    Mar.  'Tis  very  ftrange. 

Arb,  Why  do  you  keep  your  Hats  off,  Gentlemen  ? 
Is  it  to  me  ?  I  fwear,  it  muft  not  be ; 

Nay, 
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Nay,  truft  me ;  in  good  Faith,  it  muft  not  be  \ 
I  cannot  now  command  you,  but  I  pray  you 
For  the  Refpe^t  you  bare  me,  when  you  took 
Me  for  your  King,  each  Man  clap  on  his  Hat 
At  my  Defire. 

Mar.  We  will.    But  you're  not  found 
So  mean  a  Man,  but  that  you  may  be  cover'd 
As  well  as  we,  may  you  not  ?     Arb,  O,  not  here ; 
You  may,  but  not  I,  for  here  is  my  Father 
In  Prefence.    Mar,  Where? 

Arb,  Why,  there :  O  the  whole  Story 
Would  be  a  Wildernefs  to  lofe  thyfelf 
For  ever :  O  pardon  me,  my  deareft  Father, 
For  all  the  idle  and  unreverend  Words 
That  I  have  Ipoke  in  idle  Moods  to  you  : 
I  am  ArbaceSy  we  all  Fellow-Subjeds, 
Nor  is  the  Queen  Panthea  now  my  Sifter. 

Bef.  Why,  if  you  remember,  Fellow-fubje61:  Arbaces^  I 
told  you  once  Ihe  was  not  your  Sifter :  Ay,  and  ftie  look'd 
nothing  like  you. 

Arb,  I  think  you  did,  good  Captain  Bejfus, 

Bef,  Here  will  arife  another  CS^ieftion  now  amongft 
the  Sword-men,  whether  I  be  to  call  him  to  Account  for 
beating  me,  now  he  is  proved  no  King, 

Enter  Lygones. 

Mar,  Sir,  here's  Lygones^  the  Agent  for  the  Armenian 
State. 

Arb,  Where  is  he  ?  I  know  your  Bufinefs,  good 
Lygones, 

Lyg,  We  muft  have  our  King  again,  and  will. 

Arb,  I  knew,  that  was  your  Bufinefs :  You  ftiall  have 
Your  King  again,  and  have  him  fo  again 
As  never  King  was  had.   Go  one  of  you 
And  bid  Bacurius  bring  "Tigranes  hither  ; 
And  bring  the  Lady  with  him,  that  Panthea^ 
The  Queen  Panthea^  fent  me  Word  this  Morning, 
Was  brave  Tigranes*  Miftrefs.      [^Exeunt  two  Gentlemen. 

Lyg,  'Tis  Spaconia, 

Arb,  Ay,  Av,  Spaconia.    Lyg,  She  is  my  Daughter. 

T  2  Arb. 
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Jrb.  She  is  fo :  I  could  now  tell  any  thing 
I  never  heard :  Your  King  lhall  go  fo  home, 
As  never  Man  went.     Mar.  Shall  he  go  on's  Head  ? 

Jrb,  He  fhall  have  Chariots  eafier  than  Air, 
That  I  will  have  invented    and  ne'er  think. 
He  lliall  pay  any  Ranfom,  and  thyfelf, 
That  art  the  MefTenger,  lhall  ride  before  him 
On  a  Horfe  cut  out  of  an  entire  Diamond, 
That  fhall  be  made  to  go  with  golden  Wheels, 
I  know  not  how  yet    Lyg,  Why  I  flaall  be  made 
For  ever !  They  bely'd  this  King  with  us, 
And  faid  he  was  unkind.    Arb.  And  then  thy  Daughter, 
She  lhall  have  fome  ftrange  Things  we'll  have  the  King- 
Sold  utterly,  and  put  into  a  Toy  [dom 
Which  Ihe  fliall  wear  about  her  carelefly 
Some  where  or  other.    See,  the  virtuous  Queen  ^ 
Behold  the  humbleft  Subject,  that  you  have. 
Kneel  here  before  you. 

Enter  Panthea  and  i  Gentleman, 

Pan,  Why  kneel  you  to  me. 
That  am  your  ValTal      Arb.  Grant  me  one  RequefL 
-   Pan.  Alas  !  what  can  I  grant  you  ?  What  I  c^n, 
I  will.    Arb.  That  you  will  pleafe  to  marry  me, 
•If  I  can  prove  it  lawful.    Pan.  Is  that  all.'* 
More  willingly  than  I  would  draw  this  Air. 

Arb.  ril  kifs  this  Hand  in  Earneft. 

2  Gent  Sir,  Tigranes 
Is  coming,  though  he  made  it  ftrange  at  firft, 
To  fee  the  Princefs  any  more. 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

Arb.,  The  Queen, 
Thou  mean'ft.   O  my  "Tigranes.,  pardon  me. 
Tread  on  my  Neck,  I  freely  offer  it ; 
And  if  thou  be'ft  fo  given,  take  Revenge, 

For  I  have  injur'd  thee,  Tigr,  No,  I  forgive. 

And  rejoice  more  that  you  have  found  Repentance, 
Than  I  my  Liberty.    Arb,  May'il  thou  be  happy 
In  thy  fair  Choice,  for  thou  art  temperate  ! . 

You 
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You  owe  no  Ranfom  to  the  State ;  know,  that 

I  have  a  thoiifand  Joys  to  tell  you  of, 

Which  yet  I  dare  not  utter,  till  1  pay 

My  Thanks  to  Heav'n  for  'em :  Will  you  go 

With  me  and  help  me?  Pray  you,  do.    Tigr,  I  will 

Arh,  Take  then  your  Fair  One  with  you,  and  you  Queen 
Of  Goodnefs  and  of  us,  O  give  me  Leave 
To  take  your  Arm  in  mine  :  Come  every  one 
That  takes  Delight  in  Goodnefs,  help  to  fing 
Loud  Thanks  for  me,  that  I  am  prov'd  no  King. 

\Exemt  omnes. 
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;  A  C  T  I.    SCENE  1. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  Toung  Lovelefe,  Savil  the 
Steward^  and  a  Page. 

Elder  Loveless. 

Rother,  is  your  laft  Hope  paft,  to  mollify 
Morecraff^  Heart  about  your  Mortgage  ? 

To.  Love.  Hopelefly  paft.  I  have  prefented 
the  Ufurer  with  a  richer  Draught  than  eva* 
Cleopatra  Iwallow'd ;  he  hath  fuck'd  in  ten 
thoufand  Pounds  Worth  of  my  Land,  more  than  he  paid 
for,  ( I )  at  a  Gulp,  without  Trumpets. 

El.  Love.  I  have  as  hard  a  Task  to  perform  in  this 
Houfe. 

To.  Love.  Faith,  mine  was  to  make  an  Ufurer  honeft, 
or  to  lofe  my  Land. 

(i)  at  a  Gulp^  Doithout  Trumpets.']  The  Allufion  is  here  either  to 
the  Drinking  of  Healths  at  our  publick  Halls  and  City  Entertain- 
ments; or  elie  to  a  Paffage  in  Acharnenfes  of  Aristophanes, 
upon  which  the  old  Scholiaft  informs  us,  that  it  was  a  Cuftom  in 
^thens^  at  certain  of  their  f  ealb,  to  challenge  one  another  to  drink 
by  Soun4  of  Trumpet. 

EL  Love.  - 
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El.  Love.  And  mine  is  to  perfuadc  a  pafTionate  Woman, 
or  to  leave  the  Land.  Make  the  Boat  ftay ;  I  fear,  I  fhall 
begin  my  unfortunate  Journey  this  Night;  though  the 
Darknefs  of  the  Night,  and  the  Roughncfs  of  tlie  Waters, 
might  eafily  diffuade  an  unwilling  Man. 

SaviL  Sir,  your  Father's  bid  Friends  hold  it  the  founder 
Courfe  for  your  Body  and  Eftate  to  ftay  at  home  and 
marry,  and  propagate,  and  govern  in  your  Country,  than 
to  travel  and  die  without  IfTue. 

EL  Love,  Savil^  you  fhall  gain  the  Opinion  of  a  better  , 
Servant,  in  feeking  to  execute,  not  alter,  my  Will,  howfo- 
evcr  my  Intents  fucceed.  , 

To.  Love,  Tender's  Miftrefs  Tounglove^  Brother,  the  ' 
grave  Rubber  of  your  Miftrefs's  Toes. 

J,  Enter  Younglove,  or  Abigail. 

EL  Love.  Mrs.  Younglove  

Ahig.  Mafter  Lovelefs.,  truly,  we  thought  your  Sails 
had  been  hoift :  my  Miftrefs  is  perfuaded  you  are  Sea-fick 
e'er  this. 

EL  Love.  Loves  flie  her  ill-taken-up  Refolution  fo  dear- 
ly? Didft  thou  move  her  from  me.^ 

jibig.  By  this  Light  that  ftiines,  there's  no  removing 
her,  if  flie  get  a  ftiff  Opinion  by  the  End.  I  attempted 
her  to  Day,  when  they  fay  a  Woman  can  deny  nothing. 

El.  Love.  What  critical  Minute  was  that  ^. 

Abig.  When  her  Smock  was  over  her  Ears ;  but  Ihc 
was  no  more  pliant,  than  if  it  hung  about  her  Heels. 

El.  Love.  I  prithee,  deliver  my  Service,  and  fay,  I  defire 
to  fee  the  dear  Caufe  of  my  Baniftiment ;  and  then  for 
France. 

Jbig.  ril  do't    hark  hither,  is  that  your  Brother  } 

EL  Love.  Yes,  have  you  loft  your  Memory  ? 

Abig.  As  I  live,  he's  a  pretty  Fellow.  [Exit, 

(2)  To.  Love.  O,  this  is  a  fweet  Brache!  . 

EL  Love.  Why,  Hie  knows  not  you. 

To.  Love.  No,  but  ftie  offer'd  me  once  to  know  her. 

(2)  O,  this  is  a  fweet  Brache!]  A  fort  of  Hound,  or  any  little 
jinking*  hpufchold  Cur. 
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To  this  Day  llie  loves  Youth  of  Eighteen ;  fhe  heard  a 
Tale  how  Cupid  ftruck  her  in  Love  with  a  great  Lord  in 
the  Tilt-yard,  but  he  never  faw  her ;  yet  fhe  in  Kind- 
nefs  would  needs  wear  a  Willow-Garland  at  his  Wed- 
ding. She  lov'd  all  the  Players  in  the  laft  Queen's  Time 
once  over :  fhe  was  ftruck  when  they  a6led  Lovers,  and 
forfook  fome  when  they  play'd  Murtherers.  (3)  She  has 
liine  Spur-ryals^  and  the  Servants  fay,  fhe  hoards  old 
Gold;  and  fhe  herfelf  pronounces  angerly,  that  the 
Farmer's  eldeft  Son,  (or  her  Miftrefs's  Husband's  Clerk 
fhall  be,)  that  marries  her,  fhall  make  her  a  Jointure  of 
Fourfcore  Pounds  a  Year ;  fhe  tells  Tales  of  the  Serving- 
men. 

El,  Love.  Enough,  I  know  her.  Brother,  I  flialj  in- 
treat  you  only  to  falute  my  Miflrefs  and  take  Leave,  we'll 
part  at  the  Stairs. 

Enter  Lady  and  JVaiting-women. 

Lady.  Now,  Sir,  this  firil  Part  of  .your  Will  is  per- 
form'd  ;  What's  the  refl  ? 

'  EL  Love.  Firft,  let  me  beg  your  Notice  for  this  Gen- 
tleman my  Brother. 

Lady.  I  fhall  take  it  as  a  Favour  done  to  me.  Though 
the  Gentleman  hath  receiv'd  but  an  untimely  Grace  from 
you,  yet  my  charitable  Difpofition  wou'd  have  been  rea- 
dy to  have  done  him  freer  Courtefies  as  a  Stranger,  than 
upon  thofe  cold  Commendations. 

To.  Love,  Lady,  my  Salutations  crave  Acquaintance  and 
Leave  at  once. 

Lady.  Sir,  I  hope,  you  are  the  Matter  of  your  own 
Occafion.  [^Exit  Yo.  Love,  and  Savil. 

EL  Love.  'Would,  I  were  lo !  IVIiftrefs,  for  me  to  praifc 
over  again  that  Worth,  which  all  the  World,  and  you 
yourfelf  can  fee. 

Lady.  It's  a  cold  Room  this,  Servant, 

EL  Love.  Miftrefs  — 

Lady.  What  think  you,  if  I  have  a  Chimney  for't,  out; 
here? 

(3)  She  has  vine  Spur-ryals,]  This  was  a  Piece  of  Gold  Coin  very 
purrenc  in  the  Reign  of  Kin^  J amts  J. 

'  •  EL  Lovf, 
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El.  hove.  Miftrefs,  another  in  my  Place,  that  were  not 
ty*d  to  believe  all  your  Adions  juft,  would  apprehend 
himjelf  wrong'd  :  But  I,  whofe  Virtues  are  Conftancy 
and  Obedience,  * 

hady,  Tounglove^  make  a  good  Fire  above  to  warm  me 
after  my  Servant's  Exordiums.. 

El.  Love.  I  have  heard  and  feen  your  Affability  to  be 
fuch,  that  the  Servants  you  give  Wages  to  may  fpeak. 

Ladyl  'Tis  true,  'tis  true;  but  they  fpeak  to  th'  Pur- 
pole. 

El.  Love.  Miftrefs,  your  Will  leads  my  Speeches  from 
the  Purpofe.    But,  as  a 'Man  ■ 

Lady.  A  Similie^  Servant  ?  This  Room  was  built  for 
honeft  Meaners,  that  deliver  themfelves  liaftily  and  plain- 
ly, and  are  gone.  Is  this  a  Time  or  Place  for  Exordiums^ 
and  Similies  and  Metaphors  ?  If  you  have  aught  to  fay, 
break  into't:  my  Anfwers  fhall  very  reafonably  meet 
you. 

El.  Love.  Miftrefs,  I  came  to  fee  you. 
Lady.  That^'s  happily  difpatch'd  i  the  next  ■ 
£/.  Lw.  To  take  Leave  of  you. 
Lady.  To 'be  gone? 
El.  Love.  Yes,  . 

Lady.  You  need  not  have  defpair'd  of  that,  nor  have 
usM  fo  many  Circumftances  to  win  me  to  give  you  Leave 
to  perform  my  Command ;  Is  there  a  third  ? 

El.  Love.  Yes;  I  had, a  third,  had  you  been  apt  to 
hear  it. 

Lady.  I  ?  never  apter.    Faft  (good  Servant)  faft. 
El.  Love.  'Twas  to  intreat  you  to  hear  Reafon. 
Lady.   Moft  willingly,   have  you  brought  one  can 
fpeak  it  ? 

EL  Love.  Laftly,  it  is  to  kindle  in  that  barren  Heart 
Love  and  Forgivenefs. 

Lady.  You  wou'd  ftay  at-Home? 
El.  Love.  Yes,  Lady. 

Lady.  Why,  you  may,  and  doubtlefly  v/ill,  when  you 
have  debated  that  your  Commander  is  but  your  Miftrefs,. 
a  Woman,  a  weak  one,  wildly  overborn  with  PafTions : 
but  the  Thing,  by  her  commanded,  is,  to  fee  Dover's  dread- 
full 
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full  CliiF,  pafling  in  a  poor  Water-honfe ;  the  Dangers  of 
the  mercilefs  Channel  'twixt  that  and  Calais^  (4)  five  long 
Hours  Sail,  with  three  poor  Weeks'  Victuals. 
EL  Love.  You  wrong  me. 

Lady,  Then  to  land  dumb,  unable  to  enquire  for  an 
Englijh  Hod,  to  remove  from  City  to  City,  by  moft 
chargeable  Pofl-horfe,  like  one  that  rode  in  Queft  of  his 
Mother  Tongue. 

EL  Love.  You  wrong  me  much. 

Lady.  And  ail  thefe  (almoft  invincible  Labours)  per- 
form'd  for  your  Miflrefs,  to  be  in  danger  to  forfake  her, 
and  to  put  on  new  Allegiance  to  fome  French  Lady,  who 
is  content  to  change  Language  with  your  Laughter,  and, 
after  your  whole  Year  fpent  in  Tennis  and  broken  Speech, 
to  ftand  to  the  Hazard  of  being  laugh' d  at,  at  your  Re- 
turn, and  have  Tales  made  on  you  by  the  Chamber- 
maids. 

EL  Love.  You  wrong  me  much: 
Lady.  Louder  yet. 

EL  Love.  You  know,  your  leaft  Word  is  of  Force  to 
make  me  feek  out  Dangers ;  move  me  not  with  Toys : 
But  in  this  Banifhment,  I  muft  take  Leave  to  fay,  you  are 
unjuft :  Was  one  Kifs  forc'd  from  you  in  Publick  by  me  fo 
unpardonable?  Why,  all  the  Hours  of  Day  and  Night 
have  feen  us  kifs. 

Lady.  'Tis  true,  and  fo  you  told  the  Company  that 
heard  me  chide. 

EL  Love.  Your  own  Eyes  were  not  dearer  to  you  than  L 

Lady.  And  fo  you  told  'em. 

EL  Love.  I  did,  yet  no  Sign  of  Difgrace  need  to  have 
ilain'd  your  Cheek :  You  yourfelf  knew  your  pure  and 
fimple  Heart  to  be  moft  unfpotted,  and  free  from  the 
leafl  Bafenefs. 

Lady.  I  did :  But  if  a  Maid's  Heart  doth  but  once  think 
that  fhe  is  fulpeded,  her  own  Face  will  write  her  guilty. 

(4)  Fi've  long  Hours'*  Sail,  ^with  three  poor  Week's  Vi^uals.'\  This 
Sptech  is  all  through  Sarcaftical.  She  is  bantering  her  Gallant  on  the 
fuppofed  Danger  of  his  Voyage;  and  the  great  Care  he  is  taking  of 
himfelf,  in  laying  in  three  Weeks  Provifions  only  to  crofs  from  Do'ver 
to  Calais. 

'  ?  EL  Lovcy 
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EL  Love,  But  where  lay  this  Diigrace?  The  World, 
that  knew  us,  knew  our  Rcfolutions  well :  And  could  it 
be  hop'd,  that  I  Ihould  give  away  my  Freedom ;  and 
venture  a  perpetual  Bondage  with  one  I  never  kift  ?  or 
could  I  in  ftridt  Wifdom  take  too  much  Love  upon  me, 
from  her  that  chofe  me  for  her  Husband  ? 

Lady,  Believe  me;  if  my  Wedding-fmock  were  on, 
"Were  the  Gloves  bought  and  giv'n,  the  Licence  come. 
Were  the  Rofemary-branches  dip'd,  and  all 
(5)  The  Hippocras  and  Cakes  eat  and  drunk  off. 
Were  tliefe  two  Arms  incompafs'd  with  the  Hands 
Of  Batchelors  to  lead  me  to  the  Church, 
Were  my  Feet  in  the  Door,  (6)  were,  —  /  John  —  faid. 
If  John  fhou'd  boaft  a  Favour  done  by  me, 
I  wou'd  not  wed  that  Year :  And  you,  I  hope. 
When  you  have  Ipent  this  Year  commodiouHy, 
In  atchieving  Languages,  will  at  your  Return 
Acknowledge  me  more  coy  of  parting  with  mine  Eyes, 
Than  fuch  a  Friend.  More  Talk  I  hold  not  now. 
If  you  dare  go. 

El,  Love,  I  dare,  you  know.    Firft,  let  me  kifs. 

Lady.  Farewel,  fwcet  Servant,  and  your  Task  per- 
On  a  new  Ground,  as  a  beginning  Suitor,  [form'd, 
I  fliall  be  apt  to  hear  you. 

El,  Love,  Farewel,  cruel  Miftrefs.  [Exit  Lady* 

Enter  Toung  Lovelefs,  and  Savil. 

Yo,  Love,  Brother,  you'll  hazard  the  lofing  your  Tide 
to  Grave/end:  you  have  a  long  Half-mile  by  Land  to 
Greenwich. 

El.  Love.  I  go :  But,  Brother,  what  yet  unheard-of 
Courfe  to  live  doth  your  Imagination  flatter  you  with  ? 
Your  ordinary  Means  are  devour' d. 

(0  Hippocras."]  This  was  a  Wine  fpiced  and  ftrainM  thro'  a  Flan- 
nel Bag,  formerly  in  much  Requeft  at  Weddings,  Wakes,  ^c.  The 
Strainer,  we  are  told,  was  call'd  Hippocrates's  Sleeve.  I  know,  there  " 
is  a  Woollen  Bag,  fo  callM,  ufed  by  the  Apothecaries  to  llrain  Syrups 
and  Decodions  for  Clarification. 

(6)  Were,  /John  fatd,']   i.e.  The'  the  Ceremony  of 

Marriage  were  begun  j  and  wc  wgre  come  to  the  Words,  /  John  takt 
thee  Mary,  ^e. 

To.  Love. 
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To,  Love.  Courfe?  why  Horfc-courfmg,  I  think.  Con- 
fume  no  Time  in  this  •,  I  have  no  Eftate  to  be  mended 
by  Meditation :  He,  that  bufies  himfelf  about  my  For- 
tunes, may  properly  be  faid  to  bufy  himfelf  about  no- 
thing. 

El.  Love.  Yet  fome  Courfe  you  muft  take,  which  for  my 
Satisfadion  refolve  and  open;  if  you  will  fhape  none,  I 
muft  inform  you  that  that  Man  but  perfuades  himfelf  he 
means  to  live,  that  imagines  not  the  Means. 

To.  Love,  Why,  live  upon  others,  as  others  have  liv'd 
upon  me. 

EL  Love.  I  apprehend  not  that :  You  have  fed  others, 
and  confequently  difpos'd  of  'em:  And  the  fame  Meafure 
muft  you  expeA  from  your  Maintainers,  which  will  be 
too  heavy  an  Alteration  for  you  to  bear. 

{y)  To.  Love,  Why,  I'll  purfe;  if  that  raife  me  not, 
rU  bett  at  Bowling- Alleys,  or  man  Whores ;  I  would  fain 
live  by  others  :  But  Fll  live  whilft  I  am  unhang'd,  and 
after  the  Thought's  taken, 

EL  Love.  I  fee,  you  are  ty'd  to  no  particular  Imploy- 
ment  then? 

To.  Love.  Faith,  I  may  chufe  my  Courfe :  They  fay. 
Nature  brings  forth  none  but  Ihe  provides  for  them:  I'll 
try  her  Liberality. 

EL  Love.  Well,  to  keep  your  Feet  out  of  bale  and  dan- 
gerous Paths,  I  have  refolv'd  you  fliall  live  as  Mafter  of 
my  Houfe.  It  fhall  be  your  Care,  Savil^  to  fee  him  fed  and 
cloath'd,  not  according  to  his  prefent  Eftate,  but  to  his 
Birth  and  former  Fortunes. 

To.  Love.  If  it  be  refer'd  to  him,  if  I  be  not  found  in 
Carnation  J^r/^-Stockings,  blue  Devils*  Breeches,  with 
the  Cards  down,  and  my  Pocket  i'th*  Sleeves,  Pll  ne'er 
look  you  i'di'  Face  again. 

Sav.  A  comelier  Wear,  I  wufs,  it  is  than  thofe  dangling 
Slops. 

EL  Love.  To  keep  you  ready  to  do  him  all  Service  peace- 

(7)  Why,  r/ZpurCe;  if  that  raife  me  not.  Til  bett  at  Boivling- 
^Ikysy  or  man  Whores \\  i.  e.  V\\  take  a  Purfe  upon  the  Road,  or 
turn  Bully  and  Stallion  to  a  Bawdy-houfe. 

ably. 
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ably,  and  him  to  command  you  reafonably,  I  leave  thefe 
further  Diredions  in  Writing  ^  which,  at  your  beft  Lei- 
fiire,  together  open  and  read. 

Enter  Abigail  to  them^  with  a  JeweL 

Jbig,  Sir,  my  Miftrcfs  commends  her  Love  to  you  in 
this  Token,  and  thefe  W  ords ;  it  is  a  Jewel  (fhe  fays)  which 
as  a  Favour  from  her  fhe  would  requefl  you  to  wear  'till 
your  Year's  Travel  be  perform'd  :  Which  once  expir'd, 
fhe  will  happily  exped  your  happy  Return. 

EL  Love.  Return  my  Service  with  fuch  Thanks,  as  fhe 
may  imagine  the  Heart  of  a  fuddenly  over-joy'd  Man 
would  willingly  utter  ;  and  you,  I  hope,  I  fhall  with 
flender  Arguments  pcrfuade  to  wear  this  Diamond  ;  that 
when  my  Miflrefs  fhall,  through  my  long  Abfence,  and  the 
Approach  of  new  Suitors,  offer  to  forget  me ;  you  may 
call  your  Eye  down  to  your  Finger,  and  remember  and 
fpeak  of  me :  She  will  hear  thee  better  than  thofe  allied  by 
Birth  to  her;  as  we  fee  many  Men  much  fway'd  by  the 
Grooms  of  their  Chambers,  not  that  they  have -a  greater 
Part  of  their  Love  or  Opinion  on  them,  than  on  others, 
but  for  that  they  know  their  Secrets. 

Abig.  O*  my  Credit,  I  fwear,  1  think  'twas  made  for 
me :  Fear  no  other  Suitors. 

EL  Love,  I  fhall  not  need  to  teach  you  how  to  difcredit 
their  Beginning  you  know  how  to  take  Exception  at  their 
Shirts  at  Walhing;  or  to  mdkt  the  Maids  fwear,  they 
found  Plaiflers  in  their  Beds. 

Jbig,  I  know,  I  know,  and  do  not  you  fear  the  Sui- 
tors. 

EL  Love,  Farewel,  be  mindful,  and  be  happy;  the 
Night  calls  me.  [Exeunt  omnes  prater  Abig. 

Jbig,  The  Gods  of  the  Winds  befriend  you.  Sir !  a 
conflant  and  liberal  Lover  thou  art,  more  fuch  God 
fend  us ! 

Enter  Welford. 

WeL  Let  'em  not  fland  flill,  we  have  rid. 
Jbig,  A  Suitor,  I  know,  by  his  riding  hard;  I'll  not 
be  feen. 

IFeL 
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Weh  A  pretty  Hall  this,  no  Servant  in't?  I  wou'd  look 
freflily. 

Abig.  You  have  deliver'd  your  Errand  to  me  then : 
there's  no  Danger  in  a  handfome  young  Fellow :  Til  Ihew 
myfelf. 

Wei.  Lady,  may  it  pleafc  you  to  bellow' upon  a  Stran- 
ger the  ordinary  Grace  of  Salutation  ?  Are  you  the  Lady 
of  this  Houfe  ? 

Abig,  Sir,  I  am  worthily  proud  to  be  a  Servant  of 
hers, 

Vf^eL  Lady,  I  fliould  be  as  proud  to  be  a  Servant  of 
yours,  did  not  my  lb  late  Acquaintance  make  me  delpair; 

Abig.  Sir,  it  is  not  fo  hard  to  atchieve,  but  Nature  may 
bring  it  about. 

Wei.  For  thefe  comfortable  Words,  I  remain  your  glad 
Debtor.    Is  your  Lady  at  home  ? 

Abig.  She  is  no  Straggler,  Sir. 

Wei.  May  her  Occafions  admit  me  to  Ipeak  with  her  ? 

Abig.  If  you  come  in  the  way  of  a  Suitor,  No. 

Wei.  I  know  your  affable  Virtue  will  be  mov'd  to  per- 
fuade  her,  that  a  Gentleman,  benighted  and  llray'd,  of- 
fers to  be  bound  to  her  for  a  Night's  Lodging. 

Abig.  I  will  commend  this  MelTage  to  her ;  but  if  you 
aim  at  her  Body,  you  will  be  deluded :  (8)  There  are 
other  Women  of  the  Houfehold  of  as  good  Carriage  and 
Government ;  upon  any  of  which  if  you  can  call  your 
Affedion,  they  will  perhaps  be  found  as  faithful  and  not 
fo  coy.  {Exit  Abig. 

Wei.  What  a  Skin- full  of  Luft  is  this  ?  I  thought,  I 
had  come  a  Wooing,  and  I  am  the  courted  Party.  This 
is  right  Court-falhion :  Men,  Women,  and  all  woo  \  Catch, 
that  catch  may.  If  this  foft-hearted  Woman  have  infus'd 
any  of  her  Tendernefs  into  her  Lady,  there  is  Hope,  Ihe 
will  be  ply  ant.    But  who's  here  ? 

(8j  Other  Women  of  the  Houfehold  of  as  good  Carriage  and  Go- 
'vernment  {\  Without  the  Infertion  of  the  Preliminary  Words,  There 
are,  the  Senfe  is  quite  imperfeft.  Mr.  Sympfon. 


Vol.  I. 


U 


Enter 


290  Tloe  Scornfull  Lady. 


Enter  Sir  Roger,  tbe  Curate^ 

Rog.  God  fave  you,  Sir !  My  Lady  lets  you  know,  flic 
defires  to  be  acquainted  with  your  Name,  before  flie  con- 
fer with  you  ? 

WeL  Sir,  my  Name  calls  me  JVelford. 

Rog.  Sir,  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  a  good  Name.  I'll 
try  his  Wit. 

IVel.  I  will  uphold  it  as  good  as  any  of  my  Anceftors 
had  this  two  Hundred  Years,  Sir. 

Rog.  I  knew  a  worfhipful  and  a  religious  Gentleman 
of  your  Name  in  the  Bifhoprick  of  Durham,  Call  you 
him  Coufin  ^ 

Wei.  I  am  only  allied  to  his  Virtues,  Sir. 

Rog.  It  is  modeftly  faid :  I  fliould  carry  the  Badge  of 
your  Chriftianity  with  me  too. 

Wei  What's  that,  a  Crofs.?  there's  a  Tefler. 

Rog.  I  mean,  the  Name  which  your  God-fathers  and 
God-mothers  gave  you  at  the  Font. 

Wei.  'Tis  Harry:  But  you  cannot  proceed  orderly  now 
in  your  Catechifm ;  for  you  have  told  me  who  gave  me 
that  Name,    Shall  I  beg  your  Name  ? 

Rog.  Roger. 

Wei.  What  Room  fill  you  in  this  Houfe  ? 
Rog.  More  Rooms  than  one. 

Wei.  The  more  the  merrier :  But  may  my  Boldnefi 
know,  why  your  Lady  hath  fent  you  to  decypher  my 
Name  ? 

Rog.  Her  own  Words  were  thefe :  To  know,  whether 
you  were  a  formerly  deny'd  Suitor,  difguis'd  in  this  Mef- 
fage :  For,  I  can  affure  you,  (9)  fhe  delights  not  in  Tba- 
lamo :  Hymen  and  fhe  are  at  Variance,  1  ihall  return  with 
much  hafte.  [^Exit  Roger. 

Wei.  And  much  Speed,  Sir,  I  hope :  Certainly,  I  am 
arrived  amongfl  a  Nation  of  new-found  Fools,  on  a  Land 
where  no  Navigator  has  yet  planted  Wit ;  If  I  had  fore- 

(9)  She  delights  not  in  Thalame :]  It  muft  be,  as  I  had  long  ago 
obferv'd,  and  as  Mr.  Sympfon  likewife  hinted  to  me,  in  7halamo: 
She  has  no  Taile  for  Wedlock,  for  the  Marriage- bed. 

fecn 
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fetn  5t,  I  would  have  laded  my  Breeches  with  Bells, 
Knives,  Copper,  and  Glades,  to  trade  with  Women  for 
1  heir  Virginities ;  yet,  I  fear,  I  fliould  have  betray'd  my 
Jclf  to  a  needlefs  Charge  then.  Here  comes  the  walking 
Night-cap  again. 

EnUr  Roger. 

Rog.  Sir,  my  Lady's  Pleafure  is  to  fee  you ;  who  hath 
commanded  me  to  acknowledge  her  Sorrow,  that  you 
muft  tal<e  the  Pains  to  come  up  for  fo  bad  Entertain- 
ment. 

fFel.  I  lhall  obey  your  Lady,  that  fent  it,  and  acknow- 
ledge you  that  brought  it,  to  be  your  Arts  Mailer. 

Rog.  I  am  but  a  Bachelor  of  Art,  Sir ;  and  I  have 
the  mending  of  all  under  this  Roof,  from  my  Lady  on 
her  Down-bed,  to  the  Maid  in  the  Peafe-ftraw. 

Wei.  A  Cobler,  Sir  ? 

(lo)  Rog.  No,  Sir,  I  inculcate  divine  Homilies  within 
thefe  Walls. 

PFel.  But  the  Inhabitants  of  this  Houfe  do  often  em- 
ploy you  on  Errands  without  any  Scaiple  of  Confcience. 

Rog.  Yes,  I  do  take  the  Air  many  Mornings  on  Foot 
three  or  four  Miles,  for  Eggs:  But  why  move  you 
that  ^ 

Wei.  To  know  whether  it  might  become  your  Fundli- 
on  to  bid  my  Man  to  negled:  his  Horfe  a  little  to  attend 
on  me. 

Rog.  Moft  properly.  Sir. 

Wei.  I  pray  you,  do  fo  then :  The  whilft  I  will  attend 
your  Lady.  You  dircd  all  this  Houfe  in  the  true  Way  ? 
Rog.  I  do,  Sir. 

Wei.  And  this  Door,  I  hope,  conduds  to  your  Lady  ? 

(lo)  No,  5/>,  I  inculcate  divine  Service  within  thefe  Walls. Se- 
veral of  the  old  Rand's  have  it,  Hojnilies ;  Either  Word  is  equally 
to  the  Parpofe,  but  the  latter  being  the  lliffer  and  more  precife  Term, 
feems  moft  fuitable  to  Sir  Roger's  formal  Charafter.  So  Abigail,  at 
the  beginning  of  the  fourth  Aft,  fpeaking  of  him,  fays; 

To  this  good  Homilift  P've  been  e<ver  Jlubborn  ; 
Sir  Roger  is  a  very  good  Pidlure  of  a  dull,  pedantick  Country-Chap- 
lain, of  thofe  Times,  in  a  private  Faniily, 

U  2  Rog, 
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Rog.  Your  Underftanding  is  ingenious. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs  and  Savil,  with  a  Writing, 

Sav,  By  your  Favour,  Sir,  you  fliall  pardon  me. 

To.  Love.  ( 1 1 )  I  fhall  beat  your  Favour,  Sir ;  — Crols 
me  no  more    I  fay,  they  fhall  come  in. 

Sav.  Sir,  you  forget  who  I  am  ? 

To.  Love.  Sir,  I  do  not  ;  thou  art  my  Brother's 
Steward,  his  call-off  Mill-money,  his  Kitchen  Arithme- 
tick. 

Sav.  Sir,  I  hope,  you  will  not  make  fo  little  of  me  ? 

To.  Love.  I  make  thee  not  fo  little  as  thou  art ;  for, 
indeed,  there  goes  no  more  to  the  making  of  a  Steward, 
but  a  fair  Imprimis.,  and  then  a  reafonable  Item  infus'd 
into  him,  and  the  Thing  is  done. 

Sav.  Nay,  then,  you  ftir  my  Duty,  and  I  muft  tell 
you  

To.  Love.  What  wouldfl:  thou  tell  me,  how  Hops 
grow,  or  hold  fome  rotten  Difcourfe  of  Sheep,  or  when 
our  Lady-day  falls  ?  Prithee,  farewel,  and  entertain  my 
Friends,  be  drunk  and  burn  thy  Table-books  j  and  my 
dear  Spark  of  Velvet,  thou  and  I. 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  remember. 

To.  Love.  I  do  remember  thee  a  foolifh  Fellow,  one 
that  did  put  his  truft  in  Almanacks,  and  Horfe-fairs, 
and  rofe  by  Honey,  and  Pot-butter.  Shall  they  come  in 
yet  ? 

Sav.  Nay,  then  I  muft  unfold  your  Brother's  Pleafure  j 
thefe  be  the  Leffons,  Sir,  he  left  behind  him. 

To.  Love.  Prithee,  expound  the  firft. 

Sav.  /  leave  to  maintain  my  Houfe  three  Hundred  Pounds 
a  Tear  \  and  my  Brother  to  difpofe  of  it. 

To.  Love.  Mark  that,  my  wicked  Steward ;  and  1  dif- 
pofe of  it — 

Sav.  WJoilfi  he  hears  himfelf  like  a  Gentleman.^  and  my 

(11)  /  Jhall  bear  your  Ta^vour,  5/r,  crofs  me  no  more.']  There  is 
neither  Senfe  nor  Humour,  in  young  Lo^velefis,  Reply,  as  it  ftands  in 
all  the  Copies,  My  Correction  retrieves  both  :  /.  e.  If  you  continue 
10  crofs  me,  I  Ihall  corredl  you  for  your  Stubbornnefs. 

Credit 
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Credit  falls  not  in  him.  Mark  That,  my  good  young  Sir, 
mark  That. 

To.  Love.  Nay,  if  it  be  no  more,  I  lhall  fulfill  it ;  while 
my  Legs  will  carry  me  I'll  bear  myfelf  Gentleman-like, 
but  when  I  am  drunk,  let  them  bear  me  that  can.  For- 
ward, dear  Steward. 

Sav.  Next  it  is  my  WilU  that  he  he  furniflfd  ( as  my 
Brother )  with  Attendance^  Apparel^  and  the  Obedience  of 
my  People. 

To.  Love.  Steward,  this  is  as  plain  as  your  old  Minikin- 
breeches.  Your  Wifdom  will  relent  now,  will  it  not  ?  Be 
mollified,  or  you  under ftand  me,  Sir  ;  proceed. 

Sav.  Next^  that  my  Steward  keep  his  Place^  and  Power., 
and  hound  my  Brother'' s  Wildnefs  with  his  Care. 

To.  Love.  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this  Apocrypha^  bind  it 
by  itfelf.  Steward. 

Sav.  This  is  your  Brother's  Will,  and,  as  I  take  it,  he 
makes  no  mention  of  fuch  Company  as  you  would  draw 
unto  you.  Captains  of  Gallyfoifts,  fuch  as  in  a  clear 
Day  have  feen  Calais.,  Fellows  that  have  no  more  of  God, 
than  their  Oaths  come  to  ;  they  wear  Swords  to  reach 
Fire  at  a  Play,  and  get  there  the  oil'd  End  of  a  Pipe, 
for  their  Guerdon :  Then  the  Remnant  of  your  Regi- 
ment are  wealthy  Tobacco-Merchants,  that  fet  up  with 
one  Ounce,  and  break  for  three ;  together  with  a  Forlorn 
Hope  of  Poets,  and  all  thefe  look  like  Carthufians^  Things 
withous  Linnen :  Are  thefe  fit  Company  for  my  Mailer's 
Brother 

To.  Love.  I  will  either  convert  thee  (O  thou  Pagan 
Steward)  or  prefently  confound  thee  and  thy  Reckonings  j 
Who's  there  ?  Call  in  the  Gentlemen. 

Sav.  Good  Sir  

To.  Love.  Nay,  you  fliall  know  both  who  I  am,  and 
where  I  am. 

Sav.  Are  you  my  Mailer's  Brother  ? 

To.  Love.  Are  you  the  fage  Mafter  Steward,  with  a 
Face  like  an  old  Ephemeris? 


Enter 
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Enter  his  Comrades^  Captain,  Traveller,  Poet,  i£c. 

{ii]  Sav,  Then  God  help  all,  I  fay! 

To.  Love,  Ay,  and  'tis  well .  faid,  my  old  Peer  of 
France:  Welcome,  Gentlemen,  welcome.  Gentlemen;  mine 
ovvTi  dear  Lads,  you're  richly  welcome.  Know  this  old 
Harry  Groat. 

Capt,  Sir,  I  will  take  your  Love. 

Sa^j.  Sir,  will  you  take  my  Purfe. 

Capt.  And  ftudy  to  continue  it. 

Sav.  I  do  believe  you. 

Trarj  Your  honourable  Friend  and  Mafter's  Brother, 
Hath  given  you  to  us  for  a  worthy  Fellow, 
And  fo  we  hug  you,  Sir. 

^'^•r.  H'as  given  himfelf  into  the  Hands  of  Varlets, 
Not  to  be  carv'd  out.  Sir,  are  theie  the  Pieces.^ 

To.  Lo^je.  They  are  the  Morals  of  the  Age,  the  Vir- 
Men  made  of  Gold.  [tues, 

Sav.  Of  your  Gold,  you  mean,  Sir. 

T'o.  Love.  This  is  a  Man  of  War,  and  cries,  go  on., 
And  wears  his  Colours,     Sav.  In's  Nofe.  • 

I'o.  Love.  In  the  fragrant  Field, 
This  is  a  Traveller,  Sir,  knows  Men  and  Manners, 
And  has  plow'd  up  the  Sea  fo  far,  'till  both 
The  Poles  have  knock'd  •,  has  feen  the  Sun  take  Coach, 
And  can  diflinguifh  the  Colour  of  his  Horles, 
Their  Kinds,  and  had  a  Flanders-Mzrz  leap'd  there. 

Sav.  'Tis  much. 

Trav.  I  have  feen  more.  Sir. 

Sav.  'Tis  even  enough  o'  Confcience  j  fit  down,  and 
reft  you,  you  are  at  tlie  End  of  the  World  already. 
'Wou'd,  you  had  as  good  a  Living,  Sir,  as  this  Fellow 
cou'd  lye  you  out  of,  he  has  a  notable  Gift  in't ! 

(i2^  Siv.  T^heji  God  help  ally  I  fay!'\  Savil  has  been  eAeemM,  by 
all  good  Judges  of  Comedy,  an  excellent  Characler  of  a  precife,  dog- 
mr^tical,  felf-concei'ed  Steward:  Always  prerendirg  to  obtrude  his 
Advice,  and  as  defirous  of  controuling  wirh  his  Opinion?.  The  in- 
genious Mr.  Addi  son,  I  remember,  told  me,  that  he  sketch'd  out 
his  Char,i<f^er  of  Vellum  in  the  Comedy  cali'd  the  Drummer ,  purely 
from  thi:  rvlcdd. 

To.  Loz  c. 
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To,  Love.  This  minifters  the  Smoak,  and  this  the 

Mufes.  ^  ,  _^ 

Sav.  And  you  the  Cloaths,  and  Meat,  and  Money, 
you  have  a  goodly  Generation  of  'em  ;  pray,  let  them 
multiply,  your  Brother's  Houfe  is  big  enough,  and,  to 
lay  Truth,  h'as  too  much  Land,  hang  it.  Dirt. 

To.  Love.  Why,  now  thou  art  a  loving  Stinkard.  Fire 
off  thy  Annotations  and  thy  Rent-books,  thou  haft'  a 
weak  Brain,  Savil,  and  with  the  next  long  Bill  thou  wilt 
run  mad.  Gentlemen,  you  are  once  more  welcome  to 
three  Hundred  Pounds  o'Year    we  will  be  freely  merry, 

fhall  we  not  ?  1     1    r     7  r 

Capt.  Merry,  as  Mirth  and  Wine,  my  lovely  Lovelejs, 
Poet.  A  ferious  Look  fhall  be  a  Jury  to  excommuni- 
cate any  Man  from  our  Company. 

Trav.  We  will  not  talk  wifely  neither? 
-    To.  Love,  What  think  you.  Gentlemen,  by  all  this  Re^ 
venue  in  Drink  ? 

Cap.  I  am  all  for  Drink. 
Trav,  I  am  dry,  'till  it  be  fo. 

Poet.  He  that  will  not  cry  Jmen  to  this,  let  hioi  live 
fober,  feem  wife,  and  die  o'  th'  Coram. 

To.  Love.  It  lhall  be  fo,  we'll  have  it  all  in  Drink ;  let 
Meat  and  Lodging  go,  they  are  tranfitory,  and  Ihew 
Men  meerly  mortal:  Then  we'll  have  Wenches,  every 
one  his  Wench,  and  every  Week  a  frelh  one ;  we'll  keep 
no  powder'd  Flefli.  All  thefe  we  have  by  Warrant  un- 
der  the  Title  of  Things  neceffary.  Here  upon  this  Place 
I  ground  it,  the  Obedience  of  my  People,  and  all  Necei- 
faries :  Your  Opinions,  Gentlemen  ? 

Capt.  'Tis  plain,  and  evident,  that  he  meant  Wenches. 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  let  me  expound  it. 

Capt.  Here  be  as  found  Men,  as  yourfelf,  Sir.  ^ 

Poet.  This  do  I  hold  to  be  the  Interpretation  of  it : 
In  this  Word,  Necejfary,  is  concluded  all  that  be  Helps  to 
Man ;  Woman  was  made  the  firft,  and  therefore  here  the 

Chiefeft.  n  u    u  r 

To.  Love.  Believe  me,  'tis  a  learned  one  and  by  thele 
Words,  The  Obedience  of  my  People,  you  Steward,  being 
one,  are  bound  to  fetch  us  Wenches. 

U  4  C^P' 
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Cap,  He  is,  he  is. 

To,  Love.  Steward,  attend  us  for  Inftruftions. 

Sav,  But  will  you  keep  no  Houfe,  Sir  ? 

To,  Love,  Nothing  but  Drink,  Sir,  three  Hundred 
Pounds  in  Drink. 

Sav,  O  miferable  Houfe,  and  miferable  I  that  I  live 
to  fee  it !  Good  Sir,  keep  fome  Meat. 

To,  Love,  Get  us  good  Whores,  and  for  your  part,  I'll 
board  you  in  an  Ale-houfe,  you  fliall  have  Cheefe  and 
Onions. 

Sav,  What  fhall  become  of  me.'*  no  Chimney  fmoaking? 
W^ell,  Prodigal,  your  Brother  will  come  home. 

To,  Love,  Come  Lads,  I'll  warrant  you  for  Wenches. 
Three  Hundred  Pounds  in  Drink. 

Omnes,  O  brave  Lovelefs!  [Exeunt, 


A  C  T   II.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lady,  Welford,  and  Sir  Roger. 

Lady.  C  I  R,  now  you  fee  your  bad  Lodging,  I  muft 
^  bid  you  good  Night. 
H^el.  Lady,  if  there  be  any  Want,  'ris  in  Want  of 
you. 

Lady,  A  little  Sleep  will  eafe  that  Compliment.  Once 
more,  good  Night. 

JVel.  Once  more,  dear  Lady,  and  then  all  fweet  Nights. 

Lady,  Dear  Sir,  be  fhort  and  fweet  then". 

JVel.  Shall  the  Morrow  prove  better  to  me,  fhall  I  hope 
my  Suite  happier  by  this  Night's  Reft  ? 

Lady,  Is  your  Suite  fo  fickly,  that  Reft  will  help  it  ^ 
Pray  ye,  let  it  reft  then  till  I  call  for  it.  Sir,  as  a  Stranger 
you  have  had  all  my  Welcome :  But  had  I  known  your 
Errand  e'er  you  came,  your  PafTage  had  been  ftraighter. 
Sir,  good  Night. 

JVel.  So  fair,  and  cruel !  Dear  Unkind,  good  Night. 

[Exit  Lady. 
•  Nay, 
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Nay,  Sir,  you  lhall  ftay  with  me,  I'll  pre£  your  Zeal 
fo  far, 

Rog,  O  Lord,  Sir.  

TVel,  Do  you  love  Tobacco  ? 

Rog.  Surely,  I  love  it,  but  it  loves  not  me ; 
.Yet,  with  your  Reverence,  I  will  be  bold. 

JVel,  Pray,  light:  it.  Sir.    How  do  you  like  it } 

Rog. ,  I  promile  you,  'tis  notable  Hinging  Geer  indeed. 
It  is  wet.  Sir ;  Lord,  how  it  brings  down  Rheum  ! 

Wei.  Handle  it  again.  Sir,  you  have  a  warm  Text  of  it. 

(13)  Rog.  Thanks  ever  premis'd  for  it.  I  promife  you, 
'Tis  very  powerful,  and,  by  a  Trope,  fpiritual ; 
For,  certainly,  it  moves  in  fundry  Places. 

Wei.  Ay,  it  does  fo.  Sir,  and  me,  efpecially. 
To  ask.  Sir,  why  you  wear  a  Night-cap. 

Rog.  AlTuredly,  I  will  fpeak  the  Truth  unto  you. 
You  fliall  underftand.  Sir,  that  my  Head  is  broken ; 
(14)  And  by  whom?  even  by  that  rifible  Beaft,  the  Butler. 

Wei.  The  Butler  ?  Certainly,  he  had  all  his  Drink  about 
him  when  he  did  it.  Strike  one  of  your  grave  Caflbck  ? 
The  Offence,  Sir? 

Rog.  Reproving  him  at  Tra-trip,  Sir,  for  fwearing ;  you 
have  the  Total,  furely. 

Wei.  You  told  him  when  his  Rage  was  fet  a-tilt,  and 
fo  he  crack'd  your  Canons.  I  hope,  he  has  not  hurt  your 
gentle  Reading.  But  fhall  we  fee  thefe  Gentlewomen  To- 
night ? 

Rog.  Have  Patience,  Sir,  until  our  Fellow  Nicholas 

(13)  Thanks  B'ver  promifed  for  it.  /  promife ^'o//,]  But  why  Thanks 
fromifed?  He  certainly  meant  to  render  them  for  the  Favour.  I 
dare  fay,  a  flight  Corruption  has  crept  in,  from  the  Word  promife 
immediately  following.  I  make  no  Doubt,  but  the  Authors  wrote, 
premifed ;  /.  e.  his  Thanks  given  by  way  of  Preface,  or  Introduftion . 
And,  as  it  is  a  Term  in  Logic k  too,  it  has  the  greater  Analogy  to 
Sir  Roger's  Charafter. 

(14)  Andbyuuhom?  even  by  that  vifible  BeaJ}^  the  Butler. "]  An 
in'vifible  Butler  would  certainly  be  a  rare  Curiofity.  Every  Man, 
quoad  Homoy  is  equally  njifible  at  fome  Times.    I  am  perfuaded, 

'  rifibky  was  the  original  Word :  i.  e.  that  boiilerous,  noify,  laughing 
Varlet.  Or,  perhaps.  Sir  Roger  may  ufe  the  Word  in  a  more  quaint 
Acceptation  j  to  fignify  a  Man  rifu  dignus,  worthy  to  be  laughM  at. 

Mr.  Spnpfon. 

be 
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be  deceas'd,  that  is,  afleep :  For  fo  the  Word  is  taken  \ 
(15)  T^o  Jleep^  to  die-,  to  die^  to  Jleep\  a  very  Figure,  Sir. 

iVeL  Cannot  you  caft  another  for  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Rog.  Not  till  the  Man  be  in  his  Bed,  his  Grave :  His 
Grave,  his  Bed :  The  very  fame  again.  Sir.  Our  Comick 
Poet  gives  the  Reafon  fweetly ;  (16)  Plenus  rmarum  eft, 
he  is  full  of  Loope-holes,  and  will  difcover  to  our  Pa- 
tronefs. 

PFeL  Your  Comment,  Sir,  has  made  me  undcrftand 
you. 

Enter  Martha  the  Lady  V  Sifter,  and  Abigail,  to  theniy 
with  a  Pojfet. 

Rog.  Sir,  be  addreft,  the  Graces  do  falute  you  with 
the  full  Bowl  of  Plenty.    Is  our  old  Enemy  entomb'd  ? 
Jbig  He'sfafe. 

Rog.  And  does  he  fnore  out  fupinely  with  the  Poet  ^. 

Mar,  No,  he  out-fnores  the  Poet. 

Wei.  Gentlev\^oman,  this  Courtefy  fhall  bind  a  Stranger 
to  you,  ever  your  Serv^ant. 

Mar.  Sir,  my  Sifter's  Striclnefs  makes  not  us  forget 
you  are  a  Stranger  and  a  Gentleman. 

Ahig.  In  footh.  Sir,  were  I  changed  into  my  Lady, 
a  Gentleman,  fo  well  indued  with  Parts,  fhould  not  be 
loft. 

IVel.  I  thank  you.  Gentlewoman,  and  reft  bound  to 
you.  See,  how  this  foul  Familiar  chews  the  Cud  !  From 
thee,  and  three  and  Fifty,  good  Love,  deliver  me! 

Mar.  Will  you  fit  down.  Sir,  and  take  a  Spoon  ? 

fVel.  I  take  it  kindly.  Lady. 

Mar.  It  is  our  beft  Banquet,  Sir. 

Rog.  Shall  we  give  Thanks  ^ 

(15)  To  Jleep,  to  die  ;  to  diey  to  Jleep; 

Not  till  the  Man  be  in  his  Bed,  his  Grave;  his  Grave, 
Bed;]  Thefe  two  Figures,  as  Sir  Roger  calls  them,  are  a  manifeit 
Flirt  at  the  Hamlet     Shakespeare,  in  that  fine  Soliloquy,  which 
begin?,  To  be,  or  not  to  be^  Sec. 

{16)  Plenus  rimarum  eft,  he  is  full  of  Loope-holes  {\  The  Comick 
Poet,  whom  Sir  Roger  is  here  quoting,  is  Te  re  nce,  in  his  Eunu: 
Parm.  Plenus  rimarum  fum,  bac  at^ue  iliac  perfuo. 

JVd. 
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WeL  I  have  to  the  Gentlewomen  already.  Sir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  Roger^  keep  that  Breath  to  cool  your 
part  o'  th'  Poflet,  you  may  chance  have  a  fcalding  Zeal 
elfe ;  an  you  will  needs  be  doing,  pray,  tell  your  Twenty 
to  yourfelf.   ' Wou'd,  you  cou'd  like  this.  Sir  ? 

iVeL  I  would,  your  Sifter  wou'd  like  me  as  we]]. 
Lady! 

Mar,  Sure,  Sir,  Ihe  wou'd  not  eat  you :  But  banifh 
that  Imagination ;  iKe's  only  wedded  to  herfelf,  lies  with 
herfelf,  and  loves  herfelf :  and  for  another  Husband  than 
Jierfelf,  he  may  knock  at  the  Gate,  but  ne'er  come  in. 
Be  wife,  Sir,  Ihe's  a  Woman,  and  a  Trouble, 
And  has  her  many  Faults,  the  leaft  of  which  is. 
She  cannot  love. 

ylbig,  God  pardon  her,  llie'll  do  worfe ; 
*  Would,  I  were  worthy  his  leaft  Grief,  Miftrefs  Martha, 

WeL  Now  I  muft  over-hear  her. 

Mar,  Faith,  'wou'd  thou  hadft  them  all  with  all  my 
Heart ; 

I  do  not  think,  they  wou'd  make  thee  a  Day  older. 

AUg.  Sir,  will  you-put  in  deeper,  'tis  the  fweeter. 

Mar,  Well  faid,  old  Sayings. 

Wei,  She  looks  like  one,  indeed. 
Gentlewoman,  you  keep  your  Word,  your  fweet  felf 
Has  made  the  Bottom  fweeter. 

Ahig.  Sir,  I  begin  a  Frolick,  [you. 
Dare  you  change.  Sir }    WeL  Myfelf  for  you,  fo  pleafe 
That  Smile  has  turn'd  my  Stomach  :  This  is  right 
Th'  old  Emblem  of  the  Moyle  cropping  of  Thiftles : 
Lord,  what  a  hunting  Head  ftie  carries,  fure. 
She  has  been  ridden  with  a  Martingale. 
Now  Love  deliver  me  !     Rog.  Do  I  dream,  or  do  I 
Wake.?^  Surely,  I  know  not :  Am  I  rub'd  off? 
Is  this  the  way  of  all  my  Morning  Pray'rs  ? 
Oh  Roger ^  thou'rt  but  Grafs,  and  Woman  as 
A  Flow'n  ( 1 7)  Did  I  for  this  confume  my  Carcafs 

(17)  —  Did  I  for  this  confume  my  Quarters,]  If  Sir  Roger  means 
his  Body,  as  Mr.  Sympfon  obferves  to  me,  one  ftiould  conjedure,  that 
Carcafs  was  more  fignificant,  if  not  more  obvious  to  be  underftood. 


In 
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In  Meditation,  Vows,  and  woo'd  her  in 

Heroic  Epiftles  ?  Did  I  expound  the  Owl, 

And  undertook  with  Labour  and  Expence  * 

The  Recolledion  of  thofe  Thoufand  Pieces, 

Confum'd  in  Cellars,  and  Tobacco-fhops 

(18)  Of  that  our  honour'd  Englijhman  Nich,  Broughton? 
Have  I  done  this,  and  am  1  done  thus  to  ? 

I  will  end  with  the  wife  Man,  and  fay ;  He 
That  holcjs  a  Woman,  has  an  Eel  by  the  Tail. 

Mar.  Sir,  'tis  fo  late,  and  our  Entertainment  (meaning 
our  Poflet)  by  this  is  grown  fo  cold,  that  'twere  an  un- 
mannerly Part  longer  to  hold  you  from  your  Reft :  Let 
what  the  Houfe  has  be  at  your  Command,  Sir. 

TVeL  Sweet  Reft  be  with  you.  Lady.  And  to  ycu 
what  you  defire  too.  [^Exeunt. 

Abig.  It  fhou'd  be  fome  fuch.  good  Thing  like  your 
felf  then. 

JVel.  Heav'n  keep  me  from  that  Curfe,  and  all  my  Ifllie ! 
Good-night,  Antiquity. 

Rog.  Solamen  Miferis  focios  habuiffe  Boloris :  But  I  . 
alone,  ^  • 

JVeL  Learned  Sir,  will  you  bid  my  Man  come  to  me  ? 
And,  requefting  a  greater  Meafure  of  your  Learning, 
Good-night,  good  Mafter  Roger. 

Rog.  Good  Sir,  Peace  be  with  you !       [^Exit  Roger. 

TVel.  Adieu,  dear  Boniine.   Half  a  Dozen  fuch  in 
A  Kingdom  wou'd  make  a  Man  forfwear  Confeflion : 
For  who,  that  had  but  half  his  Wits  about  him, 
Wou'd  commit  the  Counfel  of  a  lerious  Sin 

(19)  To  Such  a  crewel  Night-cap?  Why,  how  now, 

(18)  Cy  that  our  honour'd  Englifhman  iW.  Br.^  The  Poets,  I  do 
not  apprehend,  had  any  Intention  of  finking,  or  making  a  Secret,  of 
this  Author's  Name.  He  was  fo  well  known  at  that  l  ime  of  Day, 
that  the  Copyifts  thought,  they  might  fafely  give  us  his  Name  abbre- 
viated. He  was  a  voluminous  Writer,  who,  amongft  other  Things, 
compiled  an  elaborate  Trad  ^o\x\.  Fifth-Monarchy- Men.  Ben.  ]  ok- 
SON  in  his  Alchemifty  has  made  DoL  Common^  in  her  ecilatick  Fit  to 
Sir  Epicure  Mammon^  talk  very  largely  out  of  the  Works  of  this 
J^ich.  Broughton. 

(19)  To  fuch  a  cruel  'Night-.cap?^  The  Poets,  as  Mr.  Sympfon  ob- 
fervM  with  me,  certainly  wrote,  Creive/ ;  /.  e.  made  of  the  Ends  of 
coarfe  JVorJied.  Shall 
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.  Jiall  we  have  an  Antick  ? 

Enter  Servant, 

Whofe  t-Iead  do  you  carry 
Upon  your  Shoulders,  that  you  jole  it  fo 
Againft  the  Poll  ?  Is't  for  your  Eafe  ?  Or  have 
You  feen  the  Cellar  ?  Where  are  my  Slippers,  Sir  ? 
Ser,  Here,  Sir. 

JVel.  Where,  Sir?  (20)  Have  you  got  the  pot  Vertigo? 
Have  you  feen  the  Horfes,  Sir  ?     *  ^ 
Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 
Wei,  Have  they  any  Meat  ^ 

Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  they  have  a  kind  of  wholfome  Ruflies^ 
Hay  I  cannot  call  it. 

iVeL  And  no  Provender  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  fo  I  take  it. 

TVel.  You  are  merry.  Sir,  and  why  fo  ? 

Ser.  Faith,  Sir,  here  are  no  Oats  to  be  got,  unlefs 
you'll  have  'em  in  Porridge :  The  People  are  fo  mainly 
given  to  Spoon-meat :  Yonder' s  a  Caft  of  Coach-mares 
of  the  Gentlewoman's,  the  ftrangeft  Cattle. 

Wei.  Why  ? 

Ser.  Why,  they  are  tranfparent,  Sir,  you  may  fee 
through  them: 
And  fuch  a  Houfe !    JVel.  Come,  Sir,  the  Truth  of  your 
Difcovery.     Ser.  Sir,  they  are  in  Tribes  like  Jews : 
The  Kitchen  and  the  Dairy  make  one  Tribe, 
And  have  their  Fadion  and  their  Fornication 
Within  themfelves ;  the  Buttery  and  the  Landry 
Are  another  Tribe,  and  there  is  no  Love  loft  ; 
The  Chambers  are  entire,  and  what's  done  there. 
Is  fomewhat  higher  than  my  Knowledge,  Sir : 
But  this  I  am  fure,  between  thefe  Copulations, 
A  Stranger  is  kept  virtuous,  that  is,  fafting. 
But,  of  all  this,  the  Drink,  Sir— 

(20)  Have  you  got  the  /^/-Verdugo  ?]  Verdugo  is  a  Word  of  Spani/h 
Extradlion  j  but,  amongft  all  the  Significations  in  which  it  is  taken, 
it  has  no  one  Confonant  to  the  Idea  and  Meaning  here  required.  The 
Poets  mufi;  certainly  have  wrote  Vertigo^  a  Dizzinefs,  or  Swimming 
in  the  Head,  with  Drink. 

mi. 
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Wei  What  of  that.  Sir? 

^S"^.  Faith,  Sir,  I  will  handle  it  as  the  Time  and  your 

Patience 

Will  give  me  Leave.   This  Drink,  or  cooling  Julip, 
Of  which  three  Spoonfijls  kills  the  Calenture, 
A  Pint  breeds  the  cold  Palfy.—  Wei,  Sir,  you  belye 
The  Houfe.    Ser,  I  wou'd,  I  did,  Sir.   But  as  I  am 
(21)  A  true  Man,  if  it  were  but  one  Degree 
Colder,  nothing  but, an  Afs's  Hoof  would  hold  it. 
^  Wei  I  am  glad  on't.  Sir,  for  if  it  had  prov'd  ftronger. 
You  had  been  Tongue-ty'd  of  thefe  Commendations. 
Light  me  the  Candle,  Sir,  PlI  hear  no  more.  [Exeunf, 

Enter  Toung  Lovelefs,  and  bis  Comrades^  with  Wenches^ 
and  two  Fidlei's. 

To.  Love,  Come,  my  brave  Man  of  War,  trace  out 
thy  Darling, 

And  you  my  learned  Council,  fit  and  tune,  Boys ; 

Kifs  till  the  Cow  come  home,  kifs  clofe,  kifs  clofe,  Knaves. 

My  Modern  Poet,  thou  fhalt  kifs  in  Couplets. 

Enter  Servant^  with  IVine, 

Strike  up,  you  merry  Varlets,  and  leave  your  peeping ;  | 
This  is  no  Pay  for  Fidlers. 

Ca:pt.  O  my  dear  Boy  \  thy  Hercules^  thy  Captain 
Makes  thee  his  Hylas.,  his  Delight,  his  Solace. 
Love  thy  brave  Man  of  W^ar,  and  let  thy  Bounty 
Clap  him  in  Shamois:  Let  there  be  deducted 

(21)  — —  if  it  ucere  hut  one  Degree 

CeLiiTf  nothing  but  an  Afi'j  Hoof  'would  hold  it.]  It  is  one 
peculiar  Impropriety  in  our  Authors,  (who,  to  be  lure,  ought  every 
where  to  fiiew  their  Learning,  lb  it  be  done  without  Pedantry ;)  that 
they  too  frequently  put  it  in  the  Mouths  of  Charafters,  who  cannot 
well  be  fuppofed  to  know  any  thing  of  the  Matter.  The  AUufion 
here  is  to  thofe  extreme  cold  Waters  which  flow'd  down  from  the 
Mountain  Konacris  in  Arcadia,  and  which  would  penetrate  thro* 
every  Vehicle  but  that  of  an  Horfe's  Hoof ;  as  J  u  stin  tells  us  in 
the  xiith  Book  of  his  Hiilory.  Plutarch  and  ^Elian  fay,  it  was 
an  Afs's  Hoof.  Arrian,  Pliny,  and  Vitruvius,  a  Mule's: 
and  Qui  NT  us  Curtius,  an  Ox's.  The  Variation  in  this  point  is 
of  very  little  Confequence,  They  were  of  fo  very  cold  a  Quality,  as 
to  be  mortal  to  thole  who  drank  of  them. 

out 
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Out  of  our  main  Potation  five  Marks 
In  Hatchments  to  adorn  this  puifTant  Thigh, 
Cramp'd  with  this  Reft  of  Peace,  and  1  will  fight 
Thy  Battels. 

To,  Love.  Thou  fhalt  have't,  Boy,  and  fly  in  Feather ; 
Lead  on  a  March,  you  Michers. 

Enter  Savil. 

Sav.  O  my  Head,  my  Heart,  what  a  Noife  and 
Change  is  here ! 
'Wou'd,  I  had  been  cold  i'th*  Mouth  before  this  Day, 
And  ne'er  have  liv'd  to  fee  this  Diflblution. 
He  that  lives  within  a  MiJe  of  this  Place, 
Had  as  good  fleep  in  the  perpetual 
Noife  of  an  Iron  Mill.    There's  a  dead  Sea 
Cf  Drink  i'th'  Cellar,  in  which  goodly  VeiTels 
Lie  wrack'd,  and  in  the  middle  of  this  Deluge 
Appear  the  Tops  of  Flagons  and  Black-jacks, 
Like  Churches  drown'd  i'th'  Marihes. 

To,  Love,  What,  art  thou  come } 
My  fweet  Sir  Amias^  welcome  to  T!roy,  Come,  thou  fhalt 
kifs  my  Helen^  and  court  her  in  a  Dance. 

Sav,  Good  Sir,  confider. 

To,  Love,  Shall  we  confider.  Gentlemen  ? 
How  fay  you     Capt,  Confider  .^^  That  were  a  limple  Toy 
rfaith;  confider.?^  Whofer Moral's  that ? 
The  Man,  that  cries,  confider^  is  our  Foe :  Let  my  Stee! 
know  him. 

To,  Love,  Stay  thy  dead -doing  Hand, 
He  muft  not  die  yet :  Prithee  be  calm,  my  He5lor. 

Cap,  Peafant  Slave! 
Thou  Groom  composed  of  Grudgings,  live  and  thank 
This  Gentleman,  thou  hadft  feen  Fluto  elfe ! 
The  next  confider  kills  thee. 

7* rav.  Let  him  drink  down  his  Word  again  in  a  Gallon 
of  Sack. 

Foet,  'Tis  but  a  SnufF,  make  it  two  Gallons,  and  let 
him  do  it  kneeling  in  Repentance. 

Sav,  Nay,  rather  kill  me,  there's  but  a  Lay-man  loil. 
Good  Captain,  do  your  Office. 

To,  Love, 
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To.  Love.  Thou  flialt  drink,  Steward,  drink  and  dance, 
my  Steward.  Strike  him  a  Horn-pipe,  Squeakers;  (22)  take 
thy  Stiver,  and  pace  her  till  fhe  flew. 

Sav,  Sure,  Sir,  I  cannot  dance  with  your  Gentlewomen, 
they  are  too  light  for  me ;  pray  break  my  Head,  and  let 
me  go. 

Cap.  He  ihall  dance,  he  fhall  dance. 

To,  Love.  He  fhall  dance,  and  drink,  and  be  dnink  and 
dance,  and  be  drunk  again,  and  fhall  fee  no  Meat  in  a 
Year. 

Foet.  And  three  Quarters. 
To.  Love.  And  three  Quarters  be  it. 
Capt.  Who  knocks  there  ?  Let  him  in. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  difguis*d, 

Sav.  Some  to  deliver  me,  I  hope. 

El.  Love.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  you  all !  my  Bufinefs  is 
to  one  Mafter  Lovelefs. 

Capt.  This  is  the  Gentleman  you  mean;  view  him. 
And  take  his  Inventory,  he's  a  right  one. 

El.  Love,  He  promifes  no  lefs.  Sir. 

To.  Love.  Sir,  Your  Bufinefs } 

El.  Love.  Sir,  I  fhou'd  let  you  know,  yet  I  am  loth. 
Yet  I  am  fwom  to't ;  'wou'd,  fome  other  Tongue 
Wou'd  fpeak  it  for  me  ! 

To.  Love.  Out  with  it,  i'  God's  Name. 

EL  Love.  All  I  defire.  Sir,  is  the  Patience 
And  Sufferance  of  a  Man ;  and,  good  Sir,  be 
Not  mov'd  more. 

To,  Love.  Than  a  Pottle  of  Sack  will  do. 
Here  is  my  Hand ;  prithee,  thy  Bufinefs  ? 

El,  Love.  Good  Sir,  excufe  me ;  and  whatfoever  you  hear. 
Think,  muft  have  been  known  to  you ;  and  be  yourfelf, 

(22)  take  thy  Striver,  and  pace  her  till  Jhe  Jlciv."]  Here  is  both 
Obfcurity  and  Npnfenfe,  from  the  cafual  Interpofition  of  one  unne- 
ceflary  Letter.  Stinje  was  the  old  and  obfolete  Term  for  the  Steivs ; 
and  confequently,  a  Sti'ver,  as  it  fhould  be  reftored  in  the  Text,  was 
a  Girl,  a  Strumpet,  who  ply'd  there.  Hence,  perhaps,  might  come 
the  Word  Sti'ver  too,  to  fignify  that  inconfiderable  Coin  (the  fifth 
Part  of  an  Englijh  Penny)  the  Pay  of  thefe  mean  Proftitutes,  thefe 
Meretrices  diobolaresy  as  Plautus  ftyles  them. 

Difcreet, 
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Difcreet,  and  bear  it  nobly. 
To,  Love,  Prithee,  difpatcli  me; 
El.  Love,  Your  Brother's  dead.  Sir ! 
To,  Love,  Thou  doft  not  mean,  dead  Drunk  ? 
El,  Love.  No,  no,  dead  and  drown'd  at  Sea,  Sir. 
To.  Love.  Art  fure,  he's  dead  ? 
El.  Love,  Too  fure.  Sir. 

To,  Love,  Ay,  but  art  thou  very  certainly  fure  of  it 
El.  Love,  As  fure.  Sir,  as  I  tell  it. 
To,  Love.  But  art  thou  fure  he  came  not  up  again  ? 
El.  Love,  He  may  come  up,  but  ne'er  to  call  you  Bro- 
ther. 

To,  Love,  But  art  fure  he  had  Water  enough  to  drown 
him? 

El.  Love.  Sure,  Sir,  he  wanted  none. 

To.  Love.  I  would  not  have  him  want,  I  lov'd  him  better : 
Here  I  forgive  thee ;  and,  i'faith,  be  plain  \ 
How  do  I  bear  it  ? 

El.  Love.  Very  wifely,  Sir. 

To,  Love.  Fill  him  fome  Wine.    Thou  doft  not  fee 
me  mov'd, 
Thefe  tranfitory  Toys  ne'er  trouble  me^ 
He's  in  a  better  Place,  my  Friend,  I  know't. 
Some  Fellows  wou'd  have  cry'd  now,  and  have  cursM  thee, 
And  fain  out  with  their  Meat,  and  kept  a  Pudder  \ 
But  all  this  helps  not,  he  was  too  good  for  us. 
And  let  God  keep  him !  There's  the  right  Ufe  on't,  Friend; 
Off  with  thy  Drink,  thou  haft  a  Spice  of  Sorrow 
Makes  thee  a- dry :  Fill  him  another,  Savil^ 
Your  Maftcr's  dead,  and  v/ho  am  I  now,  Savil? 
Nay,  let's  all  bear  it  well  ^  wipe,  Savil^  wipe  ; 
Tears  are  but  thrown  away  :  we  lhall  have  Wenches 
Now,  ftiallwenot,  Savil?    Sav.  Yes,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  And  drink  innumerable  ? 

Sav.  Yes^  forfooth. 

To.  Love.  And  you'l  ftrain  Curt'fy,  and  be  drunk  a 
little  ? 

Sav.  I  wou'd  be  glad.  Sir,  to  do  my  weak  Endeavour. 
To.  Love.  You  may  be  brought  in  time  to  love  a 
Wench  too. 

Vol.  I.  X     .  Sav. 
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Sav,  In  time  the  fturdy  Oak,  Sir  — 

To,  Love.  Some  more  Wine  for  my  Friend  there. 

EL  Love.  I  fhall  be  drunk  anon  for  my  good  News : 
But  I've  a  loving  Brother,  that's  my  Comfort. 

2^0.  Lov.  Here*s  to  you.  Sir, 
This  is  the  worfb  I  wilh  you  for  your  News : 
And  if  I  had  another  elder  Brother, 
And  fay,  it  were  his  Chance  too  to  feed  Haddocks, 
I  fhould  be  flill  the  fame  you  fee  me  now ; 
A  poor  contented  Gentleman.  More  Wine  for  my  Friend 
there,  he's  dry  again. 

EL  Love.  I  lhall  be,  if  I  follow  this  Beginning. 
Well,  my  dear  Brother,  if  I  'fcape  this  Drowning, 
'Tis  your  Turn  next  to  fink ;  you  fhall  duck  twice 
Before  I  help  you.    Sir,  I  cannot  drink  more ; 
Pray,  let  me  have  your  Pardon.    To,  Love.  O  Lord,  Sir, 
It  is  your  Modefty  :  More  Wine, 
Give  him  a  bigger  Glafs ;  hug  him,  my  Captain, 
Thou  fhalt  be  my  chief  Mourner. 

Capt.  And  this  my  Pennon : 
Sir,  a  full  Caroufe  to  you,  and  to  my  Lord  of  Land  here. 

EL  Love,  I  feel  a  buzzing  in  my  Brains ;  pray  God,  I 
bear  this  out,  and  I'll  ne'er  trouble  them  fo  far  again. 
Here's  to  you,  Sir. 

To.  Love.  To  my  dear  Steward  ;  Down  o'  your  Knees, 
you  Infidel,  you  Pagan ;  be  drunk  and  penitent. 

Sav,  Forgive  me.  Sir,  and  PU  be  any  thing. 

To,  Love,  Then  be  a  Baud,  I'll  have  thee  a  brave  Baud.» 

EL  Lcve,  Sir,  I  muft  tal^e  my  Leave  of  you,  my  Bufi- 
nefs  is  fo  urgent. 

7^0.  Love.  Let's  have  a  bridling  Caft,  before  you  go. 
^     Fill's  a  new  Stoupe. 

EL  Love.  I  dare  not.  Sir,  by  no  means. 

To.  Love,  Have  you  any  mind  to  a  Wench  ?  I  would 
fain  gratify  you  for  the  Pains  you  took.  Sir. 

EL  Love.  As  little  as  to  the  t'other. 

To,  Love.  If  you  find  any  Stirring,  do  but  fay  fb. 

EL  Love,  Sir,  you're  too  bounteous;  when  I  feel  that 
Itching, 

You  fhaU  alTwage  it.  Sir,  before  another; 

This 
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This  only,  and  farewel.  Sir.    Your  Brother,  when 
The  Storm  was  moft  extream,  told  all  about  him, 
He  left  a  Will  behind  him,  which  lies  clofe 
Behind  the  Chimney  in  the  matted  Chamber. 
And  fo  as  well,  Sir,  as  you  have  made  me  able, 
I  take  my  Leave.    To,  Love,  Let  us  embrace  him  all: 
If  you  grow  dry  before  you  end  your  Bufinefs, 
Pray,  take  a  Bait  here,  I've  a  frefti  Hogfhead  for  you. 

Sav,  You  fhall  neither  will,  nor  chufe.  Sir.  My  Ma- 
tter is  a  wonderful  fine  Gentleman ;  has  a  fine  State,  a 
very  fine  State,  Sir;  I  am  his  Steward,  Sir,  and  his 
Man. 

EL  Love.  Wou'd,  you  were  your  own,  Sir,  as  I  left  you. 
Well,  I  muft  caft  about,  or  all  finks. 

Sav,  Farewel,  Gentleman,  Gentleman,  Gentleman! 
El,  Love.  What  wou'd  you  with  me,  Sir  ? 
Sav.  Farewel,  Gentleman ! 

EL  Love.  O  fleep.  Sir,  fieep.  [E!)c.  El.  Love. 

To.  Love,  Well,  Boys,  you  fee  what's  fall'n,  let's  in 
and  drink. 
And  give  Thanks  for  it. 

Capt,  Let's  give  Thanks  for  it. 
To.  Love.  Drunk,  as  I  live. 
Sav.  Drunk,  as  I  Jive,  Boys. 

To.  Love.  Why,  now  thou  art  able  to  difcharge  thine 
Office,  and  caft  up  a  Reckoning  of  fome  weight;  I  will 
be  Knighted,  for  my  State  will  bear  it,  'tis  fixteen  hun- 
dred. Boys :  Off  with  your  Flusks,  I'll  skin  you  all  in 
Sattin. 

Capt.  O  fweet  Lovelefs ! 

Sav.  All  in  Sattin!  O  fweet  Lovelefs! 

To,  Love,  March  in,  my  noble  Compeers :  And  this  my 
Countefs  lhall  be  led  by  two :  And  fo  proceed  we  to  the 
WUl.  [ExeunL 

Enter  Morecraft  the  Ufurer,  and  Widow. 

Mor.  And  Widow,  as  I  fay,  be  your  own  Friend: 
Your  Husband  left  you  wealthy,  ay,  and  wife. 
Continue  fo,  fweet  Duck,  continue  fo. 
Take  heed  of  young  fmooth  Varlets,  younger  Brothers ; 
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They  are  Worms  that  will  eat  through  your  Bags ;  they 
are  very 

Lightning,  that  with  a  Flafli  or  two  will  melt 
Your  Money,  and  never  finge  your  Purfe-fthngs:  They 
Are  Colts,  Wench,  Colts,  heady  and  dangerous,  'till 
We  take  'em  up,  and  make  'em  fit  for  Bonds. 
Look  upon  me,  I  have  had,  and  have  yet 
Matter  of  moment.  Girl,  Matter  of  moment  ; 
You  may  meet  with  a  worfe  Back,  I'll  not  commend  it. 
Wid.  Nor  I  neither.  Sir. 

Mor.  Yet  thus  far  by  your  Favour,  Widow,  'tis  tough. 

Wid.  Therefore  not  for  my  Diet ;  I  love  a  tender  one. 

Mor,  Sweet  Widow,  leave  your  Frumps,  and  be  edi- 
You  know  my  State,  I  fell  no  Perfpedtives,  [fied : 

Scarfs,  Gloves,  nor  Hangers,  nor  put  my  Truft  in  Shoe- 
And  where  your  Husband  in  an  Age  was  rifing      [ties ; 
By  burnt  Figs,  drudg'd  with  Meal  and  powdered  Sugar, 
Saunders,  and  Grains,  Wormfeed  and  rotten  Raifins, 
And  vile  Tobacco,  that  made  the  Footmen  mangy  j 
I  in  a  Year,  have  put  up  hundreds  inclos'd, 
Thofe  pleafant  Meadows,  by  a  forfeit  Mortgage; 
For  which  the  poor  Knight  takes  him  a  lone  Chamber, 
Owes  for  his  Ale,  and  dare  not  beat  his  Hoftefs : 
Nay,  more  

Wid,  Good  Sir,  no  more ;  whatever  my  Husband  was, 
I  know  what  I  am,  and  if  you  marry  me. 
You  muft  bear  it  bravely  off.  Sir. 

Mor,  Not  with  the  Head,  fweet  Widow. 

Wid,  No,  fweet  Sir, 
But  with  your  Shoulders :  I  muft  have  you  dubb'd. 
For  under  that  I  will  not  ftoop  a  Feather. 
My  Husband  was  a  Fellow  lov'd  to  toil. 
Fed  ill,  made  Gain  his  Exercife,  and  fo 
Grew  coftive,  which,  for  that  I  was  his  Wife, 
I  gave  way  to,  and  fpun  mine  own  Smocks  coarfe. 

And  Sir,  fo  litde,-  •  But  let  that  pafs;  Time, 

That  wears  all  things  out,  wore  out  this  Husband, 
Who  in  Penitence  of  fuch  fruitlefs  five  Years  Marriage, 
Left  me  great  with  his  Wealth,  which  if  you'll  be 
A  worthy  Goflip  to,  be  knighted.  Sir. 

Enter 
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Enter  Savil. 

Mor.  Now,  Sir,  from  whom  come  you  ?  Whofe  Man 
are  you,  Sir? 

Sav,  Sir,  I  come  from  young  Mafter  Lovelefs. 

Mor.  Be  filent.  Sir, 
I  have  no  Money,  not  a  Penny  for  you. 
He's  funk,  your  Mafter's  funk ;  a  perifh'd  Man,  Sir. 

Sav.  Indeed,  his  Brother's  funk.  Sir,  God  be  with  him! 
A  perifh'd  Man,  indeed,  and  drown'd  at  Sea. 

Mor.  How  faidft  thou,  good  my  Friend,  his  Brother 
drown'd  ? 

Sav.  Untimely,  Sir,  at  Sea. 

Mor.  And  thy  young  Mafter 
Left  fole  Heir.?*    Sav.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mor.  And  he  wants  Money  ?    Sav.  Yes, 
And  fcnt  me  to  you,  for  he  is  now  to  be  knighted. 

Mor.  Widow,  be  wife,  there's  more  Land  coming. 
Widow, 

Be  very  v/ife,  and  give  Thanks  for  me.  Widow. 

PFid.  Be  you  very  Wife,  and  be  knighted,  and  then 
give  Thanks  for  me.  Sir ;  " 

Sav.  What  fays  your  Worfhip  to  this  Money  ? 

Mor.  1  fay. 
He  may  have  Money,  if  he  pleafe. 

Sav.  A  Thoufand,  Sir? 

Mor.  A  Thoufand,  Sir,  provided,  my  wife  Sir, 
His  Land  he  for  the  Payment,  otherwife  

Enter  Toung  Lovelefs,  and  Comrades-^  to  them. 

Sav.  He's  here  himfelf.  Sir,  and  can  better  tell  you. 
Mor.  My  notable  dear  Friend,  and  worthy  Mafter 
Lovelefs^ 

And  now  right  worftiipful,  all  Joy  and  Welcome. 

To.  Love.  Thanks  to  my  dear  Inclofer,  Mafter  More- 
Prithee,  old  Angel  o' Gold,  falute  my  Family,      [craft -y 
ril  do  as  much  for  yours ;  this,  and  your  own  " 
Defires,  fair  Gentlewoman.    Wid.  And  yours.  Sir, 
If  you  mean  welU  'tis  a  handfome  Gentleman. 

To»  Love,  Sirrah,  my  Brother's  dead. 

X  3  Mor. 
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Mor.  Dead? 

To.  Love.  Dead,  and  by  this  time  foufl:  for  Ember- week. 
Mor.  Dead? 

To.  Love.  Drown'd,  drown'd  at  Sea,  Man ;  by  the 
next  frefh  Conger 
That  comes  we  lhall  hear  more. 

Mor.  Now,  by  my  Faith 
Of  Body  it  moves  me  much. 

To.  Love.  What,  wilt  thou  be  an  Afs, 
And  weep  for  th'  Dead  ?  Why,  I  thought  nothing  but 
A  generd  Inundation  would  have  mov'd  thee. 
Prithee,  be  quiet,  he  hath  left  his  Land 
Behind  him. 

Mor.  O,  has  he  fo  ?  To.  Love.  Yes ,  faith,  I  thank 
Him  for't,  I've  all.  Boy ;  haft  any  ready  Money  ? 

Mor.  Will  you  fell,  Sir? 

To.  Love.  No,  not  outright,  good  Gripe; 
Marry,  a  Mortgage,  or  fuch  a  flight  Security. 

Mor.  1  have  no  Money,  Sir,  for  Mortgage ;  if  you'll  fel). 
And  all  or  none,  I'll  work  a  new  Mine  for  you. 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  look  before  you,  he'll  work  you  out 
of  all  elfe :  If  you  fell  all  your  Land,  you  have  fold  your 
Country,  and  then  you  muft  to  Sea,  to  feek  your  Brother, 
and  there  lie  pickled  in  a  Powdering-Tub,  and  break  your 
Teeth  with  Biskets  and  hard  Beef,  that  muft  have  water- 
ing, Sir :  And  where's  your  300  Pounds  a  Year  in  Drink 
then?  If  you'll  turn  up  the  Straits  you  may,  for  you 
have  no  Calling  for  Drink  there,  but  with  a  Cannon,  nor 
no  Scoring  but  on  your  Ship's  Sides,  and  then  if  you 
Tcapc  with  Life,  and  take  a  Faggot-Boat  and  a  Bottle  of 
Ufotfehaugh^  come  home,  poor  Man,  like  a  Type  of  Thames- 
ftreet.,  ftinking  of  Pitch  and  Poor- John.  I  cannot  tell, 
Sir,  I  would  be  loth  to  fee  it. 

Capt.  Steward,  you  are  an  Afs,  a  meazel'd  Mungril, 
and  were  it  not  againft  the  Peace  of  my  fovereign  Friend 
here,  I  wou'd  break  your  forecafting  Coxcomb,  Dog,  I 
would,  even  with  thy  Staff  of  Office  there  ;  thy  Pen 
and  Inkhorn.  Noble  Boy,  the  God  of  Gold  here  has 
fed  thee  well,  take  Money  for  thy  Dirt :  Hark  and  be- 
lieve, thou  art  cold  of  Conftitution,  thy  Seat  unhealth- 
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fill,  fell  and  be  wife ;  we  are  three  that  will  adorn  thee, 
and  live  accordii3;g  to  tliine  own  Heart,  Child ;  Mirth 
fhall  be  only  ours,  and  only  ours  fliall  be  the  black-ey'd 
Beauties  of  the  Time.    Money  makes  Men  immortal. 

Poet,  Do  what  you  will,  it  is  the  noblcft  Courfe ; 
Then  you  may  live  without  the  Charge  of  People, 
Only  we  four  will  make  a  Family ; 
Ay,  and  an  Age  that  will  beget  new  Annals, 
In  which  I'll  write  thy  Life,  my  Son  of  Pleafure, 
Equal  with  Nero  and  Caligula. 

To,  Love,  What  Men  were  they.  Captain  ? 

Cap.  Two  roaring  Boys  of  Rome.,  that  made  all  Iplit, 

To,  Love,  Come,  Sir,  what  dare  you  give  ? 

San).  You  will  not  fell.  Sir  ? 

To,  Love.  Who  told  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Sav,  Good  Sir,  have  a  care.  [Roof. 

To,  Love,  Peace,  or  PU  tack  your  Tongue  up  to  your 
What  Money }  fpeak. 

Mor,  Six  thoufand  Pound,  Sir. 

Cap,  Take  it ;  h'as  overbidden,  by  the  Sun :  Bind 
him  to  his  Bargain  quickly. 

22?.  Love,  Come,  ftrike  me  Luck  with  Earneft,  and 
draw  the  Writings. 

Mor,  There's  a  God*s  Penny  for  thee. 

Sav,  Sir,  for  my  old  Mafter's  fake  let  my  Farm  be  ex- 
cepted, if  I  become  his  Tenant  I  am  undone,  my  Children 
Beggars,  and  my  Wife  God  knows  what :  Confider  me^ 
dear  Sir.    Mor,  Pll  have  all  or  none. 

To,  Love.  All  in,  all  in :  Difpatch  the  Writings. 

{Exit  with  Com, 

Wild,  Go,  thou  art  a  pretty  forehanded  Fellow;  'wou'd, 
thou  wert  wifer. 

Sav,  Now  do  I  fenfibly  begin  to  feel  myfelf  a  Rafcal ; 
'wou'd,  I  cou'd  teach  a  School,  or  beg,  or  lie  well;  I  am 
utterly  undone ;  Now  he,  that  taught  thee  to  deceive 
and  cozen,  take  thee  to  his  Mercy!  fo  be  it. 

[  Exit  Savil. 

Mor,  Come,  Widow,  come,  never  ftand  upon  a  Knight- 
hood, 'tis  a  mere  paper  Honour,  and  not  Proof  enough 

for  a  Serjeant.    Come,  come,  Pll  make  thee  

X  4  WiL 
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Wii.  To  anfwer  in  ftiort,  *tis  this,  Sir.  No  Knight, 
no  Widow  \  if  you  make  me  any  thing,  it  muft  be  a 
Lady,  and  fo  I  take  my  Leave. 

Mor,  Farewel,  fweet  Widow,  and  think  of  it. 

Wid,  Sir,  I  do  more  than  think  of  it,  it  makes  me 
dream.  Sir.  \Exit  Wid. 

Mor,  She's  rich  and  fober,  if  this  Itch  were  from  her : 
and,  fay,  I  be  at  the  Charge  to  pay  the  Footmen,  and 
the  Trumpets,  ay,  and  the  Horfemen  too,  and  be  a 
Knight,  and  fhe  refiife  me  then  ; 
Then  am  I  hoift  into  the  Subfidy, 
And  fo  by  confequence  fliou'd  prove  a  Coxcomb : 
ril  have  a  care  of  that.    Six  thoufand  Pound, 
Aijd  then  the  Land  is  mine,  there's  fome  Refrefhing 
yet.  \Ey:it. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Abigail,  and  drops  her  Glovi. 

Jhig,  T  F  he  but  follow  me,  as  all  my  Hopes 

Tell  me,  he's  Man  enough;  up  goes  my  Reft, 
And,  I  know,  I  fhall  draw  him. 

Enter  Welford. 

TV  el.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  pamper' d  piece  of  Flefh  to- 
wards Fifty,  that  ever  Frailty  cop'd  withal ;  what  a  trim 
r envoy  here  fhe  has  put  upon  me  thefe  Women  are  a 
proud  kind  of  Cattle,  and  love  this  whorefon  Doing  fo 
dire6lly,  that  they  will  not  flick  to  make  their  very  Skins 
Bawds  to  their  Flefh.  Here's  Dogskin  and  Storax  fuf- 
ficient  to  kill  a  Hawk  :  What  to  do  with  it,  befides  nail- 
ing it  up  (23)  amongfl /n)^  Heads  of  Teer,  to  fhew 
the  Mightinefs  of  her  Palm,  I  know  not :  there  fhe  is, 

(23)  among Ji  Irilh  Heads  of  Teer,  to  Jlenv  the  Migh'inefs  of  ler 
Palm,]  7eer  is  the  Irijh  Pronunciation  of  Detr  j  the  Pa/w,  (or 
Pa/mer,)  is  call'd  the  Crown  of  a  Stag's  iicai. 

I  muft 
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I  mnfl:  enter  into  Dialogue.  Lady,  you  have  loft  your 
Glove. 

Abig,  Not,  Sir,  if  you  have  found  it. 

WeL  It  was  my  Meaning,  Lady,  to  reftore  it. 

Abig.  'Twill  be  uncivil  in  me  to  take  back 
A  Favour  Fortune  hath  fo  well  beftow'd.  Sir; 
Pray,  wear  it  for  me. 

tFel  I  had  rather  wear  a  Bell.  But,  hark  you,  Miftrefs, 
What  hidden  Virtue  is  there  in  this  Glove, 
That  you  wou'd  have  me  wear  it.^*  Is  it  good 
Againft  fore  Eyes,  or  will  it  charm  the  Tooth-ach  ? 
Or  thefe  red  Tops,  being  fteep'd  in  White-wine  foluble, 
Will't  kill  the  Itch  ?  Or  has  it  fo  conceal'd 
A  Providence  to  keep  my  Hand  from  Bonds  } 
If  it  have  none  of  thefe,  and  prove  no  more 
But  a  bare  Glove  of  half  a  Crown  a  Pair, 
*  Twill  be  but  half  a  Courtefy,  I  wear  two  always ; 
Faith,  let's  draw  Cuts,  one  will  do  me  no  Pleafure. 

Abig,  The  Tendernefs  of  his  Years  keeps  him  as  yet 
in  Ignorance,  he's  a  well-moulded  Fellow,  and  I  won- 
der 

His  Blood  fliou'd  ftir  no  higher ;  but  *tis  his  Want 
Of  Company I  muft  grow  nearer  to  him. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs  difguis^d, 

EL  Love,  God  fave  you  Both ! 

Abig,  And  pardon  you.  Sir ;  this  is  fomewhat  rude, 
how  cam.e  you  hither  ^ 

El,  Love.  Why,  through  the  Doors,  they  are  open. 

}Vel.  What  are  you  ^  And  what  Bufinefs  have  you 
here  ? 

El.  Love.  More,  I  believe,  than  you  have. 
Abig.  Who  would  this  Fellow  fpeak  with  ?   Art  thou 
fober  ? 

El,  Love.  Yes,  I  come  not  here  to  fleep. 
Wei,  Prithee,  what  art  thou  ? 

El.  Love,  As  much,  gay  Man,  as  thou  art ;  I  am  a 
Gentleman. 

TVel,  Art  thou  no  more? 

EL  Love,  Yes,  more  than  thou  dar'ft  be ;  a  Soldier. 

Abig, 
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AUg.  Thou  doft  not  come  to  quarrel  ? 
EL  Love.  No,  not  with  Women ;  I  come  here  to  Ipeak 
with  a  Gentlewoman. 
Ahig,  Why,  I  am  one. 
EL  Love.-  But  not  with  one  fo  gentle. 
WeL  This  is  a  fine  Fellow. 

FJ.  Love.  Sir,  I  am  not  fine  yet.  I  am  but  new  come 
over;  dired  me  with  your  Ticket  to  your  Tailor,  and 
then  I  fhall  be  fine.  Sir.  Lady,  if  there  be  a  better  of 
your  Sex  within  this  Houfe,  fay,  I  would  fee  her. 

jUg.  Why,  am  I  not  good  enough  for  you.  Sir? 

EL  Love.  Your  Way,  you'll  be  too  good  \  pray,  end 
my  Bufinefs. 

This  is  another  Suitor  ;  O  frail  Woman  ! 

WeL  This  Fellow  with  his  Bluntnefs  hopes  to  do 
More  than -the  long  Suits  of  a  thoufand  cou'd ; 
Though  he  be  four,  he's  quick,  I  muft  not  truft  him. 
Sir,  this  Lady  is  not  to  fpeak  with  you,  fhe  is  more  fe- 
rious :  You  fmell  as  if  you  were  new  calk'd  ;  go,  and 
be  handfome,  and  then  you  may  fit  with  her  Serving- 
men. 

EL  Love.  What  are  you.  Sir  ? 
WeL  Guefs  by  my  Outfide. 

EL  Love.  Then  I  take  you.  Sir,  for  fome  new  filken 
Thing  wean'd  from  the  Country,  that  fhall  (when  you 
come  to  keep  good  Company)  be  beaten  into  better  Man- 
ners. Pray,  good  proud  Gentiewoman,  help  me  to  your 
Miftrefs. 

Abig.  How  many  Lives  haft  thou,  that  thou  talk'ft 
thus  rudely 

EL  Love.  But  one,  one ;  I  am  neither  Cat  nor  Wo- 
man. 

WeL  And  will  that  one  Life,  Sir,  maintain  you  ever  in 
fuch  bold  Sawcinefs  .'^ 

EL  Love.  Yes,  amongft  a  Nation  of  fuch  Men  as  you 
are,  and  be  no  worfe  for  wearing.  Shall  I  Ipeak  with  this 
Lady? 

Ahig.  No,  by  my  troth,  ftiall  you  not. 
EL  Love.  I  muft  ftay  here  then. 
WeL  That  you  ftiall  not  neither. 

LL  Love. 
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EL  Love.  Good  fine  Thing,  tell  me  why. 

IVell.  Good  angry  Thing,  I'll  tell  you : 
This  is  no  Place  for  fuch  Companions, 
Such  loufy  Gentlemen  lliall  find  their  Bufinefs 
Better  i'  th'  Suburbs,  there  your  llrong  Pitch  Perfume, 
Mingled  with  Lees  of  Ale,  fhall  reek  in  Fafhion, 
This  is  no  "Hhames-ftreet^  Sir. 

Ahig.  This  Gentleman  informs  you  truly. 
Prithee,  be  fatisfied,  and  feek  the  Suburbs, 
Good  Captain,  or  whatever  Title  elfe 
The  Warlike  Eel-boats  have  beftow'd  upon  thee. 
Go  and  reform  thyfelf,  prithee  be  fweeter. 
And  know,  my  Lady  fpeaks  with  no  fuch  Swabbers. 
'  El.  Love.  You  cannot  talk  me  out  with  your  Tradition 
Of  Wit  you  pick  from  Plays,  go  to,  I  have  found  ye : 
And  for  you.  Sir,  whole  tender  gentle  Blood 
Runs  in  your  Nojfe,  and  makes  you  fnuff  at  all 
(24)  But  three-pil'd  People,  I  do  let  you  know. 
He  that  begot  your  Worfhip's  Sattin-fuit, 
Can  make  no  Men,  Sir  :  I  will  fee  this  Lady, 
And  with  the  Reverence  of  your  Silkenfhip, 
In  thefe  old  Ornaments. 

Wei.  You  will  not,  fure  ? 

El.  Love.  Sure,  Sir,  I  fhall. 

Ahig,  You  wou'd  be  beaten  out  ? 

El.  Love.  Indeed,  I  would  not  \  or  if  I  would  be  beaten. 
Pray,  who  fhall  beat  me  ?  This  good  Gentleman 
Looks  as  he  were  o'th'  Peace. 

Wei.  Sir,  you  Hiall  fee  that :  Will  you  get  you  out  ? 

EL  Love.  Yes,That  that  fhall  corredl  your  Boy' sTongue. 
Dare  you  fight }  I  will  ftay  here  ftilL  \T!hey  draw. 

Ahig.  O,  their  Things  are  out ;  help,  help,  for  God's 
Madam  —  Jefus!  they  foin  at  one  another.  [fake. 

Enter  Lady. 

Madam,  why,  who  is  within  there 
Lady,  Who  breeds  this  Rudenefs  ? 

(24)  But  rhree.pird  People.]  i.  e.  Wearers  of  Velvet;  the  Pile 
16  the  fo  t  Shag  or  PlufF  of  it, 

Wei 
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WeL  This  uncivil  Fellow  ; 
He  fays,  he  comes  from  Sea ;  where  I  believe 
H'as  purg'd  away  his  Manners, 

Lady.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 

Why,  he  will  rudely,  without  once  God  blefs  you^ 
Prefs  to  your  Privacies,  and  no  Denial 
Muft  ftand  betwixt  your  Perfon  and  his  Bufinefs ; 
1  let  go  his  ill  Language. 

Lady,  Sir,  have  you  Bufinefs  with  me  ? 

El.  Love.  Madam,  fome  I  have. 
But  not  fo  ferious  to  pawn  my  Life  for't  : 
If  you  keep  this  Quarter,  and  maintain  about  you 
Such  Knights  o'th'  Sun  as  this  is,  to  defie 
Men  of  Employment  to  ye,  you  may  live; 
But  in  what  Fame  ? 

Lady.  Pray,  ftay.  Sir,  who  has  wrong'd  you  ? 

El.  Love.  W^rong  me  he  cannot,  though  uncivilly 
He  flung  his  wild  Words  at  me :  but  to  you 
I  think,  he  did  no  Honour,  to  deny 
The  Halle  I  come  withal  a  Paffage  to  you  ; 
Though  I  feem  coaife.  [ledge. 

Lady.  Excufe  me,  gentle  Sir,  'twas  from  my  Know* 
And  fhall  have  no  Protedlion.    And  to  you.  Sir, 
You  have  fhew'd  more  Heat  than  Wit,  and  from  yourfelf 
Have  borrow' d  Power,  I  never  gave  you  here. 
To  do  thefe  vile  unmanly  Things.    My  Houfe 
Is  no  blind  Street  to  fwagger  in ;  and  my  Favours 
Not  doting  yet  on  your  unknown  Deferts 
So  far,  that  I  fliould  make  you  Mafter  of  my  Bufinefs  5 
My  Credit  yet  flands  fairer  with  the  People, 
Than  to  be  tried  with  Swords ;  and  they,  that  come 
To  do  me  Service,  muft  not  think  to  win  me 
With  Hazard  of  a  Murther    if  your  Love 
Confift  in  Fury,  carry  it- to  the  Camp: 
And  there  in  Honour  of  fome  common  Miftrefs, 
Shorten  your  Youth :  I  pray  be  better  temper'd  ; 
And  give  me  Leave  a-while.  Sir. 

mi  You  muft  have  it.  [Exit  Welford. 

Lady.  Now,  Sir,  your  Bufinefs [Fellow, 

El  Love.  Firft,  I  thank  you  for  fchooling  this  young 

Whom 
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Whom  his  own  Follies,  which  he's  prone  enough 
Daily  to  fall  into,  if  you  but  frown. 
Shall  level  him  a  Way  to  his  Repentance. 
Next,  I  fhould  rail  at  you,  but  you  are  a  Woman, 
And  Anger's  loft  upon  you. 

Lady.  Why  at  me,  Sir  ? 
I  never  did  you  Wrong  ;  for,  to  my  Knowledge, 
This  is  the  firft  Sight  of  you. 

El.  Love.  You  have  done  that, 
I  muft  confefs,  I  have  the  leaft  Curfe  in, 
Becaufe  the  leaft  Acquaintance :  But  there  be 
(If  there  be  Honour  in  the  Minds  of  Men) 
Thoufands,  when  they  ftiall  know  what  I  deliver, 
(As  all  good  Men  muft  ftiare  in't)  will  to  Shame 
Blaft  your  black  Memory. 

Lady.  How  is  this,  good  Sir  ? 

El.  Love.  'Tis  that,  that,  if  you  have  a  Soul,  will  choak 
You've  kiird  a  Gentleman.  [it. 

Lady.  I  kill'd  a  Gentleman ! 

El.  Love,  You,  and  your  Cruelty,  have  kill'd  him. 
Woman, 

And  fuch  a  Man  (let  me  be  angry  in't) 

Whofe  leaft  Worth  weigh'd  above  all  Women's  Virtues, 

That  are  ;  I  fpare  you  all  to  come  too :  Guefs  him  now» 

Lady.  I  am  fo  innocent,  I  cannot.  Sir.  [man, 

EL  Love,  Repent,  you  mean  ;  you  are  a  perfedl  Wo- 
And,  as  the  firft  was,  made  for  Man's  Undoing. 

Lady.  Sir,  you  have  mift  your  Way,  I  am  not  Ihe. 

EL  Love.  '  Wou'd,  he  had  mift  his  Way  too,  though 
he  had  wander 'd 
Farther  than  Women  are  ill  fpoken  of, 
So  he  had  mift  this  Mifery  ;  you.  Lady,— 

Lady.  How  do  you  do,  Sir  ? 

El.  Love.  Well  enough,  I  hope ; 
While  I  can  keep  myfelf  out  from  Temptations. 

Lady.  Pray,  leap  into  this  Matter,  whither  would  ye  ? 

EL  Love.  You  had  a  Servant,  that  your  Peeviftinefs 
Injoin'd  to  travel. 

Lady.  Such  a  one  I  have 
Still,  and  I  lhall  be  griev'd  'twere  otherwife. 

EL  Love, 
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El  Love.  Then  have  your  Asldng,  and  be  griev'd, 
he's  dead  : 

How  you  will  anfwer  for  his  Worth,  I  know  not : 

But  this,  I  am  fure,  either  he,  or  you,  or  Both 

Were  ftark  mad,  elfe  he  might  have  liv'd  toVe  given 

A  ftronger  Teftimony  to  th'  World 

Of  what  he  might  have  been.    He  was  a  Man 

I  knew  but  in  his  Evening    ten  Suns  after, 

Forc'd  by  a  Tyrant  Storm  our  beaten  Bark 

Bulg'd  under  us  ;  in  which  fad  parting  Blow 

He  call'd  upon  his  Saint,  but  not  for  Life, 

On  you  unhappy  Woman  ;  and,  whilft  all 

Sought  to  preferve  their  Souls,  de  delperately 

Embrac'd  a  Wave,  crying  to  all  that  faw  it. 

If  any  live,  go  to  my  Fate  that  forc'd  me 

To  this  untimely  End,  and  make  her  happy. 

His  Name  was  Lovelefs :  And  I  'fcap'd  the  Storm, 

And  now  you  have  my  Bufinefs. 

Lady.  'Tis  too  much. 
'Would,  I  had  been  that  Storm,  he  had  not  peri(h'd. 
If  you'll  rail  now,  I  will  forgive  you.  Sir : 
Or  if  you'll  call  in  more,  if  any  more 
Come  from  his  Ruin,  I  fliall  juftly  fuffer 
What  they  can  fay :  I  do  confefs  myfelf 
A  guilty  Caufe  in  this.    (25)  I  wou'd  fay  more^ 
But  Grief  is  grown  too  great  to  be  deliver'd. 

EL  Love.  I  like  this  well :  Thefe  Women  are  ftrange 
Things. 

'Tis  fomewhat  of  the  lateft  now  to  weep. 

You  fliould  have  wept,  when  he  was  going  from  you 

And  chain'd  him  with  thofe  Tears  at  home. 

Lady.  'Would,  you  had  told  me  then  fo,  thefe  two  Arms 
had  been  his  Sea. 

EL  Love.  Truft  me,  you  move  me  much :  But,  lay, 
he  liv'd, 

Thefe  were  forgotten  Things  again. 

(25)  — —   /  ivould  fay  more^ 

But  Grief  n  gronvn  too  great  to  be  delivered.] 
Cur  a  le<ves  lo^uuutur,  ingtntes  Jiupent. 


Lady. 
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Lady.  Ay,  fay  you  fo? 
Sure,  I  ftiould  know  that  Voice :  This  is  Knavery. 
I'll  fit  you  for  it.  Were  he  living.  Sir, 
I  would  perfuade  you  to  be  charitable. 
Ay,  and  confefs  we  are  not  all  fo  ill 
As  your  Opinion  holds  us.  O  my  Friend, 
What  Penance  fliall  I  pull  upon  my  Fault, 
Upon  my  moft  unworthy  Self  for  this  ? 

El.  Love.  Leave  to  love  others,  'twas  fome  Jealoufy 
That  turn'd  him  defperate. 

Lady,  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight : 
Are  you  wrung  there  ? 

El.  Love.  This  works  amain  upon  her. 

Lady.  I  do  confefs,  there  is  a  Gentleman 
Has  borne  me  long  good  Will. 

El.  Love.  I  do  not  like  that. 

Lady.  And  vow'd  a  thoufand  Services  to  me ; 
To  me,  regardlefs  of  him :  But  fince  Fate, 
That  no  Pow'r  can  withftand,  has  taken  from  me 
My  firft,  and  beft  Love,  and  to  weep  away 
My  Youth  is  a  meer  Folly,  I  will  (hew  you 
What  I  determine,  Sir :  You  fliall  know  all : 
Call  Mr.  Welford.,  there:  That  Gentleman 
I  mean  to  make  the  Model  of  my  Fortunes, 
And  in  his  chaft  Embraces  keep  alive 
The  Memory  of  my  loft  lovely  Lovelefs : 
He  is  fomewhat  like  him  too. 

El.  Love.  Then  you  can  love  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  certainly.  Sir: 
Though  it  pleafe  you  to  think  me  hard  and  cruel ; 
I  hope,  I  fliall  perfuade  you  otherwife. 

El.  Love.  I  have  made  myfelf  a  fine  Fool. 

Enter  Welford. 

PFel.  Wou'd  you  have  fpoke  with  me.  Madam  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  Mr.  fFelford^  and  I  ask  your  Pardon 
Before  this  Gentleman  for  being  froward : 
This  Kifs,  and  henceforth  more  AflTedlion. 

El.  Love.  So,  it  is  better  I  were  drown'd  indeed. 

IVeL  This  is  a  fudden  Paflion,  God  hold  it  I 

Thia 
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This  Fellow  out  of  his  Fear,  fure,  has 
Perfuaded  her.   I'll  give  him  a  new  Suit  on't. 

hady.  A  parting  Kifs,  and,  good  Sir,  let  me  pray  you 
To  wait  me  in  the  Gallery. 

Wei.  I  am  in  another  World;  Madam,  where  you 
pleafe.  \^Exit  Welford. 

EL  Love,,  I  will  to  Sea,  and't  ftiall  go  hard  but  I'll 
Be  drown'd  indeed. 

hady.  Now,  Sir,  you  fee  I  am  no  fuch  hard  Creature, 
But  Time  may  win  m.e. 

EL  Love.  You  have  forgot  your  loft  Love. 

hady.  Alas  !  Sir,  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
I  cannot  call  him  back  again  with  Sorrow ; 
I'll  love  this  Man  as  dearly,  and  beihrow  me, 
I'll  keep  him  far  enough  from  Sea ;  'twas  told  me. 
Now  I  remember  me,  by  an  old  wife  Woman, 
That  my  firft  Lover  Ihould  be  drown'd,  and  fee, 
'Tis  come  about. 

EL  hove.  I  would  fiie  had  told  you  your  fecond  fliould 
be  hang'd  too,  and  let  that  come  about :  But  this  is  very 
ftrange. 

hady.  Faith,  Sir,  confider  all,  and  then  I  know  you'll 
be  of  my  Mind :  If  weeping  would  redeem  him,  I  would 
weep  ftill. 

EL  hove.  But,  fay,  that  I  were  hovelefsy 
And  fcap'd  the  Storm,  how  would  you  anfwer  this  ^ 

hady.  Why,  for  that  Gentleman  I  would  leave  all  the 
World. 

EL  Love.  This  young  Thing  too  ? 
hady.  That  young  Thing  too. 
Or  any  young  Thing  elfe :  Why,  I  would  lofe  my  State. 
EL  hove.  Why,  then  he  lives  ftill,  I  am  he,  your 
hovelefs. 

hady.  Alas,  I  knew  it,  Sir,  and  for  that  Purpofe 
Prepar'd  this  Pageant :  Get  you  to  your  Task  ; 
And  leave  thefe  Players'  Tricks,  or  I  ftiall  leave  you. 
Indeed,  I  ftiall.  Travel,  or  know  me  not. 

EL  hove.  Will  you  then  marry  ? 

hady.  1  will  not  promife,  take  your  Choice.  Farewel. 


EL  hove. 
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El.  Love.  There  is  no  other  Purgatory  but  a  Woman. 
I  muft  do  fomething.  {Ey:it  Lovelefs.' 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei  Miftrefs,  I  am  bold. 
Lady.  You  are,  indeed. 

WeL  You  fo  overjoy*d  me.  Lady.  [come. 
Lady.  Take  heed,  you  furfeit  not ;  pray  faft,  and  wel- 
Wei.  By  this  Light,  you  love  me  extreamly.  - 
Lady.  By  tliis,  and  To-morrow's  Light,  1  care  not  for 
WeL  Come,  come,  you  cannot  hide  it.  [you. 
Lady.  Indeed,  I  can,  where  you  fhall  never  find  it. 
WeL  I  like  this  Mirth  well.  Lady. 
Lady.  You  fhall  have  more  on't. 
WeL  I  muft  kifs  you. 
Lady.  No,  Sir. 
WeL  Indeed,  I  mufh 

Lady.  What  muft  be,  muft  be ;  I'll  take  my  Leave^ 
you  have  your  parting  Blow :  I  pray,  commend  me  to 
thofe  few  Friends  jqm  have,  that  fent  you  hither,  and  tell 
them  when  you  travel  next,  'twere  fit  you  brought  lefs 
Brav'ry  with  you  and  more  Wit  \  you'll  never  get  a 
Wife  elfe. 

WeL  Are  you  in  Earneft } 

Lady,  Yes,  faith.  Will  you  eat.  Sir  ?  Your  Horfes  will 
be  ready  ftraight,  you  ftiall  have  a  Napkin  laid  in  the 
Buttery  for  ye. 

WeL  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  for  that  Face. 

WeL  It  is  a  good  one.  Lady. 

Lady.  Yes,  if  it  were  not  warpt,  the  Fire  in  time  m^y 
mend  it. 

WeL  Methinks,  yours  is  none  of  the  beft,  Lady. 

Lady.  No,  by  my  troth.  Sir  \  yet,  o'  my  Confcience, 
You  wou'd  make  fhift  with  it. 

WeL  Come,  pray,  no  more  of  this.  [there  ? 

Lady.  I  will  not :  Fare  you  well.    Ho,  who's  withia 
Bring  out  the  Gentleman's  Horfes,  he's  in  hafte ; 
And  fet  fome  cold  Meat  on  the  Table. 

WeL  I  have  too  much  of  that,  I  thank  you,  Lady : 

Vol,  I,  Y  i»ke 
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take  your  Chamber  when  you  pleafe,  there  goes  a  black 
pne  with  you,.  Lady. 

Lady.  Farewel,  young  Man.  [Exit  Lady, 

WeL  You  have  made  me  one ;  Farewel  and  may  the 
Curfe  of  a  great  Houfe  fall  upon  thee ,  I  mean,  the  But- 
ler !  The  Devil  and  all  his  Works  are  in  thefe  Women ; 
^wpu'd,  all  of  my  Sex  were  of  my  Mind,  I  wou'd  make 
*em  a  new  Lent,  and  a  long  one,  that  Flefh  might  be  in 
more  Rev'rence  with  them. 

Enter  Abigail  to  him, 

Jhig.  I  am  forry,  Mr.  Welford  • 

Weh  So  am  I,  that  you  are  here. 

Ahig,  How  does  my  Lady  ufe  you  ? 

Wei,  As  I  would  ufe  you,  Scurvily. 

Abig.  I  fliou'd  have  been  more  kind.  Sir. 

Wei,  I  ihould  have  been  undone  then.  Pray,  leave  me, 
and  look  to  your  Sweet-meats.    Hark,  your  Lady  calls. 

Ahig,  Sir,  I  lhall  borrow  fo  much  Time  without  Of- 
fence « — ^ 

WeL  You're  nothing  but  Offence ;  for  God's  Love, 
leave  me.-  . 

Abig,  ^Tis  ftrange,  my  Lady  lliou'd  be  fuch  a  Tyrant — 

Wd,  To  fend  you  to  me.  Tray,  go  ftitch ;  good,  do ; 
you're  more  Trouble  to  me  than  a  Term. 

~  AUg,  I  do  not  know  how  my  good  Will,  if  I  faid 
Love  I  lied  not,  fhould  any  ways  deferve  this  ? 

Wei.  A  thoufand  Ways,  a  thoufand  Ways ;  fweet  Crea- 
ture, let  me  depart  in  Peace. 

Ahig,  What  Creature,  Sir }  I  hope,  I  am  a  Woman. 
vWel,  A  hundred,  I  think,  by  your  Noife. 

Abig,  Since  you  are  angry,  Sir,  I  am  bold  to  tell  you 
that  I  am  a  Woman,  and  a  Rib. 

WeL  Of  a  roafted  Horfe 

Abig.,  Conftrue  me  that. 

(26)  WeL  A  Dog  can  do  it  better;  Farewel,  Countefs\ 


(26)  A  Dag  can  do  it  better ;  Farewel,  Countefs ;]  This  is  not 
com  pi  i  mental,  but  farcaftically  fpoken.  Jn  a  Pack  of  Hounds,  an  old 
ftauncU  Hunting-Bitch  is  often  callM  Dut chefs,  Countefs,  Beauty y  &c. 

i:.vv  and 
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and  commend  me  to  your  Lady,  tell  her  fhe's  proud,  and 
fcurvy,  and  fo  I  commit  you  Both  to  your  Tempter, 

Ahig,  Sweet  Mr.  Welford^  

Wei.  Avoid,  old  Sat  anas:  Go  daub  your  Ruins, 
Your  Face  looks  fouler  than  a  Storm :  The  Footman 
Stays  for  you  in  the  Lobby,  Lady. 

Abig,  If  you  were  a  Gentleman,  I  Ihou'd  know  it  by 
your  gentle  Conditions.  Are  thefe  fit  Words  to  give  a 
Gentlewoman } 

WeL  As  fit,  as  they  were  made  for  ye.  Sirrah,  my 
Horfes.  Farewel,  old  Adage;  keep  your  Nofe  warm, 
the  Rheum  will  make  it  Horn  eMe  •         {Exit  Wei. 

Al?ig.  The  Bleflings  of  a  prodigal  young  Heir 
Be  thy  Companions,  Welfordl  Marry,  come  up,  my 
Gentleman,  are  your  Gums  grown  fo  tender  they  cannot 
bite  ?  A  skittifh  Filly  will  be  your  Fortune,  Welford^  and 
fair  enough  for  fuch  a  Packfaddle.  And  I  doubt  not  (if 
my  Aim  hold)  to  fee  her  made  to  amble  to  your  Hand. 

\Exit  Abigail. 

Enter  Toung  Lovelefs,  and  Comrade^^  Morecraft, 
Widow^  Savil,  and  the  reft. 

Cap,  Save  thy  brave  Shoulder,  my  young  puiffant 
Knight, 

And  may  thy  Back-fword  bite  them  to  the  Bone 

That  love  thee  not,  (27)  thou  art  an  Errant-man, 

Go  on.    The  Circumcis'd  fhall  fall  by  thee. 

Let  Land  and  Labour  fill  the  Man  that  tills. 

Thy  Sword  muft  be  thy  Plough ;  and  Jove  it  Ipeed  I 

Mecha  fhall  fweat,  and  Mahomet  fhall  fall. 

And  thy  dear  Name  fill  up  his  Monument. 

To,  Love.  It  fhall.  Captain,  I  mean  to  be  a  Worthy,' 
Capt,  One  Worthy  is  too  little,  thou  fhak  be  all. 
Mor.  Captain,  I  fhall  deferve  fome  of  your  Love  too,' 
Capt,  Thou  fhalt  have  Heart  and  Hand  too,  noble 

Morecrafty 

(27)   ^  thou  art  an  Errant-Man, 

Go  on.  The  Circumcis'd Jhall fall  by  thee.]  i.  e.  A  Knight- 
Errant  :  one  fit  to  go  on  the  Holy  Wars ;  to  fight  againft  the  Turks 
and  Je^s, 

Y  2  If 
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If  thou  wilt  lend  me  Money.    I  am  a  Man  of  Garrifon  ^ 
Be  rul'd,  and  open  to  me  thofe  infernal  Gates, 
Whence  none  of  thy  evil  Angels  pafs  again, 
And  I  will  ftiJe  thee  Noble,  nay,  Bon  Diego^ 
I'll  wooe  thy  Infanta  for  thee,  and  my  Knight 
Shall  feaft  her  with  high  Meats,  and  make  her  apt, 

Mor,  Pardon  me.  Captain,  you're  befide  my  Meanings 

To.  Love,  No,  Mr.  Morecrajt^  'tis  the  Captain's  Meaning 
I  fhou'd  prepare  her  for  ye. 

Capt,  Or  provoke  her, 
•  Speak,  my  modern  Man,  I  fay  provoke  her. 

Foet,  Captain,  I  fay  fo  too,  or  ftir  her  to  it.  So  fay 
the  Criticks. 

To,  Love,  But  howfoever  you  expound  it.  Sir,  ihe*s 
very  welcome,  and  this  fliall  ferve  for  Witnefs.  And, 
Widow,  fince  you're  come  fo  happily,  you  lhall  deliver 
up  the  Keys  and  free  PoiTeflion  of  this  Houfe,  while  1 
•ftand  by  to  ratify. 

Wid,  I  had  rather  give  it  back  again,  believe  me, 
'Tis  a  Mifery  to  fay,  you  had  it.    Take  heed. 

To.  Love,  'Tis  paft  that,  Widow;  come,  fit  down,  fbmc 
Wine  there ;  there  is  a  fcurvy  Banquet,  if  we  had  it.  All 
this  fair  Houfe  is  yours.  Sir  Savil? 

Savil.  Yes,  Sir. 

To,  Love,  Are  your  Keys  ready,  I  muft  eafy  your 
Burden. 

Sav,  I  am  ready,  Sir,  to  be  undone,  when  you  fliall 
call  me  to't. 

To,  Love,  Come,  come,  thou  fhalt  live  better. 

Sav,  I  fhall  have  lefs  to  do,  that's  all,  there's  half  a 
dozen  of  my  Friends  i'  th'  Fields  funning  againft  a  Bank, 
with  half  a  Breech  among  *em,  I  fliall  be  with  'em 
Ihortly.  The  Care  and  continual  Vexadon  of  being  rich, 
eat  up  this  Rafcal.  What  fliall  become  of  my  poor 
Family?  they  are  no  Sheep,  and  they  mufl:  keep  them- 
felves. 

To,  Love,  Drink,  Mafl:er  Morecraft ;  pray,  be  merry 
Nay,  an  you  will  not  drink,  there's  no  Society;  [all: 
Captain,  fpeak  loud,  and  drink :  Widow,  a  Word. 

Capt,  Expound  her  thoroughly^  Knight.    Here,  God' 

o'  Gold, 
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o'  Gold,  here's  to  thy  fair  FofTeflions;  Be  a  Baron,  and  a 
bold  one  :  leave  off  your  tickling  of  young  Heirs  like 
Trouts,  and  let  thy  Chimnies  fmoke.  Feed  Men  of  War, 
live  and  be  honeft,  and  be  fav'd  yet. 

Mor,  I  thank  you,  worthy  Captain,  for  your  Counfel. 
You  keep  your  Chimnies  fmoking  there,  your  Noftrils ; 
And  when  you  can,  you  feed  a  Man  of  War. 
This  makes  you  not  a  Baron,  but  a  bare  one  : 
And  how  or  when  you  lliall  be  fav'd,  let  the  Clark 
O'th'  Company  (you've  commanded)  have  a  juft  Care  of. 

Poet.  The  Man  is  much  mov'd.  Be  not  angry.  Sir, 
(28)  but,  as  the  Poet  fings,  let  your  Difpleafure  be  a  fhort 
Fury,  and  go  out.  You  have  fpoke  home,  and  bitterly, 
to  me.  Sir  :  Captain,  take  Truce,  the  Mifer  is  a  tart  and 
a  witty  Whorfon  

Capt.  Poet,  you  feign,  perdie;  the  Wit  of  this  Man 
Lies  in  his  Fingers  Ends,  he  muft  tell  all ; 
His  Tongue  fills  his  Mouth  like  a  Neat's  Tongue,  and 
only  ferves  to  lick  his  hungry  Chaps  after  a  Purchace :  His 
Brains  and  Brimftone  are  the  Devil's  Diet  to  a  fat  Ufurer's 
Head.  To  her.  Knight,  to  her ;  clap  her  Aboard,  and 
ftow  her.  Where's  the  brave  Steward  ? 

Sav.  Here's  your  poor  Friend,  and  Savil^  Sir. 

Capt.  Away,  th'rt  rich  in  Ornaments  of  Nature. 
Firft,  in  thy  Face,  thou  haft  a  ferious  Face, 
A  betting,  bargaining,  and  faving  Face, 
A  rich  Face,  pawn  it  to  the  Ufurer 
A  Face  to  kindle  the  CompafTion 
Of  the  moft  ignorant  and  frozen  Juftice. 

Sav.  'Tis  fuch,  as  I  fhall  not  dare  to  fliew  it  fhortly. 
Sir. 

Cap.  Be  blithe  and  bonny,  Steward.  Mafter  Morecrafty 
Drink  to  this  Man  of  Reckoning. 
Mor,  Here's  e'en  to  him. 

Sav.  The  Devil  guide  it  downward !  *  Wou'd,  there  were 
jn't  an  Acre  of  the  great  Broom-field  he  bought,  to  fweep 

(28)  but,  as  the  Poet  fings,  let  your  Difpleafure  hi  a  Ihort  Fury.] 
The  Poet,  alluded  to  here,  is  Horace. 

Ira  furor  bievis  eji :  » 

Y  3  your 
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your  dirty  Confcience,  or  to  choak  ye,  'tis  all  one  to  me, 
Ufurer. 

To.  Love.  Confider  what  I  told  you,  you  are  young. 
Unapt  for  worldly  Bufinefs :  Is  it  fit  . 
One  of  fuch  Tendernefs,  fo  delicate. 
So  contrary  to  Things  of  Care,  Ihould  ftir 
And  break  her  better  Meditations, 
In  the  bare  Brokage  of  a  Brace  of  Angels  ? 
Or  a  new  Kirtel,  though  it  be  of  Sattin  ? 
Eat  by  the  Hope  of  Surfeits,  and  lie  down 
Only  m  Expedation  of  a  Morrow, 
That  may  undo  fome  eafy-hearted  Fool, 
Or  reach  a  Widow's  Curfes  ?  Let  out  Money, 
Whofe  Ufe  returns  the  Principal  ?  and  get. 
Out  of  thefe  Troubles,  a  confuming  Heir  \ 
For  fuch  a  one  muft  follow  necefTarily : 
You  fhall  die  hated,  if  not  old  and  miferable ; 
And  that  pofleft  Wealth,  that  you  got  with  Pining, 
Live  to  fee  tumbled  to  another's  Hands, 
That  is  no  more  a-kin  to  you,  than  you  to  his  Cozenage ! 

Wid.  Sir,  you  fpeak  well ;  'wou'd  God,  that  Charity 
had  firft  begun  here. 

To.  Love.  'Tis  yet  Time.  Be  merry ;  methinks,  you  want 
W  ine  there,  there's  more  i'  th'  Houfe.  Captain,  where 
refts  the  Health  ? 

Capt.  It  fliall  go  round.  Boy  ? 

To.  Love.  Say,  you  can  fufFer  this,  becaufe  the  End 
Points  at  much  Profit,  can  you  fo  far  bow 
Below  your  Blood,  below  your  too  much  Beauty, 
To  be  a  Partner  of  this  Fellow's  Bed, 
And  lie  with  his  Difeafes  ?  If  you  can, 
I  will  not  prefs  you  further :  Yet  look  upon  him : 
There's  nothing  in  that  hide-bound  Ufurer, 
That  Man  of  Mat,  that  all  decay'd,  but  Aches, 
For  you  to  Jove,  unlefs  his  perifh'd  Lungs, 
His  dry  Cough,  or  his  Scurvy.    This  is  Truth, 
And  fo  far  I  dare  fpeak  yet :  He  has  yet. 
Pad  Cure  of  Phyfick,  Spaw,  or  any  Diet, 
A  primidve  Pox  in  his  Bones  ;  and  o'  my  Knowledge 
He  has  been  ten  times  rowell'd :  Ye  may  love  him  ; 

He 
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He  had  a  Baftard,  his  own  toward  IfTue, 

Whip'd,  and  then  crop'd  for  walhing  out  the  Rofes 

In  Three-farthings  to  make  'em  Pence. 

Wid.  I  do  not  like  thefe  Morals. 

To,  Love,  You  muft  not  hke  him  then. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

El,  Love,  By  your  Leave,  Gendemen. 

To.  Love,  By  my  Troth,  Sir,  you  are  welcome ;  wel- 
come, faith :  Lord,  what  a  Stranger  you  are  grown ;  pray, 
know  this  Gentleman,  and,  if  you  pleafe,  thefe  Friends 
here:  We  are  merry,  you  fee  the  worft  on's;  (29)  your 
Houfe  has  been  kept  warm.  Sir. 

EL  Love,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Brother;  pray  God, 
you  are  wife  too  ! 

To.  Love,  Pray,  Mr.  Morecraft^  know  my  elder  Bro* 
ther  ;  and.  Captain,  do  your  Compliment.  Savil^  I  dare 
fwear,  is  glad  at  Heart  to  fee  you;  Lord,  we  heard,  Sir^ 
you  were  drown'd  at  Sea,  and  fee  how  luckily  Things 
come  about ! 

Mor,  This  Money  muft  be  paid  again,  Sir. 

To,  Love,  No,  Sir,  pray  keep  the  Sale,  'twill  make 
good  Tailors'  Meafures;  I  am  well,  I  thank  you. 

Wid,  By  my  Troth,  the  Gentleman  has  ftew'd  him  in 
his  own  Sawce,  I  ftiall  love  him  for't. 

Sav,  I  know  not  where  I  am,  I  am  ib  glad : 
Your  Worlhip  is  the  welcom'ft  Man  alive ; 
Upon  my  Knees  I  bid  you  welcome  home  : 
Here  has  been  fuch  a  Hurry,  fuch  a  Din, 
Such  difmal  Drinking,  Swearing  and  Whoring,  't  has  al- 
moft  made  me  mad :  We  have  all  liv'd  in  a  continual 

(29)  your  Houfe  has  been  kept  warm,  Sir, 

Eld.  Love.  Pm  glad  to  hear  tt.  Brother ;  pray  God,  you  are  wife 
too  ?  ]  This  would  be  a  very  odd  Reply,  did  it  not  depend  on  a  Pro- 
verbial Expreflion,  If  you  are  wife,  keep  yourfelf  warm.  So  in 
Shakespeare's  Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 

So  that  if  he  has  Wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm,  ^c. 
And,  again,  in  his  ^Laming  of  the  Shreiv  : 
Pet.    Jm  I  not  wife} 
Kath.  Tes;  ketfpyou  warm. 
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^urnhal-fireet ;  Sir,  blefl:  be  Heav'n,  that  fent  you  fafc 
again-,  now  (hall  I  eat,  and  go  to  bed  again. 

EL  Love.  Brother,  difmifs  thefe  People. 

Love.  Captain,  be  gone  a  while,  meet  me  at  my  old 
Rendevouze  in  the  Evening,  take  your  fmaU  Poet  with 
you.  Mr.  Morecraft^  you  were  beft  go  prattle  with  your 
learned  Counfel,  I  ftiall  preferve  your  Money  ;  I  was  co- 
zen'd  when  Time  was,  we  are  quit,  Sir. 
Better  and  better  ftill. 

El.  Lcr^.  What  is  this  Fellow,  Brother  ? 

2^0,  Love.  A  thirfly  Ufurer  that  fup'd  my  Land  off. 

EL  Lcve.  What  does  he  tarry  for? 

Tc.Love.  Sir,  to  be  Landlord  of  your  Houfe  and  State: 
I. was  bold  to  make  a  little  Sale,  Sir. 

Mor.  Am  I  over-reach'd  ?  If  there  be  Law,  I'll  ham- 
per ye. 

EL  Lcve.  Prithee,  be  gone,  and  rave  at  home,  thou  art 
So  bafe  a  Fool  I  cannot  laugh  at  thee : 
Sirrah,  this  comes  of  Coz'ning,  home  and  fpare. 
Eat  Raddifli  'till  you  raife  your  Sums  again. 
If  you  ftir  far  in  this,  I'll  have  you  whip'd. 
Your  Ears  nail'd  for  Intelligcncing  o'  th'  Pillory,  and 
your  Goods  forfeit :  You  are  a  ftale  Cozener,  leave  my 
Houfe :  No  more. 

Mor.  A  Pox  upon  your  Houfe !  Come,  W^idow,  I  fliall 
yet  hamper  this  young  Gamefter. 

IVid.  Good  twelve  i*  th'  Hundred,  keep  your  Way,  I 
am  not  for  your  iDiet ;  marry  in  your  own  Tribe,  jew^ 
and  get  a  Broker. 

To.  Love.  'Tis  well  faid,  Widow:  W^ill  you  jog  on. 
Sir  ? 

Mor.  Yes,  I  will  go,  but  'tis  no  matter  whither: 
But  when  I  truft  a  wild  Fool,  and  a  Woman, 
May  I  lend  gratis.,  and  build  Hofpitals !  [Exit, 

To.  Love.  Nay,  good  Sir,  make  all  ev'n,  here's  a  Wi- 
dow wants  your  good  W^ord  for  me,  flie's  rich,  and  may 
renew  me  and  my  Fortunes. 

EL  Love.  I  am  glad  you  look  before  you.  Gentlewo- 
man, here  is  a  poor  diftrefled  younger  Brother. 

fVid.  You  do  him  Wrong,  Sir,  he's  a  Knight. 

EL  Love, 
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El  Love.  I  ask  you  Mercy :  yet  'tis  no  matter^  his 
Knighthood  is  no  Inheritance,  I  take  it ;  Whatfoever  he 
is,  he  is  your  Servant,  or  wou'd  be.  Lady.  Faith,  be 
not  mercik'fs,  but  make  a  Man ;  he's  young  and  hand- 
fome,  though  he  be  my  Brother,  and  his  Obfervances  may 
deferve  your  Love :  He  lhall  not  fail  for  Means. 

Wid.  Sir,  you  fpeak  hke  a  worthy  Brother :  And  lb 
much  do  I  credit  your  fair  Lang-uage,  that  I  fhall  love 

your  Brother :  And  fo  love  him,  ■  ►  but  I  lhall  blulh  to 

fay  more. 

EL  Love,  Stop  her  Mouth.    I  hope  you  lhall  not  live 
to  know  that  Hour,  when  this  lhall  be  repented.  Now, 
Brother,  I  Ihou'd  chide,  but  I'll  give  no  Dillafte  to  your 
fair  Miftrefs.    I  will  inftrud  her  in't,  and  Ihe  lhall  do't  : 
You  have  been  wild  and  ignorant,  pray,  mend  it. 

To,  Love.  Sir,  every  Day  now  Spring  comes  on. 

El  Love.  To  you,  good  Mr.  Savil,,  and  your  Office, 
Thus  much  I  have  to  fay :  You're  from  my  Steward 
Become,  liril,  your  own  Drunkard,  then  his  Bawd ; 
They  fay,  you're  excellent  grown  in  both,  and  perfect : 
Give  me  your  Keys,  Sir  Savil 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  confider  whom  you  left  me  to. 

El  Love.  I  left  you  as  a  Curb  for,  not  to  provoke 
My  Brother's  Follies.    Where's  the  belt  Drink,  now? 
Come,  tell  me,  Savil-,  where's  the  foundeft  Whores  ? 
Ye  old  He-goat,  ye  dried  Ape,  ye  lame  Stallion, 
(30)  Mull  you  be  leaping  io  my  Houfe?  Your  Whores, 

Like 

(30)  Ton  mujl  he  leading  ///  m  Houfe  your  Whores  ^ 

Like  Fairies  dance y  &c.]  This  PalTage  has  fufFer'd  both  by  a 
falfe  Pointing,  and  a  flight  Corruption  in  the  Text.  The  Latter  I 
have  cured  from  the  Autriority  of  the  oldeft  ^arto ;  it  wants  no 
Confirmation,  from  the  Words,  Goat  and  StaiJioK,  preceding;  and 
ihc  Expreflion  is  frequent  in  our  Authors. 
So,  in  Fhilajier  ; 

rd  rather  he  Sir  Tim  the  Schoolmafter^ 
And\t2i^  a  Dairy 'Maid. 
And,  again; 

 Iknoiu  her,  and  her  Haunts^ 

Her  Lays,  Leaps,  and  Outlays ; 
And,  again;, 

He  looks  like  an  old  furfeited  Stallion  after  his  Leaping ; 

And 
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Like  Fairies  dance  their  Night-rounds,  without  Fear 
Either  of  King  or  Conftable,  within  my  Walls  ? 
Are  all  my  Hangings  fafe;  my  Sheep  unfold  yet  ? 
I  hope,  my  Plate  is  currant;  I  ha'  too  much  on't. 
What  fay  you  to  three  hundred  Pounds  in  Drink  now  ? 

Sav.  Good  Sir,  forgive  me,  and  but  hear  me  fpeak. 

EL  Love,  Methinks,  thou  Ihould'ft  be  drunk  ftill,  and 
not  fpeak, 
'Tis  the  more  pardonable. 

Sav.  I  will,  Sir,  if  you  will  have  it  fo. 

El  Love,  I  thank  ye :  Yes,  e'en  purfue  it,  Sir :  Do 
you  hear  ? 

Get  you  a  Whore  foon  for  your  Recreation ; 
Go  look  out  Captain  Broken-breech  your  Fellow, 
And  Quarrel  if  you  dare :  I  fhall  deliver 
Thefe  Keys  to  one  fhall  have  more  Honefty, 
Though  not  fo  much  fine  Wit,  Sir.    You  may  walk 
And  gather  Creffes,  fit  to  cool  your  Liver ; 
There's  fomething  for  you  to  begin  a  Diet, 
You'll  have  the  Pox  elfe.    Speed  you  well.  Sir  Savil: 
You  may  eat  at  my  Houfe  to  preferve  Life ; 
But  keep  no  Fornications  in  the  Stables. 

[  Ex.  mnnes  pr.  Savil. 
Sav,  Now  mufl:  I  hang  myfelf,  my  Friends  will  look 
for't. 

Eating  and  Sleeping,  I  do  defpife  you  both  now  : 

I  will  run  mad  firft,  and,  if  that  get  not  Pity, 

rU  drown  myfelf,  to  a  moft  difmal  Ditty.      [Exit  Savil, 

And  in  the  Cuflom  of  the  Country ; 

'   Ho'vo  big  he  bears! 

Sure,  he  nvill  leap  before  us  all: 


'The  Scornfull  Lady. 


33« 


A  C  T   IV.    S  G  E  N  E  I. 


A  LAS!  poor  Gentlewoman,  to  what  a  Mifery 


fcurvy  Fortune  ? 
Thou  that  haft  been  Companion  for  Noblemen, 
And  at  the  worft  of  Times  for  Gentlemen ; 
Now,  like  a  broken  Serviiig-man,  muft  beg  for 
Favour  to  thofe,  that  wou'd  have  crawl'd  like  Pilgrims 
To  my  Chamber  but  for  an  Apparition  of  me. 
You  that  be  coming  on,  make  much  of  Fifteen, 
And  fo  till  Five-and-twenty :  Ufe  your  Time 
With  Reverence,  that  your  Profits  may  arife : 
'Twill  not  tarry  wi'  you,  Ecceftgnum :  Here  was  a  Face, 
But  Time,  that,  like  a  Surfeit,  eats  our  Youth, 
(Plague  of  his  Iron  Teeth,  and  draw  *em  for't !) 
Has  been  a  httle  bolder  here  than  welcome : 
And  now,  to  fay  the  Truth,  I  am  fit  for  no  Man. 
Old  Men  i'th'  Houfe  of  Fifty,  call  me  Granum 
And  when  they  are  drunk,  e'en  then,  when  Joan  and  my 
Are  all  as  one,  not  one  will  do  me  Reafon.  [Lady 
My  little  Levite  hath  forfaken  me, 
His  filver  Sound  of  Cittern  quite  aboli(li*d. 
His  doleful  Hymns  under  my  Chamber-Window, 
Digefted  into  tedious  Learning  now  : 
Well,  Fool,  you  leap'd  a  Haddock  when  you  left  him  i 
He's  a  clean  Man,  and  a  good  Edifier, 
And  twenty  Nobles  is  his  State  de  claro^ 

Befides  his  Pigs  in  poffe;  ^ 

To  this  good  Homiliji  I  have  been  ever  ftubborn. 
Which  God  forgive  me  for,  and  mend  my  Manners : 
(31)  And,  Love^  if  ever  thou  had'ft  Care  of  Forty, 

(31)  And»  LonjCy  if  cuer  thou  had'Jl  Care  of  Forty, 

Of  fuch  a  Piece  of  lape  Groundy  hear  my  ?rafrj'\  I  believe, 
there  is  no  fuch  Term  in  the  Englijh  Tongue,  as  lape  Ground.  The 
Word  muft  have  been  hay,  or  Ley,  u  ^erra  inculta,  t^o'vale :  iin- 
plov/d,  uncultivated.  Land.  Mr.  Sympfon. 


Enter  Abigail,  fola. 


now  brought  thee:    To  what  a 
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Of  fuch  a  Piece  of  laye  Ground,  hear  my  PrayV* 
And  fire  his  Zeal  fo  far  forth,  that  my  Faults, 
In  this  renew 'd  ImprelTion  of  my  Love, 
May  ihew  correded  to  our  gentle  Reader. 

Enter  Roger. 

See,  fee,  how  negligently  he  pafles  by  me  \ 

With  what  an  Equipage  Canonical, 

As  tho'  he  had  broken  the  Heart  of  Bellarmine^ 

Or  added  fomething  to  the  finging  Brethren. 

'Tis  Scorn,  I  know  it,  and  deferve  it.    Mr.  Roger- 

Rog,  Fair  Gentlewoman,  my  Name  is  Roger, 

Ahig.  Then,  gentle  Roger ^  ■ 

Roger.  Ungentle  Abigail.,  — 

Ahig.  Why,  Mr.  Roger.,  will  you  fet  your  Wit 
To  a  weak  Woman's  ? 

Rog.  You  are  weak,  indeed  :  For  fo  the  Poet  fings. 

Ahig.  I  do  confefs  my  Wealcnefs,  fweet  Sir  Roger, 

Rog.  Good  my  Lady's  Gentlewoman,  or  my  good  La- 
dy's Gentlewoman 

(This  Trope  is  loft  to  you  now)  leave  your  Prating. 

You  have  a  Seafon  of  your  firft  Mother  in  ye : 

And,  fuiely,  had  the  Devil  been  in  Love, 

He  had  been  abufed  r  oo :  Go,  BaLlah^ 

You  make  Men  Fools,  and  wear  Fig-breeches. 

Abig.  Well,  well. 
Hard-hearted  Man    dilate  upon  the  weak 
Infirmities  of  Women :  Thefe  are  fit  Texts, 
But  once  there  was  a  Time,  ■ 
^Wou'd,  I  had  never  feen  thofe  Eyes,  thofe  Eyes, 
Thofe  orient  Eyes. 

Rog,  Ay,  they  were  Pearls  once  with  you. 

Ahig.  Saving  your  Reverence,  Sir,  fo  they  are  ftill. 

Rog.  Nay,  nay,  I  do  befeech  you,  leave  your  Cogging, 
What  they  are,  they  are,  they  ferve  me  without  Spectacles, 
I  thank  'em. 

Abig.  O,  will  you  kill  me  ^ 

Rog.  I  do  not  think,  I  can  ; 
You're  like  a  Copy-hold  with  nine  Lives  in*t. 

i 
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Abig,  You  were  wont  to  bear  a  Chriftian  Fear  about  you : 
For  your  own  Worfhip's  fake. 

Reg.  I  was  a  Chriftian  Fool  then : 
Do  you  remember  what  a  Dance  you  led  me? 
How  I  grew  qualm'd  in  Love,  and  was  a  Dunce  ? 
Cou'd  expound  but  once  a  Quarter,  and  then  was  out  too : 
And  then  out  of  the  ftinking  Stir  you  put  me  in, 
I  pray'd  for  my  own  royal  Iffue.    You  do 
Remember  all  this  ? 

j^big,  O  be,  as  then  you  were. 

Rog,  I  thank  you  for  it, 
Surely,  I  will  be  wifer,  Abigail:  and  as  the  Ethnick 
Poet  fings, 

{32)  I  will  not  lofe  my  Oil  and  Labour  too. 
You're  for  the  Worfhipful,  I  take  it,  Abigail.  • 

Abig.  O  take  it  fo,  and  then  I  am  for  thee. 

Rog.  I  like  thefe  Tears  well,  and  this  Humbling  alfo, 
they  are  Symptoms  of  Contrition. 
If  I  fhould  fall  into  my  Fit  again, 
Wou'd  you  not  lhake  me  into  a  quotidian  Coxcomb  ? 
Wou'd  you  not  ufe  me  fcurvily  again. 
And  give  me  Poflets  with  purging  Comfets  in  'em  ?  I 
tell  thee.  Gentlewoman,  thou  haft  been  harder  to  me,  than 
a  long  Chapter  with  a  Pedigree. 

Abig.  O  Curate,  cure  me:  I  will  love  thee  better, 
dearer,  longer : 

I  will  do  any  thing,  betray  the  Secrets 
Of  the  main  Houfehold  to  thy  Reformation. 
My  Lady  fhall  look  lovingly  on  thy  Learning, 
And  when  true  Time  fliall  point  thee  for  a  Parfon, 
I  will  convert  thy  Eggs  to  penny  Cuftards, 
And  thy  tithe  Goofe  fhall  graze  and  multiply. 

Rog.  I  am  mollified,  as  well  ftiailjteftify 
This  faithful  Kifs ;  But  have  Care,  Miftrefs  Abigail^ 
How  you  deprefs  the  Spirit  any  more 
With  your  Rebukes  and  Mocks :  for  certainly 
The  Edge  of  fuch  a  Folly  cuts  itfelf. 

(32)  Iivillnot  lofe  ?ny  Oil  Labour  too.'\  The  Ethnick  Poet, 
here  alluded  to,  is  Plautus  in  his  Panulus, 

Turn  pol  Ego  i^  Oleum  ^  operam  perdidi. 

Abig, 
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Abig.  O  Sir,  you  have  pierc'd  me  thorough.   Here  I. 
vow  a  Recantation  to  thofe  malicious  Faults  I  ever  did 
againft  you.    Never  more 
Will  I  defpife  your  Learning,  never  more 
Pin  Cards  and  Cony-tails  upon  your  CalTock; 
Never  again  reproach  your  reverend  Night-cap, 
And  call  it  by  the  mangy  Name  of  Murrion  : 
Never  your  reverend  Perfon,  more,  and  fay. 
You  look  like  one  of  Baal's  Priefts  in  a  Hanging, 
Never  again,  when  you  fay  Grace,  laugh  at  you. 
Nor  put  you  out  at  Prayers :  Never  cramp  you  more 
With  the  gr^at  Book  of  Martyrs ;  nor,  when  you  ride. 
Get  Sope  and  Thiftles  for  you.  No,  my  Roger ^ 
Thefe  Faults  fliairbe  corredled  and  amended. 
As  by  the  Tenor  of  my  Tears  appears. 

Rog.  Now  can't  I  hold,  fhould  I  be  hang'd,  I  muft 
Giy  too.  Come  to  thine  own  beloved,  and  do 
Even  what  thou  wilt  with  me,  fweet,  fv/eet  Abigail. 
I  am  thine  own  for  ever:  Here's  my  Hand, 
When -Ki^g"^?"  proves  a  Recreant,  hang  him  i'th'  Bell-ropesy 

Enter  Lady,  and  Martha. 

l.ady.  Why,  how  now.  Matter  Roger ^  no  Pray'rs  down; 
with  you  to  Night?  Did  you  hear  the  Bell  ring  ?  You 
are  courting ;  your  Flock  fhall  fat  well  for  it. 

Rog,  I  humbly  ask  your  Pardon :  FU  clap  up  Pray'rs^ 
but  ftay  a  little,  and  be  with  you  again.     \EMt  Roger. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

Ladj,  How  dare  you,  being  fo  unworthy  a  Fellow 
Prefume  to  come  to  move  me  any  more  ? 

EL  Love,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady,  What  ails  the  Fellow 

El  Love,  The  Fellow  comes  to  laugh  at  you, 
I  tell  you.  Lady,  I  would  not,  for  your  Land, 
Be  fuch  a  Coxcomb,  fuch  a  whining  Afs, 
As  you  decreed  me  for  when  I  was  laft  here. 

.  Lady,  I  joy  to  hear  you  are  wife,  'tis  a  rare  Jewel 
In  an  Elder  Brother :  Pray,  be  wifer  yet. 

El  Love,  Methinks^  I  am  very  wife :  I  do  not  come 
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A  wooing-    Indeed,  I'll  move  no  more  Love  to 
Your  Ladyiliip. 

Lady,  What  makes  you  here  then  ? 

EL  Love,  Only  to  fee  you  and  be  merry,  Lady :  That's 
all  my  Bufinefs.    'Faith,  let's  be  very  merry,  Where's 
little  Roger?  He  is  a  good  Fellow  : 
An  Hour  or  two,  well  Ipent  in  wholefome  Mirth, 
Is  worth  a  thoufand  of  thefe  puling  Paffiom. 
'Tis  an  ill  World  for  Lovers. 

Lady,  They  were  never  fewer. 

EL  Love,  I  thank  God,  there  is  one  the  lefs  for  me. 
Lady. 

Lady,  You  were  never  any.  Sir. 

EL  Love,  Till  now,  and  now 
I  am  the  prettied  Fellow. 

Lady,  You  talk  like  a  Tailor,  Sir. 

EL  Love,  Methinks,  your  Faces  are  no  fuch  fine 
Things  now. 

Lady,  Why  did  you  tell  me  you  were  wife  Lord !  what 
A  lying  Age  is  this ;  where  will  you  mend  thefe  Faces  ? 

EL  Love,  A  Hog's  Face,  fouft,  is  worth  a  Hundred 
of  *em. 

Lady.  Sure,  you  had  a  Sow  to  your  Mother. 

EL  Love.  She  brought  fuch  fine  white  Pigs  as  you,^ 
fit  for  none  but  Parfons,  Lady. 

Lady,  'Tis  well  you  will  allow  us  our  Clergy  yet. 

EL  Love.  That  ihall  not  fave  you.  O  that  I  were  in 
Love  again  with  a  Wifli ! 

Lady,  By  this  Light,  you  are 
A  fcurvy  Fellow ;  pray,  be  gone.    EL  Love.  You  know, 
I  am  a  clean-skin'd  Man.     Lady,  Do  I  know  it  ? 
-  EL  Love,  Come,  come,  you  wou'd  know  it ;  that's 
as  good :  But  not  a  Snap,  never  long  for't,  not  a  Snap, 
dear  Lady. 

Lady.  Hark  ye.  Sir,  hark  ye,  get  ye  to  the  Suburbs, 
There's  Horfe-Flefh  for  fuch  Hounds :  Will  you  go.  Sir? 
El.  Love.  Lord!  how  I  lov'd  this  Woman,  how  I 
worftiip'd  . 
This  pretty  Calf  with  a  white  Face  here  !  As  I  live. 
You  were  the  prettiefl:  Fpol-to  play  withal, 
• ..  The 
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The  wittieft  little  Varlet,  it  would  talk  : 
Lord,  how  it  talk'd  !  And  when  I  angred  it. 
It  would  cry  out,  and  fcratch,  and  eat  no  Meat, 
And  it  would  fay.  Go  hang. 

Lady,  It  will  fay  fo  ftill,  if  you  anger  it.  [ried, 
EL  Love.  And  when  I  ask*d  it,  if  it  would  be  mar- 
It  fent  me  of  an  Errand  into  France, 
And  would  abufe  me,  and  be  glad  it  did  fo. 

Lady,  Sir,  this  is  moft  unmanly ;  pray,  be  gone,  [me) 
EL  Love.  And  fwear  (even  when  it  twitter'd  to  be  at 
1  was  unhandfome.    Lady.  Have  you  no  Manners  in  you  ? 
EL  Love,  And  fay  my  Back  was  melted,  when  God 
he  knows, 

I  kept  it  at  a  Charge :  Four  Flanders  Mares 

Would  have  been  eafier  to  me,  and  a  Fencer.  U 

Lady,  You  think  all  this  is  true  nov/  ? 

EL  Love,  Faith,  whether  it  be  or  no,  'tis  too  good 
for  you. 

But  fo  much  for  our  Mirth    Now  have  at  you  in  Eameft. 

Lady,  There  is  enough  Sir,  I  defire  no  more. 

EL  Love,  Yes,  Faith,  we'll  have  a  Caft  at  your  bed 
Parts  now ;  And  then  the  Devil  take  the  worft  ! 

Lady,  Pray,  Sir,  no  more,  I  am  not  fo  much  affected 
with  your  Commendations,  'tis  almoft  Dinner,  I  know 
they  ftay  for  you  at  the  Ordinary. 

EL  Love,  E'en  a  fhort  Grace,  and  then  I  am  gone. 
You  are  a  Woman,  and  the  proudeft  that  ever  lov'd  a 
Coach:  The  fcornfulleft,  fcurvieft,  and  moft  fenfelefs" 
Woman  j 

The  greedieft  to  be  prais'd,  and  never  mov'd 
Though  it  be  grofs  and  open  ;  the  moft  envious. 
That  at  the  poor  Fame  of  another's  Face, 
Would  eat  your  own,  and  more  than  is  your  own. 
The  Paint  belonging  to  it :  Of  fuch  a  Self-opinion,  that 
you  think  none  can  deferve  your  Glove :  And,  for  your 
Malice,  you're  fo  excellent,  you  might  have  been  your 
Tempter' s- tutor :  Nay,  never  cry. 

Lady,  Your  own  Heart  knows  you  wrong  me :  I  cry 
for  ye? 

EL  Love,  You  Ihall  before  I  leave  you. 

Lady, 
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Lady,  Is  all  this  Ipoke  in  Earnefl:  ? 

El-  LoVe,  Yes,  and  more,  as  foon  as  I  can  get  it  out- 

Lady.  Well,  out  with't. 

El.  Love,  You  are  ;  let  me  fee— — — 

Lady.  One  that  has  us*d  you  with  too  much  Refpedb. 

EL  Love,  One  that  hath  us'd  me,  fince  you  will  have 

it  (Oy 

The  bafell,  the  moft  Foot-boy-Iike,  without  Refpe6l  of 
what  I  was,  or  what  you  might  be  by  me  j  you  have  ufed 
me,  as  I  would  ufe  a  Jade, 

Rid  him  off  *s  Legs,  then  turn  him  to  the  Commons  ^ 
You  have  us'd  me  with  Difcrction,  and  I  thank  ye. 
If  you  have  many  more  fach  pretty  Servants, 
Pray,  build  an  Hofpital,  and,  when  they  are  oki. 
Keep  'em  for  Shame. 

Lady.  I  cannot  think  yet  this  is  ferious. 

El.  Love,  Will  you  have  more  on't  ? 

Lady,  No,  Faith,  there's  enough. 
If  it  be  true:  Too  much,  by  all  my  Part; 
You  are  no  Lover  then  ?  ; 

El,  Love,  No,  I  had  rather  be  a  Carrier. 

Lady,  Why,  the  Gods  mend  all ! 

El,  Love,  Neither  do  I  think 
There  can  be  fuch  a  Fellow  found  i'th*  Worlds 
To  be  in  Love  with  fuch  a  froward  Woman ; 
If  there  be  fuch,  they're  mad  ;  Jove  comfort  'em  1 
Now  you  have  all,  and  I  4$  new  a  Man, 
As  light,  and  fpirited,  that  I  feel  myfelf 
Clean  through  another  Creature,    O  'tis  brave 
To  be  one's  own  Man,  I  can  fee  you  now 
As  I  would  fee  a  Pidure,  fit  all  Day  by  you. 
And  never  kifs  your  Hand :  Then  hear  you  fmg. 
And  never  fall  backward    but  with  as  fet  a  Temper^ 
As  I  would  hear  a  Fidler,  rife  and  thank  you. 
I  can  now  keep  my  Money  in  my  Purfe, 
That  ftiil  was  gadding  out  for  Scarfes  and  Waftcoats ; 
And  keep  my  Hand  from  Mercer's  Sheep-skins  finely. 
I  can  eat  Mutton  now,  and  fcaft  myfelf 
"With  my  two  Shillings,  and  can  fee  a  Play 
Per  Eighteen  Pence  again  :  I  can,  my  Lady,  I  can. 

V  o  J,.  L  Z  Lady. 


33 8         The  Scornfull  Lady. 

Lady.  The  Carriage  of  this  Fellow  vexes  me.  Sir, 
Pray,  let  me  fpeak  a  little  private  with  you,— 
I  muft  not  fuffer  this. 

EL  Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 
You  will  not  ravifh  me  ?  Now,  your  fet  Speech  ? 

Lady.  Thou  perjur'd  Man  • 

El.  Love.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  a  fine  exordium. 
And  why,  I  pray  you,  perjur'd  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  not  fwear 
A  thoufand  thoufand  times,  you  lov'd  me  beft 
Of  all  Things? 

El  Love.  I  do  confefs  it :  Make  your  beft  of  that. 

Lady.  Why  do  you  fay,  you  do  not  then  ? 

El.  Love.  Nay,  I'll  fwear  it. 
And  give  fufficient  Reafon,  your  own  Ufage. 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  then  ? 

El.  Love.  No,  faith. 

Lady.  Did  you  ever  think,  I  lov'd  you  dearly? 

EL  Love.  Yes,  but  I  fee  but  rotten  Fruits  on't. 

Lady.  Do  not  deny  your  Hand  for  I  muft  kifs  it. 
And  take  my  laft  Farewell ;  now  let  me  die, 
So  you  be  happy. 

EL  Love.  I  am  too  foolifli :  Lady,  fpeak,  dear  Lady. 

Lady.  No,  let  me  die.  {She  Swoons, 

Mar.  Oh  my  Sifter !  •   

Ahig.  O  my  Lady  !  help,  hefp,  ^ 

Mar.  Run  for  fome  Rofa  Soils  !  [Lady, 

El.  Love.  I  have  plaid  t4ie  fine  Afs:  Bend  her  Body, 
Beft,  deareft,  worthieft  I^ady,  hear  your  Servant, 
I  am  not  as  I  ftiew'd :  O  wretched  Fool, 
To  fling  away  the  Jewel  of  thy  Life  thus. 
Give  her  more  Air   fee,  ihe  begins  to  ftir. 
Sweet  Miftrefs,  hear  me.     Lady.  Is  my  Servant  well  ? 

EL  Love.  In  being  yours  I  am  fo. 
'Lady.  Then  I  care  not. 

EL  Love.  How  do  ye,  reach  a  Chair  there  j  I  confefs 
My  Fault  not  pardonable,  in  purfuing  thus 
Upon  fuch  Tendernefs  my  willfull  Error  ; 
But  had  I  known  it  wou'd  have  wrought  thus  with  ye, 
rims  ftrangely,  not  the  World  had  won  me  to  it ; 

And 
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And  let  not,  my  beft  Lady,  any  Word 

Spoke  to  my  End  difturb  your  quiet  Peace  \ 

For  fooner  fhal]  you  know  a  general  Ruin, 

Than  my  Faith  broken.    Do  not  doubt  this,  Miftrefs, 

For  by  my  Life,  I  cannot  live  without  you. 

Come,  come,  you  lhall  not  grieve,  rather  be  angry. 

And  heap  Afflidlion  on  me  :  I  will  fufFer. 

O,  I  could  curfe  myfelf  \  pray,  fmile  upon  me. 

Upon  my  Faith,  'twas  but  a  Trick  to  try  you. 

Knowing  you  lov'd  me  dearly,  and  yet  ftrangely 

That  you  would  never  ihew  it,  though  my.  Means 

Was  all  Humanity. 

AIL  Ha,  ha.       EL  Love,  How  now  ? 

Lady,  I  thank  you,  fine  Fool,  for  your  moft  fine  Plot  j 
This  was  a  fubtle  one,  a  ftiff  Device 
To  have  caught  Dottrels  with.    Good  fenfelefs  Sir, 
Could  you  imagine  I  Hiould  fwoon  for  you. 
And  know  yourfelf  to  be  an  arrant  Afs  } 
Ay,  a  difcover'd  one.  'Tis  quit,  I  thank  you.  Sir, 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Take  heed.  Sir,  Ihe  may  chance  to  fwoon  again* 
AIL  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Abig,  Step  to  her.  Sir,  fee,  how  flie  changes  Colour. 

EL  Love,  ril  go  to  Hell  firft,  and  be  better  welcome 
(33)  I  am  fool'd,  I  do  confefs  it,  finely  fool'd, 
Lady-fool'd,  Madam ;  and  I  thank  you  for  it. 

Lady.  Faith,  'tis  not  fo  much  worthy  Sir  : 
But  if  I  knew  when  you  come  next  a  Birding, 
I'll  have  a  ftronger  Noofe  to  hold  the  Woodcock. 

AIL  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

EL  Love.  1  am  glad  to  fee  you  merry  :  Pray,  laugh  on. 

Mar.  H*ad  a  hard  Heart,  that  could  not  laugh  at  you. 
Sir ;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Pray,  Sifter,  do  not  laugh,  you'll  anger  him. 
And  then  he'll  rail  like  a  rude  Coftermonger, 

(33)  lamfoord,  I  do  confefs  it,  finely  foor  d. 

Lady,  /WV,  Madam,]  What,  call  her  Lady  and  Madam 
too,  within  the  Compafs  of  three  Words  J  Lo'vilefs  would  fay,  h« 
was  grown  a  Woman's  Fool,  Lady-foord;  as  Mr.  Sjmf/on  faw  wick 
me  the  Text  ought  to  be  reftor'd. 

Z  2  Thai 
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That  School-boys  had  couzened  of  his  Apples, 
As  loud  and  fenfelcfs. 

EL  Loroe,  I  will  not  rail. 

Mar.  Faith,  then  let's  hear  him.  Sifter. 

£/.  Love,  Yes,  you  fhalJ  hear  me. 

Lady.  Shall  we  be  the  better  by  it  then  ?  [Words, 

El.  Love,  No,  he  that  makes  a  Woman  better  by  his 
I'll  have  him  Sainted  :  Blows  will  not  do  it. 

Lady.  By  this  Light,  he'll  beat  us. 

El.  Love.  You  do  defer ve  it  richly. 
And  may  live  to  have  a  Beadle  do  it. 

Lady.  Now  he  rails. 

El.  Love.  Come,  fcornfull  Folly, 
If  this  be  railing,  you  fhall  hear  me  rail. 
^  Lady.  Pray,  put  it  in  good  Words  then. 

El.  Love.  The  worft  are  good  enough  for  fuch  a  Trifle, 
Such  a  proud  Piece  of  Cobweb-lawn. 

Lady.  You  bite.  Sir. 

EL  Love.  I  wou'd  till  the  Bones  crack'd,  an  I  had 
my  Will. 

Mar.  We  had  beft  muzzle  him,  he  grows  mad. 

EL  Love.  I  wou'd  'twere  lawful  in  the  next  great  Sick- 
nefs  to  have  the  Dogs  fpar'd,  thofe  harmlefs  Creatures, 
and  knock  i'th'  Head  thofe  hot  continual  Plagues,  Wo- 
men, that  are  more  infedlious.  I  hope,  the  State  will 
think  on't. 

Lady.  Are 'you  well,  Sir? 

Mar.  He  looks  as  though  he  had  a  grievous  Fit  o'th* 
Cholick. 

EL  Love.  Green-ginger  will  cure  me. 

Abig.  I'll  heat  a  Trencher  for  him. 

EL  Love.  Dirty  December^  do. 
Thou  with  a  Face  as  old  as  Erra  Pater^ 
Such  a  Prognofticating  Nofe :  Thou  Thing, 
That  ten  Years  fince  has  left  to  be  a  Woman, 
Out-worn  the  Expedation  of  a  Bawd  ;  ' 
(34)  And  thy  dry  Bones  can  reach  at  nothing  now, 

But 

(54)  -^^'^  ^0.^^^^        reach  at  nothing  no^^ 

r»/Gords,  or  Nine-pins  i]  There  is  no  fuch  Word,  that  I 

know 
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But  Coggs  or  Ninepins ;  pray,  go  fetch  a  Trencher,  go. 

Lady.  Let  him  alone,  he's  crack'd. 

Abig,  -I'll  fee  him  hang'd  firft,  he's  a  beaftly  Fellow 
To  ufe  a  Woman  of  my  Breeding  thus ; 
Ay,  marry  is  he :  Wou'd  I  were  a  Man, 
I'd  make  him  eat  his  Knaves*  Words. 

EL  Love,  Tie  your  Ihe  Otter  up,  good  I.ady  Folly, 
She  {links  worfe  than  a  Bear-baiting. 

Lady.  W^hy  will  you  be  angry  now  ? 

El.  Love.  Go  paint,  and  purge. 
Call  in  your  Kennel  with  you :  You  a  Lady  ? 

Jbig.  Sirrah,  look  to't  againft  the  Quarter-SefTions, 
If  there  be  a  good  Behaviour  in  the  World, 
I'll  have  thee  bound  to  it. 

El.  Love.  You  muft  not  feek  it  in  your  Lady's  Houfe 
then  i 

Pray,  fend  this  Ferret  home  j  and  jfpin,  good  Abigail. 
And,  Madam,  that  your  Ladylhip  may  know. 
In  what  bafe  manner  you  have  us'd  my  Service, 
I  do  from  this  Hour  hate  ye  heartily ; 
And  though  your  Folly  fliould  whip  you  to  Repentance^ 
And  waken  you  at  length  to  fee  my  Wrongs, 
'Tis  not  the  Endeavour  of  your  Life  fhali  win  me  ; 
Not  all  the  Friends  you  have,  nor  Interceflion, 
Nor  your  fubmiffive  Letters,  though  they  fpoke 
As  many  Tears  as  Words  •,  not  your  Knees  grown 
To  th'  Ground  in  Penitence,  nor  all  your  State, 
To  kifs  you  j  nor  my  Pardon,  Jior  my  Will 
To  give  you  Chriflian  Burial,  if  you  die  thus ; 
So,  farewel. —  When  I  am  married  and  made  fure,  I'll 
come 

And  vifit  you  again,  and  vex  you,  Lady. 
By  all  my  Hopes,  I'll  be  a  Torment  to  you, 
Worfe  than  a  tedious  Winter.  I  know  you  wiD, 
Recant  and  fue  to  me,  but  fave  that  Labour : 
I'JI  rather  love  a  Fever  and  continual  Thirft, 

know  of,  as  Gords.    Our  Poets  muft  certainly  have  wrote  Coggs ; 

e.  hard,  dry,  tough  Pieces  of  Wood,  which  are  caliM  the  Teeth 
of  a  Mill- Wheel,  Mr.  Sympfon. 


rather 
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(35)  Rather  contrafl:  my  Youth  to  drink  and  fwagger, 
Doat  upon  Quarrels,  or  take  a  drawn  Whore  from 
An  Holpital,  that  Time,  Difeafes,  and 
Mercury  had  eaten,  than  to  be  drawn  to  love  you. 

Lady,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  do,  but  take  Heed  though. 

EL  Love,  From  thee,  falfe  Dice,  Jades,  Cowards,  and 
plaguy  Summers, 

Good  Lord  deliver  me !  \Exit  Elder  Lovelefs. 

Lady,  But  hark  you.  Servant,  hark  ye :  Is  he  gone  ? 
Call  him  again. 

Ahig,  Hang  him.  Paddock. 

Lady,  Art  thou  here  ftill?  Fly,  fly,  and  call  my  Ser- 
vant ;  fly,  or  never  fee  me  more. 

Ahig,  I  had  rather  knit  again  than  fee  that  Rafcal,  but 
I  muft  do  it.  \E:ctt  Abigail 

Lady.  I  would  be  loth  to  anger  him  too  much  5 
What  a  fine  Foolery  is  this  in  a  Woman, 
To  ufe  thofe  Men  mod  frowardly  they  love  moft  ? 
If  I  fhould  lofe  him  thus,  I  were  rightly  ferv'd. 
I  hope,  he's  not  fo  much  himfelf,  to  take  it 
To  th' Heart:  How  now.^  Will  he  come  back? 

Enter  Abigail. 

Ahig,  Never,  he  fwears,  while  he  can  hear  Men  fay 
there's  any  Woman  living :  He  fwore  he  would  ha*  me 
firfl:. 

Lady,  Didfl:  thou  intreat  him.  Wench 

Ahig,  As  well  as  I  cou'd.  Madam. 
But  this  is  flill  your  way,  to  love  being  abfent. 
And  when  he's  with  you,  laugh  at  him  and  abufe  him. 
There  is  another  way,  if  you  could  hit  on't. 

(35)  Rather  eontraSl  my  Touth  fo  drink  and  facerdote 

Upon  parrels,']  The  Metre  here  is  quite  difconcerted;  and, 
befides,  this  feeming  prieftly  Word  facerdote,  I  am  afraid,  is  not  to 
be  found  in  any  of  our  Piftionaries*  1  doubt  not  but  our  Poets 
wrote ; 

Rather  contraSl  my  Touth  to  drinl,  and  fwagger, 

Doat  upon  'Quarrels,   

So,  again,  in  the  Mad  Lo'ver; 

„  T^o  fight  and  fwagger, 

Beaten  about  the  Ears,  $iC.  Mr.  Sympfon. 

Lady. 
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Lady,  Thou  fay'ft  true,  get  me  Paper,  Pen  and  Ink, 
ril  write  to  him  I'd  be  loth,  he  Ihould  fleep  in's  Anger. 
Women  are  mpft  Fools  when  they  think  they're  wifeit 

[Exeunf, 

Mufick.  Enter  Ycung  Lovelefs,  and  Widow ;  with 
them  his  Comrades. 

Wid.  Pray,  Sir,  caft  off  thefe  Fellows,  as  unfitting 
F('i  your  bare  Knowledge,  and  far  more  your  Company; 
L    :it  fuch  FaganiutTins  as  thefe  are, 
S  .  ;;ild  bear  the  Name  of  Friends,  and  furnifli  out 
A  civil  Houfe?  You're  to  be  married  now,  and  Men,  thj;t 
jovc  ycu, 

IViuil  expedl  a  Courie  far  from  your  old  Career : 
Ik  you  vdli  keep  'em,  turn  'em  to  th'  Stable,  and 
There  make  'em  Grooms :  And  yet  now  I  confider  it. 
Such  Beggars  once  fet  o'  Horfe-back,  you  have  heard. 
Will  ride,  how  far  you  had  beft  to  look. 

Capt.  Hear  you,  you 
That  muft  be  Lady,  pray  content  yourfelf 
And  think  upon  your  Carriage  foon  at  Night, 
What  DrefTing  will  beft  take  your  Knight,  what  Waftcoat, 
What  Cordial  will  do  well  i'th'  Morning  for  him, 
What  Triers  have  you  ? 

Wid,  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Ca:pt.  Thofe  that  muft  fwitch  him  up :  If  he  ftart  well. 
Fear  not,  but  cry.  Saint  George^  and  bear  him  hard : 
When  you  perceive  his  Wind  grows  hot  and  wanting. 
Let  him  a  little  dov/n,  he's  fleet,  ne'er  doubt  him. 
And  ftands  found. 

Wid.  Sir,  you  hear  thefe  Fellows  ? 

To.  Love,  Merry  Companions,  Wench,  merry  Com- 
panions. 

Wid,  To  one  another  let  'em  be  Companions, 
But,  good  Sir,  not  to  you :  You  ftiall  be  civil, 
.And  flip  off  thefe  bafe  Trappings. 

Caft,  He  fliall  not  need,  my  moft  fweet  Lady  Grocer ; 
if  he  be  civil,  not  your  powder'd  Sugar,  nor  your  Raifins 
fhall  perfuade  the  Captain  to  live  a  Coxcomb  with  him ; 
let  him  be  civil  and  eat  i'th*  Arches^  and  fee  what  wiil 
■come  on't.  Z  4  Fm. 


344  TiS^  ScornfuU  Lady. 

Poet.  Let  him  be  civil,  do :  Undo  jiim ;  ay,  that's 
the  next  way,  I  will  not  take,  if  he  be  civil  once,  two 
hundred  Pounds  a  Year  to  live  with  him  :  Be  civil?  There's 
a  trim  Perfuafion. 

Capt.  if  thou  be'ft  civil,  Knight ;  as  Jove  defend  it ! 
Get  thee  another  Nofe,  that  will  be  puil'd 
Off  by  the  angry  Boys  for  thy  Converfion : 
The  Children  thou  lhalt  get  on  this  Civilian 
Cannot  inherit  by  the  Law,  they're  Ethnicksy 
And  all  thy  Sport  meer  moral  Leachery  : 
When  they  are  grown,  having  but  little  in  'em. 
They  may  prove  Haberdafhers,  or  grofs  Grocers, 
Like  their  dear  Dam  there:  Prithee  be  civil.  Knight, 
In.  time  thoumay'ft  read  to  thy  Houfehold,  and  be  drunk 
once  a  Year :  This  would  fhew  Hnely. 

To,  Love,  I  wonder.  Sweetheart,  you  will  offer  this. 
You  do  not  underftand  thefe  Gentlemen  : 
I  v/ill  be  Ihort  and  pithy :  I  had  rather 
Caft  you  off  by  the  way  of  Charge :  Thefe  are  Creatures, 
That  nothing  goes  to  the  Maintenance  of 
But  Corn  and  Water.    I  will  keep  thefe  Fellows 
Juft  in  the  Competency  of  two  Hens. 

Wid,  If  you  can  caft  it  fo,  Sir,  you  have  my  Liking  : 
If  they  eat  lefs,  I  fhould  not  be  offended : 
But  how  thefe.  Sir,  can  live  upon  fo  little 
As  Corn  and  Water,  I  am  unbelieving. 

To.  Love,  Why,  prithee.  Sweetheart,  what's  your  Ale? 
Is  not 

That  Corn  and  Water,  my  fweet  Widow?    Wid.  Ay, 
But  my  fweet  Knight,  where  is  the  Meat  to  this. 
And  Cloaths  that  they  muft  look  for  ? 

To,  Love.  In  this  fhort  Sentence  Ale,  is  all  included  : 
Meat,  Drink,  and  Cloth :  Thefe  are  no  ravening  Foot- 
No  Fellows,  that  at  Ordinaries  dare  [men. 
Eat  their  eighteen  Pence  thrice  out  before  they  rife. 
And  yet  go  hungry  to  a  Play,  and  crack 
More  Nuts  than  would  fufHce  a  dozen  Squirrels  ; 
Befides  the  Din,  which  is  moft  damnable  : 
I  had  rather  rail,  and  be  confin'd  to  a  Boat-maker, 
Than  live  among  fuch  Rafcals  \  thefe  are  People 

Of 
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Of  fiich  a  dean  Difcretion  in  their  Diet, 
Of  fuch  a  moderate  Suftenance,  that  they  fweat 
If  they  but  fmell  hot  Meat.    Porridge  is  Poifon, 
They  hate  a  Kitchen  as  they  hate  a  Counter, 
And,  fhew  'em  but  a  Feather-bed,  they  fwoon. 
Ale  is  their  eating,  and  their  drinking,  furely. 
Which  keeps  their  Bodies  clear,  and  foluble. 
Bread  is  a  binder,  and  for  that  aboUlh'd 
Even  in  their  Ale,  whofe  loft  Room  fills  an  Apple, 
Which  is  more  airy  and  of  fubtler  Nature. 
The  Reft  they  take  is  little,  and  that  little 
Is  little  eafy  :  For,  like  ftri6l  Men  of  Order, 
They  do  correct  their  Bodies  with  a  Bench, 
Or  a  poor  ftubborn  Table ;  if  a  Chimney 
Offer  itfelf  with  fome  few  broken  Rulhes, 
They  are  in  Down :  When  they  are  fick,  that's  drunk. 
They  may  have  frefh  Strav/,  elfe  they  do  delpife 
Thefe  worldly  Pamperings.    For  their  poor  Apparel, 
'Tis  worn  out  to  the  Diet ;  new  they  feek  none  j 
And  if  a  Man  fhould  offer,  they  are  angry. 
Scarce  to  be  reconcil'd  again  with  him  : 
You  fliall  not  hear  'em  ask  one  a  caft  Doublet 
Once  in  a  Year,  which  is  a  Modefty 
Befitting  my  poor  Friends :  You  fee  their  Wardrobe, 
Though  (lender,  competent :  For  Shirts,  I  take  it. 
They  are  Things  worn  out  of  their  Remembrance. 
Loufy  they  will  be  when  they  lift,  and  mangy. 
Which  Ihows  a  fine  Variety :  And  then  to  cure  'em, 
A  Tanner's  Limepit,  which  is  little  Charge, 
Two  Dogs,  and  thefe  too,  may  be  cur'd  for  three  Pence- 
Wid,  You  have  half  perfuaded  me;  pray,  ufe  your 
Pleafure : 

And,  my  good  Friends,  fince  I  do  know  your  Diet, 
I'll  take  an  Order,  Meat  fhall  not  offend  you, 
(36)  You  fhall  have  Ale. 

(36)  —  You  Jhall  haw  Ale. 

iye  ask  no  more.  I  t  it  be^  mighty  Lady?^  Let  it  be,  what  ? 
and  why,  mighty  Lady  f  The  falfe  Collocation  of  a  poor  Comma 
has  begot  this  Nonfenfe.  The  Captain  would  fay.  If  wc  fhall  have 
Ale,  let"  K  be  mighty,  Lady ;  ftrong,  Hinging  Geer. 
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Cap.  We  ask  no  more,  let  it  be  mighty.  Lady : 
And  if  we  perilh,  then  our  own  Sins  on  us. 

To.  Love,  Come  forward,  Gentlemen;  to  Church,  mf 
Boys;  when  we  have  done,  I'll  give  you  Cheer  in  Bowls. 

[Exeunt, 


ACTV.     SCENE  I. 


Enter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

EL  Zm.'TpHis  fenfelefs  Woman  vexes  me  to  th'  Heart> 
A    She  will  not  from  my  Memory ;  ' wou'd> 
fhe  were 

A  Man  for  one  two  Hours,  that  I  might  beat  her : 

If  I  had  been  unhandfome,  old  or  jealous, 

*T  had  been  an  even  Lay  fhe  might  have  fcorn'd  me ; 

But  to  be  young,  and,  by  this  Light,  I  think 

As  proper  as  the  proudeft ;  made  as  dean. 

As  ftraight,  and  ftrong-back'd ;  Means  and  Manners  equal 

With  the  beft  Cloth  of  Silver  Sir  i'th'  Kingdom : 

But  thefe  are  Things,  at  fome  time  of  the  Moon, 

Below  the  Cut  of  Canvas :  Sure,  fhe  has 

Some  meeching  Rafcal  in  her  Houfe,  fome  Hind, 

That  file  hath  feen  bear,  like  another  Milo^ 

Quarters  of  Malt  upon  his  Back,  and  fmg  with't ; 

Threfli  all  Day,  and  i'th'  Evening,  in  his  Stockings, 

Strike  up  a  Hornpipe,  and  there  ftink  two  Hours, 

And  ne'er  a  whit  the  worfe  Man  ;  thefe  are  they, 

Thefe  Steel-chin'd  Rafcals,  that  undo  us  all. 

*Wou'd,  I  had  been  a  Carter,  or  a  Coachman, 

I  had  done  the  Deed  e'er  this  Time. 

Enter  Servant, 
Ser,  Sir,  there's  a  Gentleman  without  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

EL  Love,  Bid  him  come  in. 

Enter  Welford, 
WeL  By  your  Leave,  Sir. 

EL  Love, 
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El.  Love-,  You  are  welcome  :  What's  your  Will,  Sir  ? 
Wei.  Have  you  forgotten  me  ? 
El.  Love.  I  do  not  much  remember  you. 
Weh  You  mufl,  Sir.  I  am  that  Gentleman  you  pleas'd 
to  wrong, 

In  your  Difguife,  I  have  inquired  you  out. 

El.  Love.  I  was  difguis'd,  indeed,  Sir,  if  I  wrong'd 
you ;  pray,  where  and  when  ? 

Wei  In  fuch  a  Lady's  Houfe, 
I  need  not  name  her.    El.  Love.  I  do  remember  you. 
You  feem'd  to  be  a  Suitor  to  that  Lady  ^. 

IVeU  If  you  remember  this,  do  not  forget 
How  fcuiTily  you  ufed  me ;  That  was 
No  Place  to  quarrel  in,  pray  you,  think  of  it; 
If  you  be  honeft  you  dare  fight  with  me. 
Without  more  urging,  elfe  I  mufl:  provoke  ye. 

El.  Love.  Sir,  I  dare  fight,  but  never  for  a  Woman, 
I  will  not  have  her  in  my  Caufe,  Jfhe's  mortal. 
And  fo  is  not  my  Anger :  If  you  have  brought 
A  nobler  Subjed  for  our  Swords,  I  am  for  you  \ 
In  this  I  would  be  loth  to  prick  my  Finger. 
And,  w^here,  you  fay,  I  wrong'd  you,  'tis  fo  far 
From  my  Profeflion,  that  amongft  my  Fears, 
To  do  Wrong  is  the  greatefl: :  Credit  me. 
We  have  been  both  abus'd,  (not  by  ourfelves. 
For  that  I  hold  a  Spleen  no  Sin  of  Malice, 
And  may  with  Man  enough  be  befl:  forgotten,) 
But  by  that  wilful,  fcornfull  Piece  of  Hatred, 
That  much  forgetful!  Lady :  For  whofe  fake. 
If  we  fliould  leave  our  Reafon,  and  run  on 
Upon  our  Senfe,  like  Rams,  the  little  World 
Of  good  Men  would  laugh  at  us,  and  defpife  us. 
Fixing  upon  our  delperate  Memories 
The  never  worn-out  Names  of  Fools  and  Fencers. 
Sir,  'tis  not  Fear,  but  Reafon,  makes  me  tell  you  \ 
In  This  I  had  rather  help  you.  Sir,  than  hurt  you. 
And  you  lhall  find  it,  though  you  throw  yourfelf 
Into  as  many  Dangers  as  fhe  oiFers, 
Though  you  redeem  her  lofl:  Name  every  Day, 
And  find  her  out  new  Honours  with  your  Sword, 
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You  lliall  but  be  her  Mirth,  as  I  have  been. 

Weh  I  ask  you  Mercy,  Sir,  you  have  ta'cn  my  Edge 
Yet  I  would  fain  be  even  with  this  Lady.  [off  : 

Eh  Love,  In  which  I'll  be  your  Helper :  We  are  two. 
And  they  are  two :  Two  Sifters,  rich  ahke. 
Only  the  Elder  has  the  prouder  Dowry : 
In  Troth,  I  pity  this  Difgrace  in  you. 
Yet  of  mine  own  I  am  fenfelefs :  Do  but  follow 
My  Counfel,  and  TU  pawn  my  Spirit,  we'll 
Over-reach  *em  yet ;  the  Means  is  this  ~-— 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser,  Sir,  there's  a  Gentlewoman  will  needs  Ipeak  with 
you, 

I  cannot  keep  her  out,  fhe's  entred,  Sir. 

El,  Love,  It  is  the  Waiting- woman,  pray  be  not  feen :  • 

Sirrah,  hold  her  in  Difcourfe  a  while :  Hark  in  your  Ear, 

Go  and  difpatch  it  quickly,  when  I  come  in, 

I'll  tell  you  all  the  Projed. 

WeL  I  care  not  which  I  liave.  [Exit  Wei.  ^ 

El,  Love.  Away,  'tis  done,  flie  muft  not  fee  you : 

Lady  Guiniver^  what  News  with  you  ?  [Now, 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig,  Pray,  leave  thefe  Frumps,  Sir,  and  receive  this 
Letter. 

El  Love.  From  whom,  good  Vanity  ? 

Jbig,  *Tis  from  my  Lady,  Sir :  Alas,  good  Soul,  *flie 
cries  and  takes  on  I 

EL  Love.  Does  fhe  fo,  good  Soul?  wou'd  flie  not 
have  a  Cawdle }  Does  fhe  fend  you  with  your  fine  Ora- 
tory, Goody  y nlly^  to  tie  me  to  believe  again  ?  Bring 
out  the  Cat-hounds,  I'll  make  you  take  a  Tree,  Whore, 
(37)  then  with  my  Tiller  bring  down  your  Gihjhip^  and 
then  have  you  cas'd,  and  hung  up  i'th'  Warren. 

Abig,  I  am  no  Beafl,  Sir,  would  you  knew  it. 

(37)  ihen  nvith  my  Tiller  bring  dotxm  your  Gibfhip,  and  then  hanfe 
you  cafl,  &c.]  I  have  already  explained  the  Word  fil/er  in  the  2 2d 
Note  upon  Philajier  :  Caft,  Mr.  Symp/on  has  ingenioufly  reformed  to 
Cc^fedy  i.  e.  fiea'd^  and  hung  up. 

El,  Love. 
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EL  Love.  *Wou'd,  I  did,  for  I  am  yet  very  doubtfblJ; 
what  will  you  fay  now  ? 
Jbig,  Nothing,  not  I. 

El.  Love.  Art  thou  a  Woman,  and  fay  nothing  ? 

Jbig.  Unlefs  you'll  hear  me  with  more  Moderation,  I " 
can  fpeak  wife  enough. 

El.  Love.  And  loud  enough  ?  Will  your  Lady  love  me? 

Jbig.  It  feems  fo  by  her  Letter,  and  her  Lamenta- 
tions \  but  you  are  fuch  another  Man. 

El.  Love.  Not  fuch  another  as  I  was,  Mumps ;  nor  will 
not  be:  I'll  read  her  fine  Epiftle:  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  not  thy 
Miftrefs  mad  ? 

Abig.  For  you  ftie  will  be,  'tis  a  Shame  you  fliou'd 
Ufe  a  poor  Gentlewoman  fo  untowardly ; 
She  loves  the  Ground  you  tread  on  \  and  you,  hard  Heart, 
Becaufe  flie jeafted  with  you,  mean  to  kill  her; 
'Tis  a  fine  Conquefl,  as  they  fay. 

El.  Love.  Haft  thou  fo  much  Moifture 
In  thy  Whit-leather  Hide  yet,  that  thou  canft  cry  ? 
I  wou'd  have  fworn  thou  hadft  been  Touchwood  five 
Year  fince ; 

Nay,  let  it  rain,  thy  Face  chops  for  a  Shower 
Like  a  dry  Dunghil. 

Abig.  ril  not  endure  this  Ribauldry ; 
Farewei,  i'th'  Devil's  Name  ;  if  my  Lady  die, 
I'll  be  fworn  before  a  Jury,  diou  art  the  Caufe  on't. 

El.  Love.  Do,  Maukin,  do, 
Deliver  to  your  Lady  from  me  this  : 
I  mean  to  fee  her,  if  I  have  no  other  Bufinefs : 
Which  before  I  will  want  to  come  to  her, 
I  mean  to  go  feek  Birds'  Nefts ;  Yet  I  may  come  too : 
But  if  I  come,  from  tliis  Door  'till  I  fee  her,  will  I  think 
How  to  rail  vilely  at  her ;  how  to  vex  her. 
And  make  her  cry  fo  much,  (38)  that  the  Phyfician, 

(38)  that  the  Phyfician,  if  Jhe  fall fick  upon't  Jhall find  the  Caufc 
he  Want  of  Urine,]  I  his  is  not  altogether  bad  Senfe;  but  it  is  not 
quite  perfpicuous.  I  have  chofe  to  adopt  the  Reading  of  the  elder 
^arto,  as  I  think  it  the  cleareft ;  and  as  Phyficians  are  ufed  to 
trace  the  Caufe  and  Symptoms  of  Maladic*  by  the  infpedtion  of  the 
Urine. 

If 
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If  flie  fall  fick  upon  it,  fhall  want  Urine 

To  find  the  Caufe  by,  and  Ihe  remedilefs 

Die  in  her  Herefy.    Farewel,  old  Adage, 

I  hope  to  fee  the  Boys  make  Potguns  of  thee. 

Abig.  Thou'rt  a  vile  Man  God  blefs  my  IlTue  from  thee, 
EL  Love.  Thou  haft  but  one,  and  that's  in  thy  left 
Crupper, 

That  makes  thee  hobble  fo  ;  you  muft  be  ground 
Pth'  Breech  like  a  Top,  you'll  ne'er  fpin  well  elfe : 
Farewel,  Fytchock.  [Exeum, 

Enter  Lady  alo7ie. 

Lady.  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  every  Woman's  Will 
Shou'd  track  out  new  Ways  to  difturb  herfelf  ? 
If  I  fhould  call  my  Reafon  to  Account, 
It  cannot  anfwer  why  I  keep  myfelf 
From  mine  own  Wifli,  and  ftop  the  Man  I  love 
From  his ;  and  every  Hour  repent  again. 
Yet  ftill  go  on :  I  know  'tis  like  a  Man 
That  wants  his  natural  Sleep,  and  growing  dull 
Would  gladly  give  the  Remnant  of  his  Life 
For  two  Hours  Reft;  yet  through  his  Frowardnefs, 
Will  rather  chufe  to  watch  another  Man, 
Drowfy  as  he,  then  take  his  own  Repofe. 
All  this  I  know :  Yet  a  ftrange  Peeviftinefe 
And  Anger,  not  to  have  the  Power  to  do 
Things  unexpefted,  carries  me  .  away 
To  mine  own  Ruin :  I  had  rather  die  ^ 
Sometimes,  than  not  difgrace  in  publick'Kim 
Whom  People  think  I  love,  and  do't  with  Oaths» 
And  am  in  Earneft  then :  O  what  are  we  I 
Men,  you  muft  anfwer  this,  that  dare  obey 
Such  Things  as  we  command.  How  now  ?  What  News  I 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig.  Faith,  Madam,  none  worth  Hearing. 
Lady,  Is  he  not  come  ? 
Abig.  No,  truly. 
Lady,  Nor  has  he  writ? 

Abig,  Neither.  I  pray  God  you  have  not  undone 
yourfelf.  Abig. 
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Lady,  Why,  but  what  fays  he  ? 
jibig.  Faith,  he  talks  ftrangely. 
Lady,  How  ftrangely  ? 

Abig,  Firft,  at  your  Letter  he  laugh*d  extremely. 
Lady.  What,  in  Contempt  ? 

Abig,  He  laugh'd  monftrous  loud,  as  he  would  die, 
and  when  you  wrote  it,  I  think,  you  were  in  no  fuch  merry 
Mood,  to  provoke  him  that  way :  And  having  done,  he 
cried,  Alas  for  her,  and  violently  laugh*d  again. 

Lady,  Did  he? 

Abig.  Yes;  till  I  was  angiy. 

Lady,  Angry,  why? 
Why  wert  thou  angry  ?  He  did  do  but  well, 
I  did  deferve  it ;  he  had  been  a  Fool, 
An  unfit  Man  for  any  one  to  love, 
Had  he  not  laugh'd  thus  at  me :  You  were  angry. 
That  fhow'd  your  Folly ;  I  ftiall  love  him  more 
For  that,  than  all  that  e'er  he  did  before : 
But  laid  he  nothing  elfe  ? 
Abig.  Many  uncertain  Things:  He  faid,  though  you  had 
mock'd  him, 
Becaufe  you  were  a  Woman,  he  cou'd  wifh 
To  do  you  fo  much  Favour  as  to  fee  you  : 
Yet  he  faid,  he  knew  you  rafh,  and  was  loth  to  offend 
you  with  the  Sight  of  One,  whom  now  he  was  bound  not 
to  leave. 

Lady,  What  One  was  that  ? 

Abig.  I  know  not,  but  truly  I  do  fear  there  is  a  making 
up  there :  For  I  heard  the  Serv^ants,  as  I  paft  by  fome, 
whifper  fuch  a  thing :  And  as  I  came  back  thro'  the  Hall, 
there  were  two  or  three  Clerks  writing  great  Convey- 
ances in  hafte,  which  they  faid  were  for  their  Miftrefs's 
Jointure. 

Lady.  'Tis  very  like,  and  fit  it  fliould  be  fo, 
For  he  does  think,  and  reafonably  think. 
That  I  fhou'd  keep  Jiim  with  iny  idle  Tricks 
For  ever  e'er  he  be  married.    Abig.  At  laft  he  faid. 
It  (hould  go  hard  but  he  would  fee  you  for 
Your  Satisfa6lion. 

Lady,  All  we,  that  are  call'd  Women,  know  as  well 

As 
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As  Men,  it  were  a  far  more  noble  Thing 
To  grace  where  we  are  grac'd,  and  give  Refped 
There  where  we  are  reipefted  :  Yet  we  pracJlife 
A  wilder  Courfe,  and  never  bend  our  Eyes 
On  Men  with  Pleafure,  till  they  find  the  Way 
To  give  us  a  Negleft :  Then  we,  too  late. 
Perceive  the  Lofs  of  what  we  might  have  had. 
And  doat  to  Death. 

Enter  Martha. 

Mar.  Sifter,  yonder's  your  Servant,  with  a  Gentle- 
woman with  him. 
Lady.  Where? 
Mar,  Clofe  at  the  Door. 

Lady.  Alas,  I  am  undone ;  I  fear,  he  is  betroth'd ; 
What  kind  of  Woman  is  fhe? 

Mar.  A  moft  ill-favoured  one,  with  her  Mask  on : 
And  how  her  Face  fliould  mend  the  reft,  I  know  not. 

Lady.  But  yet  her  Mind  was  of  a  milder  Stuff 
Than  mine  was. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  and  Welford  in  Women^s 
Apparel, 

Now  I  fee  him,  if  my  Heart 
Swell  not  again  (away,  thou  Woman's  Pride) 
So  that  I  cannot  Ipeak  a  gentle  Word  to  him. 
Let  me  not  live. 

EL  Love.  By  your  Leave  here. 

Lady.  How  now,  what  new  Trick  invites  you  hither 
Ha'  you  a  fine  Device  again  ? 

EL  Love.  Faith,  this  is  the  fineft  Device  I  have  now : 
How  doft  thou,  fweet  Heart  ? 

WeL  Why,  very  well,  lb  long  as  I  may  pleafe 
You  my  dear  Lover.    I  nor  can,  nor  will 
Be  ill  when  you  are  well,  well  when  you  are  ill. 

EL  Love.  O  thy  fweet  Temper!  What  would  I  have 
That  Lady  had  been  like  thee  !  See'ft  thou  her  ?  [giv*n, 
That  Face,  my  Love,  join'd  with  thy  humble  Mind, 
Had  made  a  Wench  indeed.    WeL  Alas,  my  Love, 
What  God  hath  done,  I  dare  not  think  to  mend. 

lufe 
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1  ufe  no  Paint,  nor  any  Drugs  of  Art, 
My  Hands  and  Face  will  fhew  it. 

Lady,  Why,  what  Thing 
Have  you  brought  to  ihew  Us  there? 
Do  you  take  Money  for  it  ?  El,  Love.  A  Godlike  Thing, 
Not  to  be  bought  for  Money :  'tis  my  Miftrefs : 
In  whom  there  is  no  Paffion,  nor  no  Scorn : 
What  I  will  is  her  Law  \  pray  you,  falute  her. 

Lady,  Salute  her?  By  this  good  Light,  I  would  not 
kifs  her  for  half  my  Wealth. 

El.  Love.  Why?  Why  pray  you? 
You  Ihall  fee  me  do't  afore  you ;  look  you. 

Lady,  Now  fie  upon  thee,  a  Beaft  would  not  have  don't. 
I  would  not  kifs  thee  of  a  Month  to  gain  a  Kingdom. 

EL  Love.  Marry,  you  fliall  not  be  troubled. 

Lady,  Why,  was  there  ever  fuch  a  Meg  as  this  ? 
Sure,  thou  art  mad. 

El,  Love,  I  was  mad  once,  when  I  lov'd  Pidures  ;  for 
what  are  Shape  and  Colours  elfe,  but  Pidures  ?  In  that 
tawny  Hide  there  lies  an  endlefs  Mafs  of  Virtues,  when 
all  your  red  and  white  ones  want  it. 

Lady,  And  this  is  flie  you  are  to  marry,  is't  not  ? 

EL  Love,  Yes,  indeed,  is't. 

Lady,  God  give  you  Joy. 

EL  Love,  Amen. 

WeL  I  thank  you,  as  unknown,  for  your  good  Wifh. 
The  like  to  you  whenever  you  fliall  wed. 

EL  Love,  O  gentle  Spirit ! 

Lady,  You  thank  me  ?  I  pray. 
Keep  your  Breath  nearer  you,  I  do  not  like  it, 

WeL  I  would  not  willingly  offend  at  all. 
Much  lefs  a  Lady  of  your  worthy  Parts. 

EL  Love,  Sweet,  fweet ! 

Lady,  I  do  not  think  this  Woman  can  by  Nature 
Be  thus,  thus  ugly ;  fure,  flie's  fome  common  Strumpet, 
Deform'd  with  Exercife  of  Sin :     WeL  O,  Sir, 
Believe  not  this;  for  Heav'n  fo  comfort  me, 
As  I  am  free  from  foul  Pollution 
With  any  Man;  my  Honour  ta'en  away, 
I  am  no  Woman.    EL  Love,  Arife,  my  dearefl;  Soul ; 

Vol.  L  A  a  '  I  do 
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I  do  not  credit  it.    Alas,  I  fear. 

Her  tender  Heart  will  break  with  this  Reproach ; 

Fie,  that  you  know  no  more  Civility 

To  a  weak  Virgin.    *Tis  no  matter.  Sweet ; 

Let  her  fay  what  flie  will,  thou  art  not  worfe 

To  me,  and  therefore  not  at  all ;  be  carelefs. 

Wei  For  all  things  elfe  I  would,  but  for  mine  Honour ; 
Methinks.— -E/.  Love.  Alas,  thine  Honour  is  not  ftain'd. 
Is  this  the  Bufinefs  that  you  fent  for  me 
About  ?    Mar,  Faith,  Sifter,  you  are  much  to  blame. 
To  ufe  a  Woman,  whatfoe'er  ftie  be. 
Thus ;  I'll  falute  her :  You  are  welcome  hither. 

WeL  I  humbly  thank  you. 

EL  Love.  Mild  yet  as  the  Dove,  I 
For  all  thefe  Injuries.    Come,  fhall  we  go, 
I  love  thee  not  fo  ill  to  keep  thee  here 
A  jeafting  Stock.    Adieu,  to  the  World's  End. 

Lady.  Why,  whither  now  ? 

El.  Love.  Nay,  you  fhall  never  know, 
Becaufe  you  fhall  not  find  me.    Lady.  I  pray,  let 
Me  fpeak  with  you. 

El.  Love.  'Tis  very  well :  Come. 

Lady.  I  pray  you,  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

El  Love.  Yes,  for  another  Mock. 

Lady.  By  Heav'n,  I  have  no  Mocks:  Good  Sir,  a 
Word. 

El.  Love.  Tho'  you  deferve  not  fo  much  at  my  Hands, 
yet  if  you  be  in  fuch  Earneft,  I'll  fpeak  a  Word  with  you  ; 
but  I  befeech  you  be  brief:  For,  in  good  Faith,  there's  a 
Parfon  and  a  Licence  flay  for  us  i'th'  Church  all  this  while : 
And,  you  know,  'tis  Night. 

Lady.  Sir,  give  me  Hearing  patiently,  and  whatfoever 
I  have  heretofore  fpoke  jeaflingly,  forget; 
For  as  I  hope  for  Mercy  any  where. 
What  I  fhall  utter  now  is  from  my  Heart,  and  as  I  mean. 

EL  Love.  Well,  well,  what  do  you  mean? 

Lady.  Was  not  I  once  your  Miflrefs,  and  you  my 
Servant  ? 

EL  Love.  O,  'tis  about  the  old  Matter. 
Lady.  Nay,  good  Sir,  flay 

Mc 
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Me  out ;  I  wou'd  but  hear  you  excufe  yoUrlelf  5 
Why  you  Ihould  take  this  Woman,  and  leave  me. 

EL  Love.  Prithee,  why  not  ?  deferves  fhe  not  as  much 
As  you  ?    Lady,  I  think  not,  if  you  will  but  look 
With  an  IndifFerency  upon  us  both. 

EL, Love,  Upon  your  Faces,  *tis  true:  But  if  judi- 
cioufly  we  fliall  caft  our  Eyes  upon  your  Minds,  (39)  you 
are  a  thoufand  Women  off  her  in  Worth.  She  cannot 
fwoon  in  Jeaft,  nor  fet  her  Lover  Tasks,  to  Ihew  her 
Peevifhnefs,  and  his  Affedion,  nor  crofs  what  he  fays, 
though  it  be  not  Canonical.  She's  a  good  plain  Wench, 
that  will  do  as  I  will  have  her,  and  bring  me  lufty  Boys  to 
throw  the  Sledge,  and  lift  at  Pigs  of  Lead.  And,  for  a . 
Wife,  fhe's  far  beyond  you.  What  can  you  do  in  a 
Houfehold  to  provide  for  your  Iffue,  but  lie  i'  Bed  and 
get  'em  ?  Your  Bufinefs  is  to  drefs  you,  and  at  idle  Hours 
to  eat  \  when  fhe  can  do  a  thoufand  profitable  Things  : 
She  can  do  pretty  well  in  the  Paftry,  and  knows  how  Pul- 
len  fhould  be  cram*d,  fhe  cuts  Cambrick  at  a  Thread, 
weaves  Bone-Iacc,  and  quilts  Balls  admirably.  And  what 
are  you  good  for  ? 

Lady,  Admit  it  true,  that  fhe  were  far  beyond  me  in 
all  Refpeds,  does  that  give  you  a  Licence  to  forfwear 
yourfelf? 

EL  Love,  Forfwear  myfelf,  how  ? 

Lady,  Perhaps,  you  have  forgotten  the  innumerable 
Oaths  you  have  utter'd  in  difclaiming  all  for  Wives  but 
me:  Pll  not  remember  you:  God  give  you  Joy. 

EL  Love,  Nay,  but  conceive  me,  the  Intent  of  Oaths  is 
ever  underftood.  Admit,  I  fhou'd  protefl  to  fuch  a  Friend, 
to  fee  him  at  his  Lodging  to  Morrow :  Divines  wou'd  ne- 
ver hold  me  perjur'd  if  I  were  flruck  blind,  or  he  hid 
where  my  diligent  Search  could  not  find  him :  So  there 
were  no  crofs  Ad  of  mine  own  in't.  Can  it  be  imagin'd  I 
mean  to  force  you  to  Marriage,  and  to  have  you  whether 
you  will  or  no  ? 

(39)  ^  thoufand  Women  of  her  in  Worth '\  Lovelefs  had  no 

Intention  of  making  his  Lady  any  fuch  Compliment.  I  am  pre-ity 
well  fatisfied,  I  have  retrievM  the  true  Reading:  off  her  in  Worth, 
is,  behind  her,  inferior  to  her. 

A  a  2  Lady^ 
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Lady,  Alas,  you  need  not.  I  make  a  ready  Tender  of 
myfeif,  and  then  you  are  forfworn. 

■El.  Love,  Some  t  'm  l  fee  indeed  muft  neceflarily 
Fall  upon  me,  as  whofoever  deals 
V/ith  Women  Ihall  never  utterly  avoid  it: 
Yet  I  wou'd  chufe  the  leaft  111    which  is  to 
Eprliike  you,  that  have  done  me  all  the  Abufes 
Of  a  maiignantf  Woman,  contemn'd  my  Service, 
And  wouia  have  held  me  prating  about  Marriage, 
'Till  I ' a  been  pail  getting  of  Children  :  Rather 
Xhiin  her  txiac  hath  forfeken.  her  Family,- 
A  nd  put  her  tender  •  Body  in ^  my  Hand , 
.U];on  rny  Word — — -  - 

Lady.  Which  of  us  fwore  you  firfl:  to  ? 

El.  Love.  Why,  to  yoU; 

Lady,  Which  Oath  is  to  be  kept  then  ? 

El,  Love,  I  prithee,  do  not  urge  my  Sins  unto  me, . 
Without  I  cou'd  amend 'em.    Lady,  Why,  you  may^/»^^ 
By  wedding  me.    El,  Love,  How  will  that  fatisfy 
My  Word  to  her.'*    Lady,  'Tis  not  to  be  kept. 
And  needs  no  Satisfadtion,  it  is  an  Error 
Fit  for  Repentance  only.    El,  Love,  Shall  I  live 
To  wrong  that  tender-hearted  Virgin  fo  ?  ^ 
It  may  not  be. 

Lady,  Why,  may  it  not  be 

El,  Love.  I  fwear,  I  had  rather  marry  thee  than  her: 
But  yet  ijiine  Honefty—  Lady.  What  Honefty  ? 
'Tis  more  preferv'd  this  way:  Come,  by  this  Light, 
Servant,  thou  fhalt,  I'll  kifs  thee  on't. 

El.  Love.  This  Kifs, 
Indeed,  is  fweet;  pray  God,  no  Sin  lie  under  it! 

Lady.,  There  is  no  Sin  at  all,  try  but  another. 

IVel.  O  my  Heart! 

Mar.  Flelp,  Sifter,  tliis  Lady  fwoons. 

El.  Lave.  How  do  you  ? 

Wei.  Why,  very  well,  if  you  be  fo. 

El.  Love.  Since  a  quiet  Mind  lives  not  in  any  Woman, 
I  fhall  do  a  moft  ungodly  Thing. 
Hear  me  one  Word  more,  which  by  all  my  Hopes 
I  will  not  alter.    I  did  make  an  Oath 

When 
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When  you  delay'd  me  fo,  that  this  very  Night 
I  wou'd  be  marry'd  ;  now  if  you  will  go 
Without  Delay,  fuddenly,  as  late  as  it  is. 
With  your  own  Minifter  to  your  own  Chappel, 
I'll  wed  you,  and  to  Bed. 

Lady.  A  Match,  dear  Sei*vant. 

El.  Love,  For  if  you  fhou*d  forfake  me  now,  I  care  not$ 
She  wou'd  not  though  for  all  her  Injuries,  ' 
Such  is  her  Spirit.    If  I  be  not  afliam'd 
To  kils  her  now  I  part,  may  I  not  live! 

Wei.  I  fee  you  go,  as  (lily  as  you  think 
To  ileal  away :  yet  I  will  pray  for  you  : 
All  BlefTings  of  the  World  light  on  you  two, 
That  you  may  live  to  be  an  aged  Pair  ! 
All  Curfes  on  me  if  I  do  not  fpeak 
What  I  do  wifh,  indeed !    El.  Love,  If  I  can  Ipeak 
To  purpofe  to  her,  I  am  a  Villain. 

Lady.  Servant,  away. 

Mar,  Sifter,  will  you  marry  that  inconftant  Man  ? 
Think  you,  he  will  not  caft  you  off  to  Morrow, 
To  wrong  a  Lady  thus  ?  look'd  ftie  like  Dirt, 
'Twas  bafely  done.    May  you  ne'er  profper  with  him ! 

Wei,  Now  God  forbid !    Alas,  I  was  unworthy,  fo  I 
told  him. 

Mar,  That  was  your  Modefty,  too  good  for  him. 
I  wou'd  not  fee  your  Wedding  for  a  World. 

Lady.  Chufe,  chufe;  come,  Tounglove. 

[Exit  Lady,  El.  Love,  and  Abig. 

Mar,  Dry  up  your  Eyes,  forfooth,  you  fhall  not  think 
we  are  all  fuch  uncivil  Beafts  as  thefe.  Wou'd  1  knew 
how  to  give  you  a  Revenge. 

WeL  So  would  not  I :  No,  let  me  fufFer  truly,  that  I 
defire, 

Mar.  Pray  walk  in  with  me,  'tis  very  late,  and  you 
fliall  ftay  all  Night:  Your  Bed  fhall  be  no  worfe  than 
mine;  I  wifh  I  cou'd  but  do  you  Right. 

Wei.  M  y  humble  Thanks :  ^'  v   '  , 
God  grant,  I  may  but  live  to  quit  your  Love !  [Exeunt. 

A  a  3  Eniif 
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Enter  Tomg  Lovelefs  and  SaviL 

Yo.  Love,  Did  your  Mafter  fend  for  me,  Savil? 

Sav,  Yes,  he  did  fend  for  your  Worlhip,  Sir. 

To,  Love.  Do  you  know  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Sav.  Alas,  Sir,  1  know  nothing, 
Nor  am  employ'd  beyond  my  Hours  of  eating. 
My  dancing  Days  are  done.  Sir. 

To.  Love.  What  art  thou  now  then  ? 

Sav,  If  you  confider  me  in  Little,  I 
Am,  with  your  Worfliip's  Reverence,  Sir,  a  Rafcal : 
One  that  upon  the  next  Anger  of  your  Brother, 
Muft  raife  a  Sconce  by  the  Highway  and  fell  Switches ; 
My  Wife  is  learning  now.  Sir,  to  weave  Inkle. 

To,  Love,  What  doft  thou  mean  to  do  with  thy  Chil* 
dren,  Savil? 

Sav.  My  eldeft  Boy  is  half  a  Rogue  already. 
He  was  born  burften,  and,  your  Worlhip  knows. 
That  is  a  pretty  Step  to  Mens'  Compaflions. 
My  youngeft  Boy  I  purpofe.  Sir,  to  bind 
For  ten  Years  to  a  Goaler,  to  draw  under  him. 
That  he  may  fhew  us  Mercy  in  his  Funftion. 

To.  Love.  Your  Family  is  quarter'd  with  Difcretion, 
You  are  refolv'd  to  cant  then.   Where,  Savil^ 
Shall  your  Scene  lie  ^ 

Sav.  Beggars  muft  be  no  Chulers, 
In  every  Place,  I  take  it,  but  the  Stocks.  [Sofuil^ 

To.  Love.  This  is  your  Drinking  and  your  Whoring, 
I  told  you  of  it,  but  your  Heart  was  harden'd. 

Sav,  'Tis  true,  you  were  the  firft  that  told  me  of  it: 
I  do  remember  yet  in  Tears,  you  told  me 
You  wouM  have  Whores,  and  in  that  Paifion,  Sir, 
You  broke  out  thus  :  Thou  miferable  Man, 
Repent,  and  brew  three  Strikes  more  in  a  Hogihead. 
*Tis  Noon  e'er  wc  be  drunk  now,  and  the  Timq 
Can  tarry  for  no  Man. 

To.  Love.  You're  grown  a  bitter  Gentleman.    I  fee, 
Mifery  can  clear  your  Head  better  than  Muftard, 
rU  be  a  Suitor  for  your  Keys  again.  Sir. 
Sav,  Will  you  but  be  fo  gracious  to  me,  Sir  ? 
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I  fliall  be  bound. 

To,  Love,  You  fliall,  Sir, 
To  your  Bunch  again,  or  I'll  mifs  foully. 

Enter  Morecraft. 

Mor,  Save  you.  Gentleman,  fave  you. 

Yo,  Love.  Nov/  Polecat,  what  young  Rabbet's  Neft  have 
you  to  draw  ? 

Mor.  Come,  prithee  be  familiar.  Knight. 

To,  Love.  Away,  Fox,  Til  fend  for  Terriers  for  you. 

Mor.  Thou  art  wide  yet :  Til  keep  thee  Company. 

To,  Love,  I  am  about  fome  Bufinefs,  Indentures ; 
If  you  follow  me,  I'll  beat  you :  take  heed. 
As  I  live  I'll  cancel  your  Coxcomb. 

Mor  Thou  art  cozen' d  now,  I  am  no  Ufurer : 
What  poor  Fellow's  this  } 

Sav,  I  am  poor,  indeed,  Sir. 

Mor.  Give  him  Money,  Knight. 

To,  Love.  Do  you  begin  the  Offering. 

Mor,  There,  poor  Fellow  ;  here's  an  Angel  for  thee. 

To,  Love,  Art  thou  in  Earned:,  Morecraft  f 

Mor,  Yes,  faith.  Knight,  I'll  follow  thy  Example: 
Thou  had' ft  Land  and  Thoufands,  thou  fpend'ft,  and 
fiung'ft  away,  and  yet  it  flows  in  double : 
I  purchas'd,  wrung,  and  wierdraw'd,  for  my  Wealth, 
Loft,  and  was  cozen'd :  For  which  I  make  a  Vow, 
To  try  all  ways  above  Ground,  but  I'll  find 
A  conftant  Means  to  Riches  without  Curfes. 

To.  Love,  I  am  glad  of  your  Converfion,  Mafter  More- 
You're  in  a  fair  Courfe,  pray  purfue  it  ftill.  [cr^ft  * 

Mor,  Come,  we  are  all  Gallants  now,  I'll  keep  thee 
Company  •,  Here,  honeft  Fellow,  for  this  Gentleman's  fake, 
there's  two  Angels  more  for  thee. 

Sav,  God  quit  you,  Sir,  and  keep  you  long  in  this 
Mind! 

To.  Love.  Wilt  thou  perfevere  i 

Mor.  'Till  I  have  a  Penny. 
I  have  brave  Cloaths  a  making,  and  two  Horfes ; 
Canft  thou  not  help  me  to  a  Match,  good  Knight  ?  I'll 
lay  a  thoufand  Pound  upon  my  Crop-Ear. 

A  a  4  To.  Love. 
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To.  Love.  *Foot,  this  is  ftranger  than  an  Africk  Monfter  ; 
There  will  be  no  more  Talk  of  the  Cleve  Wars 
While  this  lafts ;  come,  I'll  put  thee  into  Blood. 

Sav. '  Wou'd,  all  his  damn'dTribe  were  as  tender-hearted! 
I  befeech  you  let  this  Gentleman  join  with  you 
In  the  Recovery  of  my  Keys   1  like 
His  good  Beginning,  Sir;  the  whilft  I'll  pray 
For  both  your  Worfhips. 

To.  Love,  He  fhall,  Sir. 

Mor.  Shall  we  go,  noble  Knight.'*  I  wou'd  fain  be 
acquainted. 

To,  Love,  ril  be  your  Servant,  Sir.  [^Exeunt. 
Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  and  Lady. 

EL  Love.  'Faith,  my  fweet  Lady,  I  have  caught  you 
Maugre  your  Subtilties,  and  fine  Devices,  [now. 
Be  coy  again  now. 

Lady.  Prithee,  Sweet-heart,  tell  true. 

El.  Love.  By  this  Light, 
By  all  the  Pleafures  I  have  had  this  Night, 
By  your  loft  Maidenhead,  you  are  cozen'd  merely. 
I  have  caft  beyond  your  Wit.  (40)  That  Gentlewoman 
Is  your  Retainer  JVelford.    Lady.  It  cannot  be  fo. 

El.  Love.  Your  Sifter  has  found  it  fo,  or  I  miftake, 
Mark,  how  fhe  blufties  when  you  fee  her  next. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  fliall  not  travell  now,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Prithee,  Sweet-heart, 
Be  quiet,  thou  haft  angred  me  at  Heart. 

El.  Love.  I'll  pleafe  you  foon  again. 

Lady.  Welford? 

El.  Love.  Ay,  Welford  \  he's  a  young  handfome  Fel- 
low, well-bred  and  landed,  your  Sifter  can  inftrudt  you  in 
his  good  Parts,  better  than  I,  by  this  time; 

Lady.  'Ud's  foot,  am  I  fetch'd  over  thus  ? 

El  Love.  Yes,  I'faith. 

(40)  T^hai  Gentleman  is  your  ^^/^/«^r  Welford]  I  think,  the  Poets 
certainly  wrote  Genth'womany  i.  e.  that  feeming  Gentlewoman;  for 
Welford  was  now  in  Woman's  Habit.  And  fo,  again,  in  the  fubfe- 
quent  Page. 

Ngivyou  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman ;  ^tand  clofe. 

And 
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And  over  fliall  be  fetch'd  again,  never  fear  it. 

Lady:  I  muft  be  patient,  though  it  torture  me: 
You  jhave  got  the  Sun,  Sir. 

EL  Love,  And  the  Moon  too,  in  which  I'll  be  the 
Man. 

Lady,  But  had  I  known  this,  had  T  but  furmis'd  it. 
You  fhould  have  hunted  three  Trains  more,  before  you 
Had  come  to  th'  Courfe,  you  Ihould  have  hank'd  o'th* 
Sir,  r  faith.  [Bridle, 

Eh  Love,  I  knew  it,  and  min'd  with  you,  and  fo  blew 
you  up. 

Now  you  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman :  Stand  clofe. 
Enter  Welford,  and  Martha. 

Mar,  For  God's  fake.  Sir,  be  private  in  this  Bufinels^ 
You  have  undone  me  elfe.   O  God,  what  have  I  done  I 

Wei,  No  harm,  I  warrant  thee. 

Mar.  How  lhall  I  look  upon  my  Friends  again  ? 
With  what  Face  ? 

Wei,  Why  e'en  with  that :  'tis  a  good  one. 
Thou  can'ft  not  find  a  better :  Look  upon  all 
The  Faces  thou  lhalt  fee  there,  and  you  fliall  find  'em 
Smooth  ftill,  fair  ftill,  fweet  ftiU,  and  to  your  thinkings 
Honeft ;  thofe  have  done  as  much  as  you  have  yet. 
Or  dare  do,  Miftrefs,  and  yet  they  keep  no  ftir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir,  go  in,  and  put  your  Womans  Cloaths 
If  you  be  feen  thus,  I  am  loft  for  ever.  [on: 

Wei,  ril  watch  you  for  that,  Miftrefs :  I  am  no  Fool, 
Here  will  I  tarry  till  the  Houfe  be  up 
And  witnefs  with  me. 

Mar,  Good  dear  Friend,  go  in. 

Wei.  To  Bed  again  if  you  pleafe,  elfe  I  am  fix'd 
Here  till  there  be  Notice  taken  what  I  am,  ^ 
And  what  1  have  done.  If  you  could  juggle  me  into  my 
Womanhood  again,  and  fo  cog  me  out  of  your  Com- 
pany, all  this  would  be  forfworn,  and  I  again  an  AfinegOy 
as  your  Sifter  left  me.  No,  I'll  have  it  known  and  pub- 
lifti'd;  then  if  you'll  be  a  Whore,  forfake  me  and  be 
afham'd :  And  when  you  can  hold  no  longer,  marry  fome 
caft  Cleve  Captain,  and  fell  Botde-Ale. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  I  dare  not  ftay.  Sir,  ufe  me  modeftly, 
I  am  your  Wife.     fFel.  Go  in,  I'll  make  up  all. 

EL  Love,  I'll  be  a  Witnefs  of  your  naked  Truth,  Sir. 
This  is  the  Gentlewoman,  prithee  look 
Upon  him,  this  is  he  that  made  me  break  my  Faith, 
Sweet : 

But  thank  your.  Sifter,  fhe  hath  folder*d  it. 

Lady,  What  a  dull  Afs  was  I,  I  could  not  fee 
This  Wencher  from  a  Wench :  Twenty  to  one. 
If  I  had  been  but  tender  like  my  Sifter, 
He  had  ferv'd  me  fuch  a  flippery  Trick  too. 

PVel. '  Twenty  to  one  I  had. 

EL  Love.  I  wou'd  have  watch'd  you,  Sir,  by  your 
good  Patience, 
For  ferreting  in  my  Ground. 

Lady.  You  have  been  with  my  Sifter. 

PFeL  Yes,  to  bring,—- 

EL  Love,  An  Heir  into  the  World,  he  means. 

Lady  There  is  no  chafing  now. 

TFeL  I  have  had  my  Part  on't : 
I  have  been  chaft  this  three  Hours,  that*s  the  leaft,  I  am 
reafonable  cool  now. 

Lady.  Cannot  you  fare  well,  but  you  muft  cry  Roaft- 
meat? 

PFeL  He  that  fares  well,  and  will  not  blefs  the  Founders, 
Is  either  forfeited,  or  ill  taught.  Lady  ; 
For  mine  own  part,  I  have  found  fo  fweet  a  Diet, 
I  can  commend  it,  though  I  cannot  ipare  it. 

EL  Love.  How  like  you  this  Difti,  IVelford^  I  made  a 
Supper  on't, 

And  fed  fo  heartily  I  cou'd  not  fleep. 

Lady.  By  this  Light,  had  I  but  fcented  out  your  Train, 
ye  had  flept  with  a  bare  Pillow  in  your  Arms  and  kifs'd 
that,  or  elfe  the  Bed-poft,  for  any  Wife  ye  had  got  this 
Twelve-month  yet :  I  would  have  vex'd  you  more  than 
a  tyr'd  Poft-horfe;  and  been  longer  bearing,  than  ever 
after-game  at  Irijh  was.  Lord,  that  I  were  unmarried 
again. 

EL  Love.  Lady,  I  wou'd  not  undertake  ye,  were  you 
again  a  Haggard^  for  the  beft  Caft  of  Ladies  i'th*  King- 

dom: 
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dom :  You  were  ever  tickle-footed,  and  would  not  truft 
round. 

ml  Is  flie  faft  ? 

EL  Love.  She  was  all  Night  lock'd  here.  Boy. 

(41)  IVel.  Then  you  may  lure  her  without  fear  of 
lofing:  Take  off  her  Creyance.  You  have  a  delicate 
Gentlewoman  to  your  Sifter :  Lord,  what  a  pretty  Fury 
(he  was  in,  when  flie  perceived  I  was  a  Man :  But  I 
thank  God  I  fatisfied  her  Sauple,  without  the  Parfon 
o'th'  Town. 

El  Love,  What  did  ye? 

TVel  Madam,  can  you  tell  what  we  did  ? 

El.  Love,  She  has  a  fhrewd  Guefs  at  it,  I  fee  it  by  her. 

Lady,  Well,  you  may  mock  us :  But  my  large  Gentle- 
woman, 

(42)  My  Mary  Amhree^  had  I  but  feen  into  you. 
You  fhould  have  had  another  Bed-fellow, 
Fitter  a  great  deal  for  your  Itch. 

Wei,  I  thank  you.  Lady,  methought  it  was  well. 
You  are  fo  curious. 

Enter  Xoung  Lovelefs,  his  Lady^  Morecraft,  Savil, 
and  two  Servin^men. 

El,  Love,  Get  on  your  Doublet,  here  comes  my  Brother. 
To.  Love.  Good-morrow,  Brother,  and  all  Good  to  your 
Lady. 

Mor,  God  fave  you,  and  Good-morrow  to  you  aU ! 
El.  Love.  Good-morrow.    Hexe's  a  poor  Brother  of 
yours. 

(41)  Then  you  may  lure  her  nuithout  Fear  of  lofing. 

Take  o  f  her  Cranes  ]  A  Lure  in  Fauconry,  is  a  Machine  com- 
pofed  of  Feathers  and  Leather  j  which  by  being  call  up  into  the  Air, 
feems  in  its  Motion  to  look  like  a  Fowl :  Upon  this,  a  young  Hawk 
is  trained  up  to  be  fed,  has  a  live  Dove  given  her  j  and  therefore 
forfakes  not  the  Lure,  The  Creyance  is  a  fine  fmall  long  Line  of 
ftrong,  and  even  twin'd  Packthread,  which  is  fallen'd  to  the  Ha^vk's 
Lealh  before  fhe  is  reclatnCd^  or  fully  tamed. 

(42)  My  Mary  Ambree,]  This  was  a  Virago,  who  in  the  Begin- 
ning of  King  James  the  Firft's  Reign  went  a  Volunteering  in  Men's 
Cloaths.  She  is  frequently  mcntion'd  by  Ben.  Jon  son  both  in  his 
Flayi  and  Epigrams, 

Lady, 
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Lady,  Fie,  how  this  fhames  me. 

Mor,  Prithee,  good  Fellow,  help  me  to  a  Cup  of  Beer. 

Ser.  I  will.  Sir. 

To,  Love,  Brother,  what  makes  you  here  Will  this 
Lady  do  ?  Will  fhe  ?  Is  fhe  not  nettl'd  ftill  ? 

El,  Love.  No,  I  have  cur'd  her. 
Mr.  Welford^  pray  know  this  Gentleman,  he  is  my 
Brother. 

WeL  Sir,  I  fhall  long  to  love  him. 

To^  Love,  I  fhall  not  be  your  Debtor,  Sir,  But  how 
is't  with  you  ? 

EL  Love,  As  well  as  may  be,  Man :  I  am  married  : 
Your  hew  Acquaintance  hath  her  Sifter,  and  all's  well. 

To,  Love,  I  am  glad  on't.  Now,  my  pretty  Lady  Sifter, 
How  do  you  find  my  Brother } 

Lady,  Almoft  as  wild  as  you  are. 

To,  Love,  He  will  make  the  better  Husband :  You 
have  tried  him  ? 

Lady.  Againft  my  Will,  Sir. 

To,  Love,  He'll  make  your  Will  Amends  foon,  do 
not  doubt  it. 
But,  Sir,  I  muft  intreat  you  to  be  better  known 
To  this  converted  Jew  here. 

Ser,  Here's  Beer  for  you,  Sir. 

(43)  Mor,  And  here's  for  you  an  Angel: 
Pray,  buy  no  Land,  'twill  never  profper.  Sir. 

El,  Love,  How's  this } 

To,  Love,  Blefs  you,  and  then  I'll  tell.  He's  turn'd 
Gallant. 

El.  Love,  Gallant } 

To.  Love,  Ay,  Gallant,  and  is  now  called.  Cutting 

Morecraft 

The  Reafon  I'll  inform  you  at  more  Leifure. 
WeL  O  good  Sir,  let  me  know  him  prefently. 

(43)  Mor.  Jnd  hirers  for  you  an  Angel:']  This  fudden  Converfion 
of  Morecraft,  from  a  griping  Ufurer  to  a  downright  Gallant,  is 
quite  extravagant  and  out  of  the  Rules  and  Pradlife  of  the  Stage : 
Efpecially,  as  there  is  no  Shadow  of  Reafon  for  it ;  unlefs  he  may  be 
faid  to  look  upon  the  Lofs  he  had  fuftain'd  from  Young  Lo<velefs  to  be 
a  Scourge  and  Judgment  upon  him  for  his  former  Rapacioufnefs. 

To,  Love. 
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To.  Love:  You  fhall  hug  one  another. 
Mor,  Sir,  1  muft  keep  you  Company. 
EL  Love,  And  Reafon  

To,  Love,  Cutting  Morecraft  faces  about,  I  muft  pre- 
fent  another. 

Mor,  As  many  as  you  will,  Sir,  I  am  for  'em. 
JVeL  Sir,  I  (hall  do  you  Service. 
Mor,  I  fhall  look  for't,  in  good  Faith,  Sir. 
.  El,  Love,  Prithee,  good  Sweetheart,  kifs  him. 
Lady.  Who,  that  Fellow  ^ 

Sav.  Sir,  will  it  pleafe  you  to  remember  me  ?  My  Keys, 

good  Sir-  

To.  Love,  I'll  do  it  prefently. 

EL  Love,  Come,  thou  lhak  kifs  him  for  our  Sport 
fake. 

Lady,  Let  him  come  on  then ;  and  do  you  hear,  do 
not  inftrud  me  in  thefe  Tricks,  for  you  may  repent  it. 

EL  Love.  That  at  my  Peril.  Lufty  Mr.  Morecrafty 
Here  is  a  Lady  wou'd  falute  you. 

Mor,  She  lhall  not  lofe  her  Longing,  Sir:  What  is 
nie? 

EL  Love,  My  Wife,  Sir. 
Mor,  She  muft  be  then  my  Miftrefs. 
Lady,  Muft  I,  Sir  ? 
EL  Love,  O  yes,  you  muft. 
Mor,  And  you  muft  take  this  Ring,  a  poor  Pawn 
of  fome  fifty  Pound. 

EL  Love,  Take  it  by  any  Means,  'tis  lawful  Prize. 
Lady,  Sir,  I  ftiall  call  you,  Servant. 
Mor.  I  ftiall  be  proud  on't :  What  Fellow's  that  ? 
To,  Love,  My  Lady's  Coachman. 
Mor,  There's  fomething,  my  Friend,  for  you  to  buy 
Whips  •, 

And  for  you.  Sir,  and  you.  Sir. 

EL  Love,  Under  a  Miracle,  this  is  the  ftrangeft 
I  ever  heard  of. 

Mor,  What,  ftiall  we  play,  or  drink  }   What  fliall 
we  do.? 

Who  will  hunt  \^th  me  for  a  Hundred  Pounds  ? 
IVeL  Stranger  and  ftranger ! 

Sir, 
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Sir,  you  fliall  find  Sport  after  a  Day  or  two. 

To  Love.  Sir,  I  have  Suit  unto  you 
Concerning  your  old  Servant  Savil. 

El  Love,  O,  for  his  Keys,  I  know  it. 

Sav,  Now,  Sir,  ftrike  in. 

Mor.  Sir,  I  muft  have  you  grant  me. 

EL  Love.  *Tis  done.  Sir,  take  your  Keys  again 
But  hark  you,  Savil^  leave  off  the  Motions 
Of  the  Flefli,  and  be  honeft,  or  elfe  you  fhall  graze  again : 
r  11  try  you  once  more. 

Sav.  If  ever  I  be  taken  drunk,  or  whoring. 
Take  off  the  biggeft  Key  i'th'  Bunch,  and  open 
My  Head  with  it.  Sir.  I  humbly  thank  your  Worftiips. 

•  EL  Love.  Nay,  then,  I  fee  we  muft  keep  Holiday. 

Enter  Roger,  and  Abigail. 

H^cre*s  the  laft  Couple  in  Hell. 

Rog.  Joy  be  among  you  all ! 

Lady.  Why,  how  now,  Sir,  what's  the  Meaning 
this  Emblem 

Rog.  Marriage,  an't  like  your  Worfhip. 

Lady.  Are  you  married  ? 

Rog.  As  faft  as  the  next  Prieft  could  do  it,  MadiW. 
EL  Love.  I  thmk,  the  Sign's  in  Gemini^  here's  foch 
Coupling. 

TVeL  Sir  Roger ^  what  will  you  take  to  lie  from  your 
^Sweetheart  to  Night  ? 

Rog.  Not  the  beft  Benefice  in  your  Worfhip's  Gift,  Sir. 

WeL  A  whorfon,  how  he  Swells ! 

To.  Love.  How  many  times  to  Night,  Sir  Roger? 

Rog,  Sir,  you  grow  fcurrilous : 
What  I  fhall  do,  I  fiiall  do  :  I  fhall  not  need  your  Help, 
.  To.  Love.  For  Horfe-flefh,  Roger, 

EL  Love.  Come,  prithee  be  not  angry,  'tis  a  Day 
Given  wholly  to  our  Mirth. 

Lady.  It  fhall  be  fo ;  Sir  Roger  and  his  Bride, 
We  fhall  intreat  to  be  at  our  Charge. 

EL  Love.  Welford^ 
Get  you  to  th'  Church    by  this  Light, 
You  lie  not  with  her  again,  'till  married. 

mi 
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Wd,  I  am  gone. 

Mor,  To  every  Bride  I  dedicate  this  Day 
Six  Healths  a  Piece,  and,  it  lhall  go  hard. 
But  every  one  a  Jewel :  Come,  be  mad.  Boys. 

El,  Love,  Thbu'rt  in  a  good  Beginning :  Come,  who 
leads  ? 

Sir  Roger ^  you  fliall  have  the  Van :  lead  the  Way : 
'Would,  every  dogged  Wench  had  fuch  a  Day ! 

[Exeunf  mnes^ 


The  End  of  the  Firjl  Volume. 
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POSTSCRIPT 

To  the  First  Volume. 

By    r.   S  E  W  A  R  B, 

AS  Conjedlural  Criticifm  admits  of  the  grea^e^:  Va- 
riety of  Opinions,  I  (hall  fubjoin  to  this  Volume 
an  Examination  of  thofe  Notes  of  Mr.  Theobald 
where  I  happen  in  any  degree  to  differ  from  him  ;  and  if 
the  Reader  joins  in  the  Approbation  of  the  reft,  Mr.  Theo- 
bald will,  by  this  Edition,  lofe  no  Part  of  that  Honour 
which  the  learned  World  paid  him  for  his  excellent  Edition 
of  Shakefpear. 

Maid's  Tragedy^  Page  15,  Note  12.  Neptune  in  the 
Mafque  thus  fpeaks  to  yEolus. 

•  IVe  do  command  thee  free^ 

Favonius,  and  thy  milder  winds,  to  wait 
Upon  our  Cinthia ;  hut  tie  Boreas  jtraight  % 
He's  too  rebellious. 
iEol.  Iffjalldoit. 

Nept.  Do,  great  Majler  of  the  Flood,  and  all  below^ 
Thy  full  Command  has  taken,    NuoV  Ho  I  the  Main. 
Neptune!  —  Nept.  Here.    Mo\.  Boreas  has  broke  his 
Chain.']  The  leaft  Attention  to  this  PafTage  muft 
jdifcover  the  grofs  Abfurdity  of  Neptune'^  calhng  yEolus 

great  Mafter  of  the  Flood.    Non  illi  imperium  Pelagi. 

I  therefore  propos'd  to  Mr.  Theobald  the  following  Con- 
jedure.  V^^hen  ^olus  goes  out  to  perform  the  Com- 
mand, it  is  neceftary  that  Neptune  fliould  fpeak  fome- 
thing,  that  there  may  be  no  Paufe  in  the  Adion,  there 
being  an  Aukwardnefs  in  fuch  fore  of  Paufes,  which 
fhould  always  be  avoided  in  Dramatic  Writings.  Inftcad 
of  Great  I  read  We're,  and  reftoring  tlie  Verfe,  the 
whole  will  run  thus  : 

^ol.  I  pall  do  it.    Nept.  Bo., 
JVe^re  Mafler  of  the  Flood,  and  all  below 
Thy  full  Command  hath  taken.  —  .^ol.  Ho  I  th:  Main. 

B  b  2  f.  ^. 


372         post:  SCRIPT.  \ 

z.  I  rule  the  Sea,  and  thou  rul'ft  the  Winds,  which  arc 
imprifon'd  in  the  Caves  below  the  Earth.  It  will  then 
become  almoft  a  Tranflation  of  what  Neptune  fays  oiuEolus 

in  Virgil 

— - — ' —  tenet  ilk  immania  Saxa 
Vefiras^  Eure^  Domos.  ilia  feja^fet  in  Aula 
Jtolus^  et  claufo  Vent  or  mn  car  cere  regnet, 

Mr.  Theobald  did  not  mention  this  from  a  Partiality  to 
a  Conjedure  ot  his  own,  which  the  Reader  will  find  in- 
ferted  in  the  Text,  and  which  makes  tolerable  fenfe ;  but 
hurries  the  Ad  ion  of  /Eclus  fo  much,  that  Mr,  Theobald 
has  recourfe  to  /Eolm^s  Godhead  to  folve  it ;  but  this  could 
not  ailifl:  the  J5lor  in  performing  it,  whom  it  is  probable' 
the  Poet  would  take  care  of,  by  not  putting  him  in  fo 
indecent  a. Hurry.  • — -Since  Mr.  Theobald's  Death,  I  re- 
ceived his  valuable  Collection  of  old  ^.arto's^  and  find 
tliat  the  firft  Edition  has  not  the  Word  greats  but  reads 
thus, 

Nept.  Do^ — 'Mafier  of  the  Flood  and  all  below  &c. 

It  is  probable  the  Word  in  the  Manufcript  v/as  blotted, 
and  the  firft  §uarto  left  an  Hiatus  for  it,  but  the  Setter 
cf  the  Prefs,  in  the  fecond  ^arto^  very  unhappily  fill'd 
it  up  with  gi-eat^  which  v/as  follow 'd  by  all  the  other  edi-  ■ 
tions.  This  thcre'bre  feems  to  render  my  Conjedlure 
much  more  probable. 

Page  1 6,  Note  14.  After  Cinthiah  Train  have  fung 
their  Part,  Neptune  thus  introduces  a  Song  by  his  T ntons, 

Nept.  Great  ^een  of  us  and  Heav^n^  hear  what  I 
bring 

^0  make  this  Hour  a  full  one ^ 

If  not  her  Meafure.  Cinth.  Speak^  Sea^s  King.]  The 
Words,  —  If  not  her  Meafure  —  are  evidently  abfurd, 
and  are  inferted  in  the  middle  of  a  Verfe  fo'as  to  interrupt 
the  Regularity  of  the  Meafure.  By  a  very  flight  Change 
good  Senfe  m.ay  be  reftor'd  to  them,  I  read  therefore  — 
If  not  o'er-meafure becaufe  he  fays  his  Tritons  fhould 
play  ' —  Muftck  to  lead  a  Storm.  And  as  to  the  Interrup- 
tion cf  the  Meafure,  fuch  Intercalations  of  Words  be- 
tween 
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twcen  Verfes  are  us*d  by  our  Aiuhois.  Thus  Vol.  IIL 
Page  191. 

 fVe  have  performed  a  Work 

Worthy  the  Gods  themf elves. 
Sat.  Come  forward^  Maiden^  do  not  lurk. 
The  HemiRic  is  an  hirercalation.    The  Liberties  in  Mea* 
fure,  taken  by  our  old  Dramatic  Poets,  being  quite  bound- 

lefs.  This  Emendation  I  fent  Mr.  Theobald^  but  lie 

preferred  a  Conjedure  of  his  own,  which  makes  the  in- 
tercaiatory  Words  a  mere  marginaK^^^^r/,  accidentally 
crept  into  the  Text.  The  Conjedure  is  certainly  a  happy 
one ;  but  I  think  he  ought  to  have  mentioned  both,  and 
left  the  Choice  to  the  Reader. 
Page  18,  Verfe  18. 

^he  Day  breaks  here,,  and  yon  fame  fiafnlng  Beam 
Shot  from  the  South.']  Moft  of  the  Editions  read  fome 
flaring but  the  firft  Quarto  reads  Sun-flaring,,  a  com-' 
pound  Word,  vaftly  more  poetical  than  any  of  the  Tub- 
iequent  Readings. 

Page  25,  Mote  22.  Mr.  Theobald  allows  the  Juftice  of 
Mr.  Rhymer* %  Exclamation  at  the  Effrontery  and  Impu* 
dence  of  Evadne^s>  Charafter ;  as  if  the  Poets  were  not  as 
fenfible  of  it  as  Mr.  Rhymer,,  and  had  not  fufficiently 
punifh'd  her  for  it.  Tiie  Anger  of  thefe  Gentlemen  an 
the  Chara^er^  is  the  very  Paffion  defign'd  to  be  rais'd  by 
k;  but  they  miftook"rhe  Objel^  of  their  Anger,  and  were 
as  much  in  the  wrong  as  an  Audience  would  be,  who 
were  violently  angry  with  a  good  Player  for  repre  fen  ting 
Macbeth^  lago^  or  Richard^  as  fuch  confjmmate  Villains. 
The  Queftions  which  a  Critic  fhould  ask  are,  JVhether 
the  Character  is  natural?  and  Whether  proper  for  the 
Stage  or  not?  As  to  the  firfl  ;  Nature,  we  fear,  gives 
but  too  many  fad  Examples  of  fuch  Effrontery  in  Wo* 
men,  who,  when  abandon'd  to  their  Vices,  are  obferved 
to  be  fometimes  more  reprobate  in  them  than  the  worft 
of  Men.  Befide  this,  there  is  a  remarkable  Beauty  in 
the  Effrontery  and  Haughtincfs  of  Evadne^s  Character ; 
fhe  has  a  Family  Likenefs  to  her  Brother  \  fhe  is  a  Female 
Melantius  depraved  by  vicious  Love.  And  if  there  are 
any  of  her  ExpreiTions  which  feem  now  too  grofs  for  the 

B  b  3  Stage, 
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Stage,  it  is  fufficient  to  fay,  they  were  far  from  being 
thought  grofs  in  the  Age  they  were  wrote ;  of  which  fee 
Proofs  at  Page  54,  55,  and  56,  in  the  Preface.  Mr.  Tbeo-- 
hald  too  is  juit  as  much  miftaken  in  his  Impeachment  of  the 
King's  Charadler  at  Note  36 ;  he  fays  it  is  mohftroufly 
overcharged  with  Vices.  But  does  not  Fliilory  afford  us 
a  hundred  Inftances  of  fuch  royal  Monfters  ?  Indeed, 
Vv'hen  a  vicious  King  is  once  perfuaded  that  he  has  a  Di- 
11721  ty  about  him,  that  protedls  his  Vices  and  exalts  him 
above  the  reacli  of  Law  or  Juftice,  there  is  no  wonder 
that  he  fliould  abandon  himielf  to  all  manner  of  Enor- 
mities, 

Page  32,  Note  29.  See  a  Note  on  this  Paflage  at 
Page  30,  of  the  Preface. 

Page  36,  Note  35.  No  more^  embrace  me]  Mr.  neo- 
laid  has  inferred  a  Change  here  which  is  neither  confonant 
to  the  Context,  nor  to  the  fleady  Friendfiiip  of  the  Cha- 
rader  who  utters  it.  The  Senfe  of  the  old  Text  is  ex- 
ceedingly clear  ■  No  more,  i.  e.  Talk  not  any  more  in 
this  manner,  but  come  and  embrace  me. 

Page  46,  47,  i^c.  The  Quarrel  between  Amlntor  and 
Melantius  has  been  the  Subjed,  fays  Mr.  Jbeobald^  of 
much  Criticifm.  For  my  part,  I  have  read  none  but 
Rhymer'' s  Abufes,  rather  than  Criticifms,  upon  it.  In  an- 
fwer  to  which  I  can  only  fay,  that  the  Sentiments  thro'  the 
"whole  Scene  are  nervous,  ftriking,  and  noble  ;  the  Lan- 
guage poetical  and  fublime  ;  and  the  Occafion  of  the 
<2viarrel  a  beloved  Sifter's  Honour.  Againft  the  firft 
Qiiarrel  therefore  nothing  but  Rancour  or  Folly  can  ob- 
jed:.  But  Amintor's  Challenge  of  Melantius^  after  their 
firft  Reconciliation,  feems  at  firft  fight  very  unaccount- 
able, and  fo  in  reality  it  is  ;  for  it  is  built  upon  an  abfurd 
Principle,  that  of  unlimited  Pajfive  Obedience  and  Non- 
Rejiftance  to  Princes.  This  was  the  fafhionable  Dodrinc 
of  our  Author's  Age,  and  Amintor's  Heroifm  is  intirely 
built  upon  it.  The  Struggle  therefore,  as  is  before  obferv'd 
at  Page  3  7  of  the  Preface,  between  his  amazing  Provoca- 
tions and  his  indifpenfable  Duty,  would  naturally  hurry 
him  into  the  Madnefs  he  her^  falls  into. 
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Page  51,  Note  46.  Mr.  Theobald  blames  the  Authors 
for  Obfcurity,  but  without  reafon.  The  expreffion  is  clear 
enough,  nor  needs  any  Explanation. 

Page  7 1 ,  Note  6 1 .  The  Note  here  of  mine  was  wrote 
many  Years  fmce,  at  my  firfl  Entrance  on  the  Work,  be- 
fore I  faw  the  Abfurdity  of  talking  peremptorily  in  a  mat- 
ter of  mere  Conjedlure;  'and  as  a  proper  Punifhment  lor 
having  done  it  here,  more  than  in  almoft  any  other  Note, 
I  am  now  convinc'd  that  I  was  wrong  in  condemning  the 
old  Text ;  for  tho'  the  Change  I  have  made  may  make 
better  Senfe,  I  am  certain  the  old  Reading  was  right,  fince 
the  fame  Sentiment  frequently  occurs  in  our  Authors  Plays. 
Page  78,  Note  69. 

PuWd  People  from  the  far  theft  Sea  to  feek  him^ 

And  by  his  Friendfhip  1  was  then  his  Soldier,']  Inftead  of 
this  I  propos'd  to  read, 

•    Puird  People  from  the  far  theft  Sea  to  feek  him^ 

And  buy  his  Friendfhip,   The  corruption  from 

buy  to  by  is  very  eafy,  but  Mr.  iL  heobald  chofe  to  adopt  the 
Reading  of  an  old  Quarto  —  beg  his  Friendfhip.  But 
from  fo  many  Copies  reading  by^  I  fhould  in  this  Inftance 
have  preferred  a  Conjecture  to  the  Authority  of  that  S^arto, 
The  Manufcript  was  probably  blotted,  and  the  Printer  of 
that  ^arto  made  good  Senfe ;  but  the  other  feems  the 
better  Word,  and  much  nearer  in  trace  of  Letters  to  the 
corrupt  Reading  of  the  reft. 

Page  88,  Note  78.  Mr.  Rhymer  ^nd  Mr.  Theobald  con- 
cur  again  in  blaming  our  Authors  for  making  the  Title  of 
the  Play  relate  to  the  Diftrefs  of  Ajpatia^  and  the  Moral 
at  the  Clofe  only  to  the  ill  Confequences  of  Vice  in  Kings. 
But  thefe  Gentlemen  did  not  remember,  that  good  Writers 
have  frequently  avoided  giving  their  Plays  a  Name  which 
might  foreftal  the  Event,  and  open  too  much  of  the 
main  Plot :  Thus  Venice  prefer d^  or  The  Plot  difcover'd^ 
has  been  blam'd  for  difcovering  the  Plot  too  foon.  Where- 
as many  of  Shakefpear^s  and  our  Authors  Plays  take  their 
Names  from  fome  Character  or  Incident  that  gives  not  the 
leaft  Infight  into  the  main  Defign. 

King  and  No  King^  Page  187,  Note  6.  Mv.  Theobald's 
high-flown  Compliments  to  me  here,  fhould  certainly  be 

B  b  4  expung'dj 
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expungM,  could  I  take  fuch  a  liberty  with  the  Part  which 
Mr.  "fbeobald  printed  :  For  I  equally  difapprove  the  ejt- 
travagant  Encomiums,  as  well  as  the  grofs  Abufes  of  Critics 
upon  each  other.  This  Note  was  printed  juft  after  a  flight 
Difagreement  between  us  was  comprpmis'd,  and  muft  be 
look'd  on  as  the  EfFeft  of  mere  Complaifance. 

Page  239,  Note  40.  — -poor  Spaconia  li^jes 
To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe'\  and  then  no  more]  Mr,  Symp^ 
[on  asks,  Should  not  Spaconia  then  have  held  her  Tongue  ? 
But,  as  fhe  goes  on,  he  thinks  the  Paflage  corrupt,  and 

reads  —  and  tell  thee  more.  '  I  by  no  means  admit  the 

Change,  but  think  the  old  Text  not  only  unexceptionable, 
but  much  preferable  to  the  new  one.  To  tell  thee  thou  art 
falfey  fignifies  to  fhew  thee  thy  Fallhood  in  its  true  Co- 
lours, which  fhe  accordingly  afterwards  paints  pretty 
ftrongly.  And  then  no  more^  u  e.  this  fhall  be  the  laft 
time  1  will  upbraid  you  with  it.  Here  is  a  fine  touch  of* 
the  tender  PalTions  intermixed  with  the  violent  ones,  which, 
if  well  fpoke  by  the  A<5trefs,  would  have  an  exceeding 
good  efi^ed.  Befide,  fuppofing  it  as  Mr.  Sympfon  thought, 
that  the  old  Reading  made  her  promife  to  fay  no  more, 
and  yet  (he  immediately  proceeds  to  upbraid  him  very  fe- 
verely  ;  why  even  this  is  very  common  to  People  in  vio- 
lent Pafiions :  Thus  our  Authors,  with  inimitable  Beauty, 
at  Page  187,  make  Arbaces^  in  the  midft  of  a  violent 
Rage,  thank  Heaven  for  having  taught  his  Heart  Pa- 
tience. 

Page  248,  Notes  47  and  48.]  Mr.  Theobald  was  ex- 
tremely miftaken  in  thinking  the  inimitable  burlefque 
Quarrel  between  the  two  Swordfmen  a  Sneer  upon  Paflages 
and  Scenes  of  Shakefpear,  It  is  a  moft  excellent  Banter 
upon  the  horrid  Folly  of  that  Age  for  Quarrelling,  and 
fighting  Duels  for  the  meereft  Trifles. 

The  Blood  of  our  bold  Touth^  which  heretofore 

Was  fpent  in  honourable  A^ion^ 

Or  to  defend,  or  to  enlarge  the  Kingdom^ 

Pours  out  itfelf  with  prodigal  Expence 

Upon  our  Mother* s  Lap,  the  Earth  that  bred  us. 

For  every  T rifle.    Little  French  Lawyer,  Aft  1.  Sc.  I. 

Books 
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Books  were  wrote  to  fettle  the  Pm^ilios  of  ^larreh ;  to 
tell  a  Man  that  he  muft^  or  Jfjould  do  any  thing,  was 
a  high  Affront,  and  to  thou  him  intolerable.  Shake- 
fpear  began  the  Burkfque  with  great  Spirit ;  but  the  King 
and  No  Ktng  being  then  a  favourite  Play,  very  probably 
contributed  greatly  to  the  Diminution  of  this  pernicious 
Pradlice;  for  when  our  Authors  afterwards  carry'd  on 
the  fame  Banter  in  the  Little  French  Lawyer^  placing  the 
Scene  in  Paris^  they  tell  us  the  Englijh  began  to  deteft 
this  Cuftom  of  Duellings  tho'  they  fcill  continued  to  ape 
the  French  in  their  other  Follies.  See  Ad  1.  Sc.  I.  of  the 
Little  French  Lawyer, 

'The  Scornful  Lady. 

Mr.  Theobald  did  not  receive  any  Afliftance  from  me  in 
this  Play,  nor  had  I  read  it  with  the  lead  Atteniion  till  it 
was  printed  off  by  him.  What  I  could  moil  have  wiflied 
to  have  fuggefled  to  him,  v/as  the  Refcoration  of  the 
Metre  to  great  numbers  of  Paffages  which  are  here,  as  int 
all  former  Editions,  printed  as  Profe  ;  not  that  the  whole 
feems  to  have  been  v/rote  originally  in  Verfe,  as  ^It  witb^ 
out  Money  and  fome  other  Plays  were,  which  were  before 
printed  as  Profe.  I  will  juil  mention  fome  of  the  moft 
remarkable  Paffages,  to  which  the  Metre  ought  to  have 
been  reflor'd,  as  I  go  on  in  the  Amendment  of  the  Senfe. 
The  firft  that  occurs  is  indeed  a  Trifle,  Page  28^* 

Enter  Welford. 
.  Wei.  Let  ^em  not  fiand fiill^  we  have  rid. 
Abig.  A  Suitor^  I  know ^  by  his  riding  hard:^  Til  not 
he  feen. 

The  firfl  Line  is  an  imperfed  Sentence,  and  the  Word 
omitted  refbores  the  Meafure. 

Wei.  Let  ^em  not  Jiand  jlilly  we*ve  rid  hard.     Abig.  A 
Suitor^ 

I  know^  by*  his  riding  hard  ^  LU  not  be  feen. 

Page  292,  Line  18. 
And  my  dear  Spark  of  Velvet,  thou  and  I  — ]  This  may 
pofTibly  refer  to  a  Part  of  Savil's  Drefs ;  but  1  remember 
no  Inftanqe  of  our  Author's  ever  mentioning  Velvet  as  the 

Habic 
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Habit  of  any  but  Beauxs.  See  Vol.  II.  Page  167,  Note  41, 

where  Petits  Matlres  are  call'd  walking  Velvet  Clokes,  Be- 
fides,  'Savil*s  formal  Drefs  is  very  minutely  defcrib'd  at 
Page  287  ;  but  not  a  Word  of  Felvet  is  there  hinted  at. 
I  read  Spark  of  Vellum^  which  is  fo  applicable  to  a  Steward^ 
that  Mr.  Addifon^  who  profefTedly  took  his  Charadler  of 
the  Steward  in  the  Drummer  from  this  of  Savily  gives  him 
the  Name  of  Vellum,  See  Page  294, 
Page  294. 

Was  given  bimfelf  into  the  Hands  of  VarletSy 
Not  to  be  carv'd  out.']  I  fuppofe  the  only  Idea  to  be  af- 
fix'd  to  this  is  —  not  to  be  recovered  or  draw'd  out  of  their 
Hands.  But  this  feems  a  very  ftiff  and  improper  Ufe  of 
the  Metaphor  of  carvings  which  is  generally  ufed  in  a  very 
different  Senfe,  and  I  believe  was  fo  in  this  Place.  The 
Varlets  have  got  him  in  their  Hands ^  and  are  carving  him 
out  amongji  them,  I  therefore  propofe  to  flrike  out  the 
noty  and  the  Meafure  is  complete  without  it : 

Jnd  fo  we  hug  yoUy  Sir.    Sav.  H' as  giv' n  hitnfelf 
Into  the  Hands  of  Varlets  to  he  carved  out. 
'  Page.  296.  The  firft  Scene  of  the  fecond  Aft  is  all  in 
true  Meafure,  allowing  a  very  few  Hemiftics.    Thus  at 
Line  10.  Sir^  as  a  Str anger ^  you  have  had  all  my  welcome 
either  r/iy  v/hich  flattens  the  Senfe  fliould  be  left  out,  or  wc 
fhould  read, 

6'/r,  as  a  Stranger^  you*ve  had  all  my  welcome^ 
But  had  I  known  your  Errand  e'er  you  came^  &c. 
"Page  297,  Note  14.  That  vifible  Beafi^  the  Butler."] 
Vifible  Beafi  fignifies,  one  that  appears  to  every  one  to  be 
a  Bead.    I  therefore  don't  affent  to  the  Change  which 
Mr.  Sympfon  has  made  here. 

Page  298.  Note  15. 
,  T 7  fleep.,  to  dicy  to  die  to  fleep ; 
Not  till  the  Man  be  in  his  Bedy  his  Grave ;  his  Grave 
His  Bed ;]  Mr.  Theobald  thinks  this  a  manifefl:  Flirt 
upon  the  fine  Soliloquy  of  Hamlet.    I  own  it  appears  fo 
at  firft  fight,  when  feparated  from  the  charader  who  fpeaks 
it.    But  let  it  be  obferv'd  that  Sir  Roger^s  whole  Cha- 
radter,  being  a  Burlefque  upon  Scholar/hip^  our  Authors 
probably  intended  here  only  to  ridicule  bad  Imitations  of 
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real  Beauties.  It  is  here  turn'd  into  one  of  thofe  affe£ied 
Repetitions  of  the  fame  Words^  which  had  been  wore  thread- 
bare by  the  Authors  of  that  Age,  and  had  been  banter'd 
as  a  falfe  l  afte  by  Shakefpear  hinifelf  in  the  very  Play 
which  our  Authors  here  rctcr  to:  He  calls  it  torturing  the 
poor  Phrafes^  and  puts  one  of  them  in  the  mouth  of  Po^ 
Icnius.,  a  Character  not  very  unlike  Sir  Roger\,  "Tis  true^ 
'tis  pity  ;  pity  'tis  'tis  true.  In  the  favourite  Play  of  that 
Age,  which  all  the  real  Wits,  Shakefpear^  Johnfon^  Beau- 
mont^ Fletcher^  &c.  often  ridicule,  viz.  Hierouymo  or  the 
Spanifh  Tragedy^  there  is  a  Speech  -of  great  length,  every 
Line  of  which  confifts  of  Words  thus  retorted  back  uport 
themfelves.  But  our  Authors  could  not  fo  miftake  th-e 
Soliloquy  in  Hamlet  as  to  think  that  Shakefpear  was  tortur- 
ing of  Words  in  this  manner,  for  he  only  carries  on  a 
Chain  of  Reafoning  by  a  Man  in  deep  Meditation,  But 
it  being  a  very  celebrated  Paffage  our  Authors  make  their 
Pedant  fpoil  it  by  an  affeded  Imitation.  This  Ihould 
have  been  all  printed  as  Verfe,  it  being  a  part  of  the  Mock- 
Heroic^  which  lofes  great  part  of  its  Beauty  when  deprived 
of  its  Meafure.  .   . '  , 

 until  our  Fellow  Nicholas  he 

Deceas'd^  that  is  afleep  \  for  fo  the  V/ord 
Is  ta^en  ;  to  deep,  to  die  ;  to  die,  to  fleep. 

A  very  Figure,  Sir,  • 

I<lot  till  the  Man  he  in  bis  Bed,  his  Grave  ; 
His  Grave^  his  Bed :  The  very  fame  again^  Sir, 
Our  Comic  Poet  gives  the  Reafon  fweetly. 
So  on  through  feveral  Speeches  ;  in  particular  when  Mar^ 
tha  and  Abigail  enter,  I  am  furpris'd  Mr.  Theobald^  with 
the  former  Editors,  fhould  have  degraded  the  fubiimc 
Sir  Roger  from  his  pompous  Buskin. 
Rog.  Sir^  be  addrefl^  the  Graces  do  falute  you 

With  the  full  Bowl  of  Plenty,    Is  cur  old  Enemy 
Entomb* d  ?    Abig.  He's  fafe,    Rog,  And  does  he 

fnore  out 
Supinely  ?  with  the  Poet,  &c. 
This  laft  probably  refers  to  fome  PafTage  in  a  good  Poet 
v/ithout  any  Flirt,  where  perhaps  a  Polyphemus  was  de-= 
fcrib'd  fnoring  in  this  manner  3  as  there  are  fimilar  De- 

fcriptions 
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fcriptions  of  him  in  Homer  and  Virgil  In  the  fame 
Scene,  p.  299,  Martha  wants  Welford  to  Uke  his  PofTetj 
Welford  anfwers, 

/  would  your  Sifier  could  like  me  as  well^  Lady,  , 
Mar.  Sure^  Sir^Jhe  would  not  eat  you. 

If  this  is  right  it  is  an  Hemiftic^  and  the  Sequel  all  runs 
in  true  Meafure.  But  the  Anfwer  does  not  feem  fo  fpi- 
rited  from  the  Thought  not  being  fo  fully  expreft  as  it 
might  be.  Perhaps  therefore  the  Original  might  have  been 

Why  furely^  Sir^  you  would  not  Jhe  Jhould  eat  you. 
P^e  300.  Did  I  expound  the  O^W]  The  OW  fliould 
have  been  wrote  in  Italics^  it  being  evidently  fome  Piece  of 
Nich.  BroughtonV,  or  fome  fuch  doughty  Writers, 

Page  303,  Line  2  . 

In  Hatchments  to  adorn  this  puiffant  Thigh 
Cramp' d  with  the  Reft  of  Peace,']  The  Reft  of  Peace 
is  a  little  tautological,  and  I  believe  the  Original  was, 

Cramp'd  with  the  Ruft  of  Peace, 
i,  e,  Cramp'd  with  wearing  fuch  a  rufty  Sword  as  a  long 
Peace  had  reduc'd  him  to.  He  wanted  to  have  a  new 
Sword,  or  at  leaft  to  have  his  old  one  new  hatched:  The 
Hatch  of  the  Sword  is  the  gilded  Wire  of  the  Handle,  or 
the  Gilt  of  it  in  general.  The  Word  is  once  in  Shake- 
fpear^  and  very  often  in  our  Authors ;  as  in  Benduca^  I 
would  as  foon  doat  on  my  Sword  new  hatched :  And  meta- 
phorically in  The  Cujlom  of  the  Country^  Vol.  2.  p.  90. 
Note  51.  the  Sword  is  hatch* d  with  Blood,  There  is  a 
PafTage  in  Macbeth  which  has  been  the  Subjeft  of  much 
Criticifm  ;  Macbeth  defcribing  the  King's  Murder  fays, 
-  "  ■  their  Baggers 

Unmannerly  breech'd  with  Gore, 

They  who  retain  breech'd^  explain  it  that  the  Daggers 
were  ftain'd  with  Gore  up  to  their  Breeches,  i  e.  their 
Hilts :  As  the  Breech  of  a  Cannon  is  the  lower  end  of 
it.  But  tho'  this  is  common  and  proper  to  a  Cannon, 
the  Breech  of  a  Bagger  is,  1  believe,  neither  commonly 
us'd  nor  could  be  fo  with  propriety.  The  ingenious  Au- 
thor of  the  Mifcellaneous  Obfervations  on  Macbeth^  reads. 

Unmanly 
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Unmanly  drench' d,  Mr,  Warhurton  nearer  the  Trace  of 
the  Letters,  Unmanly  reecb'd.  Both  explain  Unmanly  by 
cowardly.  But  that  there  is  a  Senfe  of  it  more  proper  to 
the  Paffage,  fee  a  Proof  in  JVit  without  Money y  Note  4. 
Vol.  2.  p.  276.  And  as  to  breech' d^  fuppofmg  it  a  Cor- 
ruption, the  Reading  which  feems  to  me  to  bid  faireft  to 
have  been  the  Original,  is. 

Unmanly  hacch'd  with  Gore. 
Hatch' d  ' not  being  underftood  by  the  Editors  would  natu- 
rally be  chang'd  by  them.  This  carries  on  the  very  fame 
Species  of  forc'd  Metaphors  that  are  very  juitly  obferv'd 
to  form  the  Beauty  or  the  Palfage,  as  Macbeth  ading  a 
Part  would  naturally  uie  forc'd  and  affeded  Expreflions. 

His  filver  Skin  is  lac'd  with  golden  Blood, 
And  then, 

The  Murderers  Daggers  are  hatch'd  or  gilt  with  Gore, 

Page  310,  In  the  Captain's  Speech, 

ne  God  of  Gold  here  has  fed  thee  well.]  The  Word 
fed  has  fcarce  any  propriety  with  the  Context,  and  I  take 
it  that  the  laft  Syllable  of  the  true  Word  only  remained 
in  the  Copy,  fed,  which  the  Editors  alter'd  to  fed-,  whereas 
had  they  regarded  the  Meafure  (for  the  whole  Scene  fhould 
have  been  printed  as  Verfe)  it  would  have  led  them  eafily 
to  the  true  Word, 

'The  God  of  Gold  here  has  advis'd  thee  well, 
7" ake  Money  for  thy  Dirt :  Hark^  and  believe 
Thourt  cold  of  Confii'tution^  thy'  Seat  unhealthful^ 
Sell  and  be  wife ;  we^re  three  that  will  adorn  thee^ 
And  live  according  to  thine  own  Heart,  Child: 
Mirth  fhall  be  only  ours,  and  only  ours 
Shall  be  the  black-ey'd  Beauties  of  the  time. 
To  print  this,  and  fuch  as  this,  as  Profe,  lofes  half  the 
Beauty  of  the  Mock-Heroic. 

Page  324. 

Are  your  Keys  ready  ?  I  mufi  t^Syyour  Burden.  ]  I  read, 
cafe  your  Burden.  And  the  Reading  is  con  firm 'd  by  the 
Senfe,  the  Meafure,  and  the  old  ^iarto.  The  whole 
Scene  fliould  hgve  been  printed  as  Verfe, 

Page 
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Page  325,  Line  i^. 
Tou  have  Jpoke  home  and  bitterly  to  me^  SirJ]  The  Mifer's 
Quarrel  was  with  the  Captain^  who  had  purpofeJy  provok'd 
him  to  give  Lovelefs  an  Opportunity  of  courting  the  Wi- 
dow. He  had  faid  nothing  to  the  Poet^  fo  that  to  me^  Sir^ 
can  only  bear  a  very  ftiff  Senfe,  to  me^  Sir^  or  according 
to  my  thinldng.  ,  Good  Senfe  may  be  reflor'd  by  a  very 
flight  Change 

Tou  have  fpoke  home  and  Utterly  too,  Mifer.  ' 
The  whole  Speech  is  printed  as  Profe,  which  is  a  great 
Injury  to  this  poor  Poet,  whofe  Metre,  and  a  'few  Quo- 
tations, are  all  that  he  has  to  entitle  him  to  the  Character.. 
The  Speech  fhould  have  been  printed, 

T he  Man  is  much  mov^d.    Be  not  angry ,  Sir, 
But,  as  the  Poet  fings,  let  your  Difpleafure 
Be  a  Jhort  Fury  and  go  out,    Tou  have  fpoke  home 
And  bitterly  too,  Mifer.    Captain,  take  T ruce, 
"The  Mifer  is  a  tart  and  witty  IVhorfon, . 

The  Captain  too  fhould  have  talk'd  all  in  Metre  in  the 
next  Speech  ;  and  Savil  in  his  Anfwer  feems  to  have  Joft 
a  Word  that  hurts  the  Senfe  more  than  the  Meafure. 

Here's  your  poor  Friend,  and  Savil,  Sir, 
I  read, 

Here^s  your  poor  Friend  and  Scrvstnt,  Savil,  Sir, 
In  the  next  Line  the  Captain  fays, 

Away,  thou'rt  rich  in  Ornaments  of  Nature, 
The  old  ^arto  reads, 

.  '  Tenements  af  Nature, 

A  Word  of  much  more  Humour  and  Propriety  to  the 
Steward's  Charader, 

Page  326,  Line  32. 

That  Man  cf  Mat,  that  all  decayed,']  I  read, 
.  —  that  all  Decay, 

Page  339,  Line  7. 

And  heap  Jffli^ion  on  me.]  The  old  ^arto  reads, 
Jnfli£lion  on  me,  which  is  preferable  to  the  other.  And 
five  Lines,  below, 

though 
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■  '  though  my  Means 

Was  aU  Humanity  

The  old  Sluarto  reads  Humility ;  but  what  is,  Though  my 
Means  were  all  Humility  ?  Moft  probably  a  whole  Line 
was  dropt  here,  and  Means  a  Corruption  \  the  true  Word 
being  Meaning.  The  Context  feems  to  require  fomething 
like  the  following  Senfe, 

— —  *twas  hut  a  Trick  to  try  you y 
Knowing  you  lov^d  me  dearly^  and  yet  ftrangely 
That  you  would  never  Jhew  it^  I  pretended 
Pride,  Infolence,  and  Anger,  though  my  Meaning 
Was  all  Humility, 
A  (lighter  Change  will  indeed  give  a  good  Senfe, 
 ^twas  hut  a  Trick  to  try  you  ^ 


>  hut  my  Meaning 

Was  all  Humility.*—^ 

Page  342,  Line  6. 

From  thee^  falfe  Dice,  Jades^  Cowards.,  and  plaguy 
Summers,]  For  the  fake  both  of  the  Meafure, 
Senfe,  and  Di6lion,  I  read,  Plague-Summers,  i.  e.  Sum- 
mers in  which  the  Plague  rages. 

Page  345,  Line  5. 

y/le  is  their  Eating  and  their  Drinking,  fuvdy,']  Surely 
feems  a  rnere  Expletive  here,  but,  I  believe,  the  true  Word 
was  folely.  i.  e.  Ale  is  the  only  thing  they  defire  to  eat  as 
well  as  to  drink.  There  is  great  Humour  throughout  this 
Speech,  as  indeed  there  is  in  moft  Scenes  of  the  Play, 
which  would  have  appear'd  more  confpicuous  to  thofe 
who  enter  into  the  Spirit  of  the  Mock-Sublime,  had  it  been 
niore  . generally  reftor'd  to  its  Meafure.  They  who  have 
quick  Ears  for  Metre  will  reftore  many  parts  as  they  read 
it.  But  this  was  not  Mr.  Theobald's  Excellence ;  tho' 
when  he  was  aware  of  the  Defed  he  feldom  fail'd.  in  the 
Cure.  As  there  are  whole  Plays  in  the  following  Volumes 
reftor'd  to  Meafure,  tho'  before  almoft  all  printed  as  Profe, 
and  as  that  Meafure  is  very  lax  according  to  the  Fafhion 
of  our  Authors  Age,  fbme  Readers  may  think  that  in 
thofe  Plays,  and  in  the  Inftances  quoted  in  this  Poflfcript, 
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I  may  have  forc'd  the  Authors  Words  into  a  Meafure 
which  they  never  intended.  I  fhall  therefore  fubjoin  one 
PiTCof  of  the  Meafure  in  this  Play  being  negledted  by  all 
the  Editions,  where  there  was  ev'n  Rhime  as  well  as  Verfe, 
At  page  321.  The  Lady  fays  to  Welfordy  who  infifted  upon 
killing  her, 

.  tVhat  mufi  he^  muft  be  ;  I  will  take  my  leave-. 
Toil  have  your  parting  Blom  %  I  pray  commend  me 
To  tbofe  few  Friends  you  have  that  fent  you  hither^ 
And  tell  them  when  you  travel  next^  'twere  Jit 
Tou  brought  lefs  Bravery  with  you  and  more  Wit. 
The  firft  Editors  therefore  having  had  fuch  little  Regard 
to  the  Meafure  as  to  print  this  as  Profe,  and  a  thoufan4 
other  PafTages  which  are  as  evidently  Verfe  as  this,  there  is  no 
Wonder  if  the  Meafure  by  their  franfpoJitionSy  OmiJJionSy 
and  Miftakesy  is  in  many  Places  fo  loft  as  never  to  be  re- 
ftor'd  with  any  tolerable  Degree  of  Certainty.  However 
when  the  Senfe  and  Meafure  fail  together,  the  one  is  a 
great  help  to  the  Recovery  of  the  other.    There  is  one 
Inftance  of  this  ftill  left  in  Philafter^  which  we  had  all 
three  overlooked  notwithftanding  all  our  Attention  and 
Care  of  that  favorite  Play.    The  Defedl  in  the  Meafure 
pointed  it  out  to  me  at  laft  when  I  had  almoft  finifh'd  this 
Poftfcript :  Fhilafter  fays,  to  Arethufa  and  Bellario^ 

 take  me  in  Tears  betwixt  yeu^ 

For  my  Heart  will  break  with  Shame  and  Sorrow, 
Are.  Why^  ^tis  well. 

Philafter,  Adc  5.  Scene  2.  Page  158. 

The  Reader  will  fee  that  the  fecond  Line  is  no  Verfe,  and 
how  abfurd  is  it  for  the  tender  Arethufa  to  anfwer,  that  it 
is  well  that  his  Heart  will  break,  Befide,  a  Flood  of 
Tears  eafes  the  Heart  overcharg'd  with  Grief,  and  hinders 
it  from  breaking.  By  reftoring  a  fingle  Particle  we  fliall 
recover  both  Meafure  and  Senfe  : 

 .  take  me  in  T ^ars  betwixt  you<f 

For  elfe  my  Heart  will  break  with  Shame  and  Sorrow. 
The  Tears  are  to  prevent  the  Burfting  of  his  Heart,  and 
this  is  what  Arethufa  fays  is  well. 
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